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Prologue:



Dear boys, 

The world is changing. 

It might be hard to believe, especially since we still hold onto that old paradox about how, “The more things change, the more they stay the same”. There's a reason why this adage has survived through the decades: it's true. Certain behavioral patterns keep popping up over and over again even as the world consistently changes. Society develops and evolves. We might search for specific threads that tie us to the past, but the world as we know it is completely different from three or four decades ago. 

And now, the world is changing all over again. 

Face it. The ground is irrevocably shifting beneath your feet. 

I'm sure most of you don't believe it. After all, there have been instances like this in the past. Political upheaval has been a defining characteristic of American politics for quite some time. The parties bounce back and forth, taking the White House, Congress, the Supreme Court, trading it back and forth like this is just some game. 

But guess what. Something new is happening now. You boys might not want to believe it. You might want to think the old rules will continue to apply. After all, aren't all politicians supposed to be corrupt? So many of you love to prove your cynical world weariness by talking about how each party is the same. The specific leaders don't really matter because you believe they're all incompetent. You don't see a difference even as the tax codes change and laws are rewritten or struck down. Perhaps you can't see any difference on a day-to-day basis, but there are so many important aspects to the government and our legal system. Just because you don’t pay attention, that doesn’t mean they don’t exist. 

Small changes here or there can have huge impacts. 

Just consider how a few economic developments have altered the political landscape. 

The United States has always been balanced between two competing forces: greed and selflessness. Yes, we have always been a capitalist society, one where people can push forward and try

to achieve as much as possible. Even just a few short decades ago, the desire to acquire was supposed to be balanced by an obligation to help the rest of society. Depending on your political leanings, that might mean planting trees, encouraging people to vote, teaching literacy, fighting pornography, or providing more help for veterans. 

One way or another, people were supposed to make money and support their communities. So yes, we were always encouraged to work hard and generate wealth, but we didn't try to exist as islands. 

People were expected to try to solve society's problems; we didn't just try to make money so that those problems would no longer apply to us. 

Somewhere along the way, we decided we preferred the clean ease of greed. Trying to fix the environment, help the homeless, or take care of our veterans started to look too difficult. 

Why should we bother? Making money looked so easy and straightforward. We could watch our billionaires grow wealthier and wealthier every year. More and more, money became concentrated in smaller groups and tighter enclaves. 

This approach might look tidy and meritocratic, but it has led to incredible political instability. Between riots and insurrections, we can see that more and more people are being left behind. It doesn't matter where you are in the culture wars; if we don't feel any kind of loyalty to one another (especially our political opponents), then the nation can't survive. 

Perhaps that has been the biggest lesson from the last two election cycles. 

Just eight years ago, I was still in high school, and something like this would have been completely impossible. Again, I'm sure, many of you boys don't believe anything is really going to change, but you're wrong. 

The women of the country have come together—we’ve united in a way you could never have imagined. Equally importantly, we have decided that you boys have messed up. For a very long time, you channeled as much money as you could to a selected group of plutocrats. A generation ago, a few men stepped forward, inferred how engineering could be used to rewrite so many different economic paradigms, and they became fabulously rich. Good for

them. But along the way, they decided to concentrate more and more economic power in a smaller and smaller clique. They left so many people behind. Small towns, rural communities, inner cities, and entire suburbs had to be abandoned as any notion of the "public good" faded away. Taxes were cut, schools defunded, experts ignored, and people were left on their own. 

Amid this slow crash into ruin, the women of the nation came together. While you boys were arguing about the importance of crypto currency and the need for new hustles, we started talking to each other. A significant plurality of women started to work together, and that's why we have taken control. We stopped paying attention to the culture wars, the click bait, and the stupidly one-sided headlines. We started to meet one another, to learn from one another, and we used a sense of empathy to realize that we’re all on the same side because we share the same basic goals: prosperity for us and our families. 

So while you boys turned everything into a new set of financial markets and winner-take-all games, we created new organizations, and now we own the political apparatus. 

In case you haven't been paying attention, our entire social structure is about to be rewoven. Why? For too long, you have torn into your enemies, arguing and fighting as loudly as you could. 

Somehow, you turned politics into a game where someone is supposed to "win". For decades, the United States was an incredibly stable political machine because we could still work together. Yes, a Republican might win, but he wouldn't actively attack the Democrats who didn't vote for him. Yes, a Democratic Congress might take over, but they would work with the president to find common cause. 

At some point, you boys decided that you needed to be enemies, that you needed to fight because you needed to win, no matter the cost to yourself or anyone else. So what if a veterans’

hospital gets defunded? At least you could make the current president look bad. 

I'm sorry if you think I'm belaboring this point, but I want you to understand where we are and where we came from. After all, if you don't realize this, you won't be able to see exactly where we're going next. 

When you examine our former leaders' bad behavior and malfeasance, you can see why we’re so frustrated. You can see why we came together and why we are about to change everything. 

For a very long time, the United States’ political process has pretended to be dominated by cultural ideologies when it has largely been a matter of class division. Sure, the social issues mattered, but the perpetual din of argument and rage allowed the wealthiest members of society to shirk their responsibilities. 

But something else happened as well. Besides female unity, women became the wealthier half of society. Despite decades of social oppression, women inherited more money. Between living longer and being financially conservative, women got rich. Sorry, boys. We didn't chase silly schemes or hunt for quick fixes. Prudent investments made over the course of decades made your mothers, aunts, and sisters richer. 

As a species, we always like to look for simple cause and effect relationships. We need to know exactly what brought us to specific social changes. We yearn to believe everything changed due to a singular charismatic leader, some element, commercial or another detail. In reality, systemic changes usually yielded the most important shifts in society. 

Both academic and industry studies made it quite clear for decades: women are better investors than men. Males, for whatever reason, needed to prove themselves again and again. They made too many trades, jumped on fads, and got overly emotional. 

Ironically, sexism may have served women better here. So many girls had been told in one way or another they couldn’t be as good at math, money, or making financial decisions. They weren’t welcomed into the investment clubs, nor were they encouraged to become traders or money managers. In financial programs, women were definitely visible as cute blondes. These were the girls who were known as "money honeys". The men could be older, paunchy, and ugly, but it didn't matter because they had gravitas. 

The girls? Not so much. Yes, they mastered the language and asked intelligent questions, but everyone knew the truth. They served as eye candy to break up the monotony of studying financial charts. 

So yes, women weren't encouraged to pursue wealth the same way men did, yet they still ended up winning. More often than not, people lose money when they trade more frequently. This was another easily proven hypothesis. Women stayed away, and so we started getting richer and richer. 

Since our society emphasized wealth over social engagement, we became more powerful. We started winning elections, one after another. And now, we are in control. At some point, we decided that money was an appropriate prerequisite for power and leadership. Well, women have the money, so now they have the power and potential to lead. It's time for society to change. 

Brace yourself. That's why I wrote this. I want all of the boys who visit my blog to understand that change is coming. Elections have consequences, and now we are ready. 

First, there are the national laws you should consider. 

Currently, we have our first female president, a female-controlled Congress, and six women on the Supreme Court. So many male commentators have suggested this won't really change anything. 

If you think nothing is going to change, then you are wrong. 

Please, don't read this as a threat. Instead, it's a warning. I genuinely hope the boys who read my blog will be prepared for the truth. On the federal level, we still have a couple of male representatives in congress. About a third of our senators are still boys...but that's going to change. 

Over the next couple of months, our political system will change. Males will no longer be allowed to vote in federal elections. 

States and local municipalities will decide whether or not boys should be a part of their local political processes. For the most part, I don't think they will. Maybe later, you boys will be given the opportunity to try to prove yourselves. But for now, I don't think we need to worry you with political matters. We will decide exactly how things work from now on, and you’ll stand back and you will support us. 

If you don't, there are going to be consequences. 

First, you don't want to risk upsetting your sisters, mothers, or wives, do you? After all, they are about to take charge. 

Males will still be allowed to work. There are plenty of jobs that women don't want. Just as importantly, there are many fields that are still largely populated by men. That might change over the coming years and decades, but you boys are going to have to do a better job of contributing to society. How? 

Moving forward, we have decided that women are going to be given every advantage. In politics, business, education, medicine, and every other aspect of society, women will be the first sex. 

I'm sure you have already read about the "male taxes". If you want to keep working, that's fine, but either you or your employer will have to pay an additional fee. Rewriting the tax structure will help create a new society. I'm sure most of you boys are going to be bored by the exact details, but that's fine. We will take care of everything. 

If you can't find an employer who will vouch for you, then you're also going to need a chaperone. You're going to need a woman, probably a family member, to act as your legal guardian. 

In some states, you might be allowed to drive. Probably not. 

Little by little, you will recognize that your place is at home. 

You will learn to serve and to please your chaperone, whoever she happens to be. If you're young and unmarried, then maybe your sister or mother can watch over you. Once you're married, your wife will make all of the importance decisions, but don't worry. You'll still have a very important role. 

It will be your job to support her. While she goes out into the world, works, and confronts the challenges of a modern era, you will stay home and give her the love and comfort she needs. 

If you don't, she might decide to punish you. 

I'm sure this will be a challenge for many of you to accept. 

In every home and domestic sphere, women are still going to be in charge. They will be the head of every household, meaning if they decide to put you in a corner or on a timeout, wash your mouth out with soap, or bend you over her lap and spank you, that will be her right. It will be her prerogative. 

Then there are the questions of criminal justice. 

I'm sure some of you are thinking about how you intend to rebel. For most of your life, you have absorbed so many stories

about rebellious men who can go out and do whatever they like. This might be a nice little fantasy for you to cling to, but we have control of the entire judicial system. 

A few boys might still work for police departments, but what will they be doing now? That's right, they'll be busy passing out parking tickets. 

If you refuse to abide by your state or city's dress code, you will be arrested. If you refuse to pay taxes, you might be sent to prison. 

Trust me, boys, you don't want that. 

Deep down, you want to be obedient. Deep down, you know that you had your chance to lead, and you messed it up. Just look around. So many of you believe that the nation has been in a slow state of decline. Well, who's fault is that? Throughout our history, you boys have been in charge, and now it's time for you to step back, to kneel down, to bow your heads, and to recognize that your world is changing. 

Don't worry. We'll try to be gentle. 



—From Chloe's World, the Blog of Chloe Athens. 



Chapter 1:

Nick stood in the men's bathroom as he stared at his reflection. He adjusted his tie, rolled his shoulders back, and stiffened his spine. At the same time, he let those carefully memorized words echo through his head.   Ladies, Red Rock Defenses is going to be the leader in cyber security for virtually every major corporation in the country. Under the leadership of their new CEO, Kelsey Renard, they have already secured a dozen new contracts. Their proprietary threat assessment software is one of the best systems I have seen, and it can... 

No, Nick told himself. He needed to avoid the technical jargon. 

Exhaling slowly, he reminded himself he could do this. Yes, women had taken over the firm, but he was young, and the bosses on the Promotions Committee still liked him. He had good relationships with at least three of the women in charge, so he hoped they would vote for him. 

Currently, none of the lead fund managers were men, but that could change today. 

Yes, males had taken a beating throughout society, but Nick didn't really care. He kept his head down, and he focused on his own career. Better yet, he had a solid background in both finance and cyber security. In college, as lots of guys were expelled, he managed to go unnoticed. He successfully graduated, got hired, and now he had this position. 

Technically, he was just a junior analyst, but if this presentation went well, he could become a fund manager. 

He would be given control of literally millions of dollars. Each day, he would be responsible for reports, analysis, and ordering specific trades. He might be the only boy in the room, but he could do it. 

He just had to nail this presentation. 

Nick washed his hands, wiped them off with a paper towel, and headed back toward his desk. He was the only junior analyst who didn't get his own office; instead, he worked out of a small cubicle. At least he still received partial access to an assistant. 

As he marched back to his seat, Nick glanced over at the digital clock mounted against the wall. 

He had about three minutes. 

"Nick?" 

He turned back and saw his assistant, another boy who was two or three years younger. He wore a tight shirt and jacket since that's what the senior analysts liked. 

"Hey, what's up?" 

The assistant lowered his voice, "So, are you anxious? This is the big day, right?" 

Nick smiled and suppressed the nervous energy that swirled up through his chest. He tried to tell himself that this was a performance; he just had to get up in front of those women, talk, and make his claim. Yes, he knew that he was a boy and so he was at a meaningful disadvantage. Even so, it wasn't like there were any other male fund managers. Maybe the women would let him slide through? At the same time, he knew he was competing with Patricia, but she wasn't very personable or popular. 

Again and again, he told himself that he could do this. But for the moment, he smiled, pumped as much confidence into his voice as he could, and said, "Today is the day." 

"Good luck, sir. Me and the other boys are rooting for you." 

"Thanks. I appreciate that," Nick replied. He was about to say something else, but then a woman cleared her voice. 

The assistant tensed up, turned around, and Patricia grinned down at him. "Go fetch me a coffee," she ordered. 

"Yes, ma'am," replied the assistant before he scurried off. 

"Did you really have to do that?" Nick asked. 

"And should you be using that tone with me?" Patricia wanted to know. She rolled her eyes and snorted before he could answer, 

"To be honest, I don't even know why the committee is giving you the chance to present. You  know I'm going to get it, don't you?" 

"What makes you so sure?" 

"Nick…" She let her voice dissipate as she seemed to consider the precise answer she wished to offer him, "This is a difficult and complicated business. And don't get me wrong. I think you should be very proud of yourself. You’ve done really well for a

boy. But do you honestly think you could become a fund manager? 

That’s so much pressure. Besides, aren't there other concerns you should be worried about?" 

"Like what?" 

"Well, what's going to happen if you get married? Are we really supposed to believe that your wife is going to let you keep working?" 

"That's none of your business," he said. "But just so you know, I'm single." 

"Yeah, but I don't think you want to be," she retorted easily. "I mean, wouldn't you like to start a nice family with a woman who can take care of you?" 

Nick’s eyes narrowed, his shoulders tensed, and he had a dozen different answers for her, none of which would be appropriate and all of which would get him dragged in front of some HR

representative. Instead he, he suppressed his temper, exhaled, and told her with a smile, "Right now, I'm focused on my career." 

"I get that," she said. But now she stepped forward. His competitor was in his personal space, and he wanted to retreat back except he was already trapped in his cubicle. There was nowhere for him to go. "But I think it would be a good idea for you to drop out of the running for the fund manager position." 

"I'm not going to do that," he said. 

"Just hear me out," she replied. "You don't need to get upset." 

"I'm not upset," he growled back. 

"Right," she said with a smirk. "Anyway, I think you should take this opportunity right now to just drop out. It's okay. You've done a really good job as a junior analyst." It was true; his notes and recommendations had worked their way up to senior management on many different occasions. But since he was a junior analyst, a woman always took credit for his work; she was in charge of his division, so she had every right to do so. 

But if he became a fund manager, everyone would see what Nick was really capable of. He just had to get past this last obstacle. 

"What's wrong, Patricia? Are you worried I'm going to win?" 

"No, I'm not," she said. "Besides, I'm being friendly right now. 

I'm being kind. I'm giving you a warning." 

"That sounds like a threat." 

"Not a threat," she said as she smiled and batted her eyes. "A warning. You're a boy, and you shouldn't be taking unnecessary risks. I'm saying this for your own good, Nick." She was technically a senior analyst despite getting hired a year after him, so she had no problem talking down to him like he was her subordinate. "But you know, if you wanted, maybe I could help you out. If you really want a different position, I'm going to need a secretary when I get promoted to fund manager." 

"You're offering me a demotion?" 

"It's only a demotion if you think of it that way," she said. Yes, they both knew a position as her secretary would pay even less than he already made. Between the firm's policy of paying men about thirty percent less and the various fees on male employees, she enjoyed far more purchasing power. "Look, I know that you and I often disagree, and that's okay. It can even be healthy. That said, I'm going to give you this last chance. Back off right now. Promise me you're going to quit, and you will be a lot happier for it." 

Nick hesitated for several seconds. He glanced over her shoulder, checked the clock again, and now he looked right into her eyes. It was so satisfying when he answered her with just one word, 

"No." It was powerful, definitive, and unassailable. 

"That's shame," she said with a smack of her lips. She turned around without another word, left his cubicle, and headed off to the conference room. If he didn't want to be late, Nick had to do the same. 



She couldn't make good on her threat, could she? 

No, of course not. Again and again, Nick reminded himself that Patricia was just nervous. Like so many other women, she had embraced female supremacy. He remembered seeing that phrase for the first time back in high school. He had been wandering around online, and a group of women had been sharing memes, quips, and comments about how women were inherently superior. He remembered typing in some response about the fundamental injustice of sexism, no matter the direction it might be pointed in, and then the other commenters buried him in their responses. 

After just a few minutes, he had been forced to give up. 

Those women, whoever they were, probably continued to talk about female superiority. They brought up their favorite research studies, new examples, and fresh anecdotes. More importantly, they convinced one another of the "truth". 

Sometimes, Nick wished he had been more aggressive with that group. Maybe he should have stayed on the page longer, made his arguments, and tried to change their minds. It seemed to so exhausting, especially when he was outnumbered. At the same time, he understood one fundamental truth about the relationship between the real and virtual worlds. Online, People could say anything. Alone, simple declarations wouldn't alter the "real" world. But if enough people started to believe something, then they could shift their choices, the expectations could change, and the world would bend around the collective belief systems people created online. When the web was first popularized, lots of people just shrugged, thinking that it couldn't really matter. More and more, online behaviors and beliefs changed how the rest of society functioned. From politicians who would never be able to get elected via traditional means to entire companies that used hype and advertising to get investment before even building their products, the online ecosystems became more and more important. Nick, like every user, at the opportunity to inject his perspective and to try to convince everyone else of what he believed. 

But he hadn't. He had walked away. 

Maybe that was why the president was now a woman, why Congress was majority female, and why the Supreme Court was about to expel its remaining male members. 

But no, he couldn't think about that. Instead, he needed to focus on his presentation. 

He arrived at the door to the conference room about a minute before he was supposed to. Patricia was already there, and she glanced over her shoulder. "You don't mind if I go first, do you?" 

Without waiting for an answer, she stepped into the room. He followed and stepped off to the side. 

At the conference room table, there were twelve women, all of whom were dressed quite well. In their expensive suits and skirts, 

they exuded a sense of power and gravitas. The boys, their assistants, sat against the walls as they took notes. 

"Ladies," Patricia began, "I'm here to talk about Diversion Networks and their new defense programs." Nick already knew all of this, so he allowed himself to relax. He remained placid, and he kept a vaguely personable smile on his face as he stood off to the side. 

He knew that he couldn't risk getting labeled as "troublesome" or

"unhappy". Those descriptors might be enough to knock him out of the running. Obviously, Patricia didn't have to deal with those same standards, but this was how the office environment worked. As many women would have pointed out, if he didn't really want to deal with this kind of competition, that he could have found himself a nice girl, gotten married, and stayed home like most men. Really, did he need to work? Did he actually enjoy all of the stress and effort? 

Yes. 

Nick was fascinated by cyber security, digital assets, and the investment world. Perhaps some of the volatility had died away as men lost sway over the financial world, yet long-term decisions still needed to be made. Even if the macho swagger had been stripped away, there were still predictions, companies, arguments, ideas, and new technological developments coming out. If a company could make the right decision, they could generate incredible returns for their clients. 

Nick wanted to be part of that. More importantly, he wanted to be right. One thing that he loved about the investment world was that it had the potential to be meritocratic. Maybe he didn't have money, but if he could come up with the right idea and choose the right company, then no one would care about what he had between his legs. Despite being a boy, women would need to trust him and rely on him. 

But first, he needed to get promoted. If he could just become a fund manager, then he would have some independence and freedom. 

Patricia continued her discussion as she talked about Diversion Networks. She made a couple of good points, but she didn't understand the technology as well as he did. Her background was entirely based on finance, so she couldn't necessarily

understand how the firewalls worked for what kinds of threats a company really faced. 

"Thank you," Patricia said. 

The CEO, Madeleine Argot, glanced up at. "And now, we have a handsome young man who is going to make his claim." 

Opened his mouth, he stepped forward, and that's when Patricia exited the room. 

He glanced back at her, but he had started speaking, and now he didn't stop. Instead, he followed those pre-practiced phrases and descriptions as he established the first premises of his investment thesis. He talked about the current landscape, the new technologies coming online, and how the industry might change in the next two, three, and six years. 

Patricia just left? Rude. 

He pushed that thought aside and continued talking. 

But then the door opened behind him, and that's when he heard her voice, "There he is." 

Nick turned around and spotted the police officers. 

"Excuse me?" Madeleine Argot asked. "What's going on here?" 

"I apologize for interrupting, ma'am," said the first police officer. "My name is Officer Higgins, and this is Officer Reynolds. We have a report regarding Nick Athens. Apparently, he hasn't been paying his male employment tax." 

"I have," Nick straightened his spine. His voice cracked but he kept talking, "I…I signed off with our HR department. The money is supposed to be transferred automatically." 

"Apparently that hasn't been happening," said the woman. 

"I'm afraid you're going to have to come with us." 

"Right now?" Nick said. 

"That's right," said the first woman. She reached for the small of her back, took out her handcuffs, and held them up for him to see. 

In fact, everyone in the room saw. 

Frantic, Nick glanced toward his superiors. His gaze jumped from one woman to the next. A couple of them seemed confused. 

One was shaking her head with obvious disappointment. Others

smiled like this was a pleasant inevitability. Next, Nick made the mistake of glancing over at Patricia who mouthed,  I warned you. 

"This has to be a mistake," he said. "Please, can we do this later? I can come down to the police station, and I’ll make sure I pay off whatever back taxes I owe." 

"That's not how this works, young man," said the second officer. "You have an obligation to follow the law. You broke the law, and now you will face the consequences." She elucidated each of these points, one after another in rhythmic succession. 

"Ladies, since Nick has to deal with this, I move that we proceed with the vote now. All in favor of promoting Patricia to Fund Manager?" 

A chorus of ayes reverberated through the room, and Nick kept glancing around, turning from side to side as he tried to understand what was happening. His chest tightened, and one of the police officers reached out for him. He jumped away. 

She held up her hands. "Boy, you don't want to do something foolish." 

"Trust me," said the second officer. "The stun batons are very painful. Besides, if you resist arrest, your chaperone is going to have to spend even more to get you out of prison." 

"I don't have a chaperone," he growled. 

"No chaperone?" The two women glanced back and forth at one another. "That's a shame. Don't worry. We can find someone to be appointed to take care of you while we deal with your sentencing and punishment." 

"Nick, just go with the police officers," said the CEO. Up until this point, she had probably never paid much attention to this boy, but now he was a distraction who might cost her money. Seeing no easy way out, Nick took another step back. He turned his head toward the door. 

"Don't do it, boy," said one of the officers. His eyes dropped down toward the handle, and he knew he could jump forward, smash way through, run down the hall, and flee. 

"I, I can't go to jail," he said. 

"I don't think you have any choice," Patricia said. "It's a shame that HR lost your paperwork and didn't pay your taxes." She shook

her head with mock disappointment. That's when he realized the truth. 

Patricia.  She had done this. Perhaps she's realized he was going to be a threat, so she convinced one of the women in the Human Resources Department to "lose" his forms. Ultimately, he was the one who was responsible for those financial obligations. It didn't matter if he thought the company would handle it. He should have been more careful. He should have double checked. He should have…

His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands, his forearms tightened, and his elbows locked up. 

"You," he growled. 

"I warned you," she said with this playful, singsong tone. 

Nick threw himself at her. She stumbled back, laughing and retreating at the same time. 

One of the police officers reached out for him, but Nick spun around, pulled his arm back, and launched his punch before he could stop himself. 

His fist cut across the air. 

His target realized what was going to happen in that last instant, brought her arm up, and mostly blocked his attack. Even so, she stumbled, struck the wall, and the second officer drew her baton, held it up, and hit a button. Time seemed to crawl by as he watched the blue sparks light up along the metal prongs of the tip of her weapon. 

Nick ducked, threw himself forward, and ran hard for the door. 

He slammed up against the handle, shoved the door open, and ran out into the hallway. "Stop! Stop that boy!" came the commands from behind him. He sprinted hard toward the elevators, turned to the right, darted for the stairs, and started to make his way down the seemingly endless steps. From one jumped step to the next, Nick scrambled for speed and to figure out what the hell he was doing. 

Was this really happening? Was he  actually running from the police? 

Yes! 

He had attacked a police officer! 

Part of him wished he could just stop, turn around, maybe even surrender…

But if he did that, they’d arrest him. They would take jail. Did men even have the right to an attorney? 

He made it past one floor after another. His heart hammered, and his breathing came in jagged gasps as he tried to go faster while his brain rushed in every direction while he tried to figure out some logical, coherent strategy. What was he going to do? How was he going to figure this out? In college, Nick learned about investment strategies, game theory, and hundreds of case studies. None of that prepared him for this problem. 

He made it to the ground floor, he threw himself against the doors, and he ran out into the atrium. 

On the other side of the hallway, the double doors to the elevators opened, and the police strode out. They swung their batons with every stride as they marched toward him. 

Nick froze, glanced to his left, to his right, all while he struggled to figure out what he was supposed to do. 

"Just settle down, young man," said the first officer. "You made a mistake, but you don't want to make it worse by trying to run for a second time. You have to know we are going to catch you. 

You’re a boy, we know who you are, we know where you live, and so you're not getting away." 

Nick heard each word, and he knew that she was right. It didn't matter. 

Still…he wasn't going to jail! 

He kept his feet down against the floor, slashed his hands through the air, and he started to run for the exit. There were sets of double doors. He just had to make it outside and he could disappear into the crowds on the streets. After that he could figure this out…

Nick heard the footsteps from behind him. He heard the shouts. They were telling him to stop. 

But then he felt it. 

One of the officers sprinted after him, caught up, and jabbed her baton forward. The electrified prongs pushed up underneath his shirt, touched the small of his back, and the electricity roared through his body. In one moment, he was running hard. In the next, 

everything became a blaze of pain as he rolled into the tiled floor. He stumbled, and he was on his back. They kicked him over, pushing him to his stomach. They grabbed his arms and yanked them into position before he heard the metallic clicks of the handcuffs. 

With their target disoriented, the officers dragged him up and he heard one of the officers say, "As a boy, you are being taken into custody. You have a right to contact your chaperone or an appropriate family member. You have a right to remain silent. If you choose to speak, you may face disciplinary measures. Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law." He heard those words, he stumbled forward, and he soon found himself in the back of a police car. The door was shut, and he looked out toward the skyscraper where he had worked for the last six years. 

Nick had to wonder if he would ever see it again. 



The two officers got into the front of the car, and one of them glanced back. "Look, I'm not really interested in interrogating you right now, so just be quiet." 

"Yeah," said the other woman. "If you start talking, we can muzzle you." 

Nick opened his mouth to answer and acknowledge their points, but then he stopped himself. No, they weren't interested in anything he had to say, so he pressed his lips together and tried to just stare out the window. 

He had never seen the world from the back of a police cruiser. 

They passed other cars and their drivers, pedestrians, and a couple of bicyclists. Occasionally, people glanced at the vehicle, and he could read those looks of confusion. The people who saw him had to be wondering what he had done. They could probably see his coat, the collar of his shirt, and they realized that he probably worked in an office. Had he tried to steal something? Maybe he got into a fight with another boy? According to most psychologists, males weren't emotionally equipped to handle the rigors of a professional business. 

After just a few minutes, they drove into the police station's parking lot, he was dragged out of the back of the car, and escorted him through the double doors and into a small room where they took

his picture. They had him stand straight, look at the camera, turn to the left, then turn to the right. 

At several points, Nick wondered if he should try to say something. But what? When he had been a kid, the rules for women and men had been largely the same. He could have demanded a phone call or maybe the opportunity to speak to an attorney. As a man in a police station, what rights did he have now? 

Eventually, they shoved him into a jail cell. He looked around and was grateful to see that he was alone. 

With his hands still cuffed behind his back, he sat down on the bunk, and he stared down at the concrete floor. Of course, they had taken his phone and wallet. At least they let him keep his shoes. 

In those first couple of minutes, he didn't know what to do. 

Pace back and forth? Shout? Demand an attorney? 

He remained quiet. He tried to think about the strategically. 

Unfortunately, he didn't have any assets, which meant he had nothing to offer. There was nothing he could use to gain any kind of leverage. 

Since Nick couldn't come up with anything brilliant, he climbed to his feet and started walking back and forth as he tried to expend some pent-up energy. A strange mixture of anxiety and boredom rippled through his chest. Like everyone else, whenever he had to wait for a few minutes, he was used to pulling out his phone. He wished he could have just wandered around online for a few minutes. 

Eventually, he sat back down, dipped his head forward, and closed his eyes. He didn't know whether or not he could lose himself to some daydream or fantasy, but it might be worth the attempt. 

"Athens?" asked one of the police officers a few minutes later. 

Nick immediately jumped up onto his feet. "Yes?" 

The woman unlocked his jail cell, slid the bars back, and motioned for him to follow. When he emerged from the cell, she grabbed him by his arm and yanked him forward. She took him over to a small alcove, and that's where she said, "You can make one call. 

Make it count." 

Nick opened his mouth and licked his bottom lip. After another moment, he wondered who he could try. Ultimately, he settled on one

woman: Chloe. 

He didn't think of himself as really close to his little sister, especially because they had gotten into a couple of really nasty arguments over the last year or two. Basically, they came down to the question of men's rights; specifically, should men be allowed citizenship? Were they entitled to drive? To vote? Nick obviously hated how the political landscape had shifted over the last few years. 

Chloe, on the other hand, had always been frustratingly neutral. 

Every time he tried to defend male suffrage, she shrugged and said something like, "Look, this is a new political system. We’re trying something different. The old system obviously wasn't working, so now we have to get this new system an opportunity to succeed." 

At least she wasn't a full-blown female supremacist, he told himself. At work, he could put on the polite mask of a dutiful, boy employee, but he didn't want to have to do the same thing with his little sister, especially because he still remembered what it was like to be bigger and taller, stronger and more mature. She was his little sister. She was supposed to look up to him and respect him. 

And now, he had remember her phone number. 

Like everyone else, he didn't memorize specific digits. 

Instead, he programmed her number once, saw it occasionally, and vaguely remembered it. 

He pressed the first digit on the keypad, then another and another. He really, really hoped this was the right number. If he messed it up, what was going to happen? Were they just going to drag him in front of a judge? What would she say if he didn't have a chaperone with him? 

Then again, Chloe was his little sister. She couldn't be his chaperone! 

He held the phone to his ear and listened to the ring tone. It buzzed once, twice, three times. He shifted his weight from side to side, glanced over at the police officer, but she seemed completely uninterested in him. He could make his call, and then he would be dragged back to his cell. 

"Hello?" 

Yes! It was Chloe! Miraculously, he had remembered her number, and now he tightened his grip. "Chloe, it's me. It's Nick." 

"Is everything okay?" 

He sucked in a breath and stopped. As hard as he tried, this boy didn't know what to say. 

"Nick? Are you okay?" Chloe asked as the silence lengthened between them. 

"No," he finally said. He closed his eyes, leaned forward, and rested his forehead against the faux wooden alcove. "I guess something happened at work, so my male employment taxes haven't been paid. Today, I was at work, and a couple of police officers showed up." 

"Oh, Nick. What did you do?" She made it sound like it was his fault! 

"Nothing," Nick growled back. "This, this  isn't  my fault." 

"Okay…" said his sister, although he could already tell that she didn't believe him. It wasn't fair that he already had to be on the defensive. It wasn't right at his little sister already thought that he had somehow messed up or made some terrible mistake. "Have you talked to anyone?" 

"Just you." 

"Look, I have to handle something right now, but I can come over to the police station right after. Okay?" 

"You can't come now?" He hated the strain in his voice. After all, he was supposed to be the big brother. He was supposed to be smart and capable, like he knew how the world really worked. She was supposed to be his naïve little sister, but she was the one who had to come help him? It wasn't right! 

"I'm sorry. I can't. Hang in there. Right after I'm done, I’ll check things out and figure out what we need to do. Okay?" 

It wasn't like Nick had any choice. He nodded even though she couldn't see him. A second later, she hung up. 

The officer standing beside him cocked her head to one side and asked, "That didn't sound like good news. Does that mean you're going to be staying with us for a little while?" 

"Please," he said. "There has to be something I can do." 

"You can march your butt back into your cell, get down on your knees, and wait like an obedient boy." 

He opened his mouth, and he needed to say something, but what? "Please, can't I post bail or something?" 

"You can, so long as you have permission from your chaperone." 

"I don't have a chaperone!" 

"Female family member?" 

Again, Nick opened his mouth, and he waited for the words to jump out. Normally, he could be so articulate. He could talk to people, even women, and get them to cooperate. He had survived as an analyst for years because he had an adroit tongue. But this was a situation he had never expected. 

"She's on her way," he said. 

"Then you shouldn't have to wait long at all, should you?" 

asked the woman. That's when she stepped closer to him and reached up. She didn’t hit the button on her baton, but she stroked the prongs along his cheek, then down toward his neck. "Of course, if you need a distraction, I'm sure I could find some work for you. 

Should I take you back to my office?" Her eyes sparkled with mischievous delight. 



Chapter 2:

Chloe Athens held her phone in her hand for several more seconds. Was she being an awful person right now? Yes, her brother had somehow gotten himself arrested, but she still had her own career. Besides, it had taken months to arrange of this interview. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other as she glanced around the crowded restaurant. Well-dressed women and fawning boys populated the tables as they chatted, flirted, and ate. 

"It's only going to take a little while," she whispered to herself. 

"He's a big boy. He can wait." Besides, Nick got himself into that position. She didn't know what he had done, but the rules were very clear for boys throughout society. 

As the new laws were implemented, the government had been incredibly generous, taking out massive ads online, on streaming services, on the radio, on TV, everywhere. Basically, the boys couldn't possibly pretend to be ignorant as society morphed into something newer and better. 

A second later, Chloe turned around, and that's when she spotted Natalia Renick, CEO of Rentime Information Sciences. She was a taller woman with short cropped, dark brown hair, a small nose, and a wispy build. Of course, Chloe had seen this woman's picture on dozens of different websites and in various articles, but now it felt so strange to see her in three dimensions. 

Pushing down those thoughts about her brother, Chloe marched over to the CEO, "Good morning. It's great to see you. 

Thank you so much for taking the time to chat with me." 

"Absolutely," Natalia replied. "I'm really excited about some of our new plans and products." 

A few seconds later, one of the hosts showed them to a table. 

As Chloe followed, she marveled at the fact that this interview was really happening. They sat down at a small table off in the corner. 

When she glanced out the window, she could see the road, parking lot, and green hills nearby. Outside, dozens of expensive vehicles sat and waited for their owners. 

"Would you like to begin right away or would you like some appetizers?" Natalia asked. 

"If it's okay with you, I’d love to get started immediately," 

Chloe replied. At the same time, she pulled out her phone, held it up, and asked, "Do you mind?" 

"Go ahead," Natalia said. 

"If you don't mind my asking, do you ever get tired of these interviews?" 

"Actually, I quite enjoy them." Natalia smiled, reached up, and brushed her fingertips along the contour of her ear. She is to have much longer hair. "I consider them to be brainstorming sessions." 

"Fair," Chloe said. 

"So now, are you thinking that I'm some egotistical manager who desperately needs approval from those around her?" Natalia asked. 

Chloe did her best to keep her expression neutral, "No. That's not what I was thinking at all." 

"It would be okay if you did," Natalia replied. "I spend a lot of time with fund managers, founders, engineers, and technologists. I'm very lucky. I get to work with some of the most brilliant people around. But at the same time, I can also understand how greed and foolishness can enter the equation, especially when egos get too big." 

"Is that something you worry about?" 

"My own ego? Absolutely. Too often, CEOs make mistakes because they overestimate themselves. I think this is becoming a greater threat to the economy in general and society at large." 

"So humility is something you want to practice?" 

"Absolutely," Natalia replied. "Don't get me wrong. I can appreciate the value of hype, but I'm very conservative, especially when it comes to making promises. I refuse to build a company on vaporware." 

"So what do you think of the other companies out there? Your competitors?" 

"I pay attention to them, but I don't allow myself to worry. I'm comfortable with our company's products, assets, and defensive moats. More than that, what I want to do requires a tremendous amount of time and energy, so it's a lot harder to worry about the competition." 

"It sounds like you have something new plant," Chloe said. 

"We do," Natalia said, her eyes shining. 

"Is there any chance you might be willing to share?" Chloe asked. 

"Yes." 

"Really?" Okay, so the question was unprofessional, but she couldn't help herself, especially when these tech companies worked so hard to control the narratives around their products. Then again, Natalia Renick had a huge amount of credibility. She may have been young, especially for a CEO, but she didn't behave like so many of the other leaders in the tech industry. "Okay then," Chloe continued. 

"What are you working on?" 

"Please, keep in mind that this is just a prototype, if not sure exactly how it's going to play out, but I'm thinking about creating a new system of social credit for boys in particular." 

"Really? What would that look like?" 

"How do you feel about the male population right now?" 

"Fine?" Chloe said. 

Natalia smiled, glanced down, and chuckled for a moment. "I apologize. Perhaps my question was too broad. What I mean is this, males are going through an incredible transition right now. As the women of the world take their rightful place in command, the boys need to learn to surrender. They must learn to accept their new status. This is going to create challenges, don't you think?" 

"Definitely," Chloe agreed. As she listened to, she couldn't help but vaguely recall how many of these CEOs wielded charisma like a weapon. One legendary leader was even described as having a "reality distortion field" around him at all times, like anything he said it could suddenly seem possible. Chloe had to wonder, as a journalist, if Natalia Renick didn't enjoy that same kind of gravitational personality. 

"All across the country, we can see this anxiety. And it's not just the women. I mean obviously, we need to be concerned with how we are going to restructure society. The military has done a remarkable job as the boys are relieved of duty. The same goes for the police. But still, we live in a big country with a lot of people, and there are plenty of places where disobedient boys can hide. At the

same time, I'm starting to believe that there are young men out there who don't really understand what is going on. That's why they aren't upset." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Ignorance can be bliss," Natalia answered. "Denial, I believe, falls into the same category. They're probably telling themselves that they will win the next election cycle and that everything can go back to the way it used to be." The CEO smiled and shook her head from side to side. "Once they realize that this is a permanent change, some of them might get especially rebellious." 

"Do you think they will become violent?" 

"It's a possibility," Natalia said. "I do believe we need to be worried about self-fulfilling prophecies. Trust me. I understand the danger of hype. If we insist that something is going to happen, then we might be able to provoke it, especially when it comes to human behavior. So my question is this, how can we induce boys to better behavior? How can we show them that society is changing?" 

"What are you thinking?" 

"Are you familiar with the Collar Initiative?" 

"No," Chloe replied. 

"There's a small town in Oregon that is exploring the possibility of specific sartorial requirements for the boys in their jurisdiction. Basically, if young man wants to step outside, then he needs to be appropriately collared. The collar must be locked, and it must include certain pieces of information: the name of his chaperone, his home address, that sort of thing. From what I understand, they are still drafting the new regulations, so we aren't sure exactly what they're going to look like." 

"Sounds intriguing," Chloe acknowledged, "At that doesn't seem like something a tech CEO would really be worried about." 

Natalia smiled, the corners of her eyes crinkled, and she nodded, "Well, that’s just the starting point. In all fairness, I didn't come up with the idea, although I wouldn't be the first person to consider how sartorial requirements could be used to control certain populations." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Are you familiar with sumptuary laws?" 

"No…" 

"They were quite popular during the Dark Ages. Basically, priests and especially aristocrats tried to regulate what people were allowed to consume. These laws were designed to enforce specific social dynamics. For example, a peasant might be able to get rich as a merchant. It was incredibly unlikely, but it happened often enough that the people who were supposed to be born to power and privilege started to get nervous. And so, there was this question. 

How could a prince make sure that a wealthy trader could never be mistaken for royalty?" 

"Regulate what he can wear, eat, and buy," Chloe said. 

"Exactly," Natalia replied. "We have lived in a consumer economy for so long that we have forgotten this possibility. So now, maybe the boys need to be more heavily regulated? The colors are a good start, but I think we can do better." 

"How so?" 

"Obedience tokens," Natalia said. She paused for a moment, letting those two words hang on the air, "This is what I envision. Let's take the idea of the Collar Initiative and stretch it out. The idea was probably based on leash laws for dogs, but I think we can do so much better. I envision a new device, a collar that a boy wears and is locked on, but it will include specific features." 

"Are you thinking of a shock collar?" 

"That would be one of the features," Natalia said. "Depending on the jurisdiction and how our leaders decide they wish to structure society, maybe any woman would be able to shock and the boy. 

Maybe she would need a specific password or app on her phone. 

Maybe she would need to use a specific command phrase, something that she might only want to keep to herself or share with friends and family. But one way or another, the boy could be punished quickly and easily. Additionally, we have already been researching exactly how to maximize the disincentive while reducing any chance of causing permanent damage or harm to the boy." 

"Maximize the disincentive," Chloe said. "You want to make it hurt." 

"That's a crass way of putting it," said the CEO. "But essentially, yes." 

"That sounds like a very elaborate shock collar. But you said something about obedience tokens?" 

"That's the real innovation," Natalia snapped her fingers and pointed across the table to the journalist. "So when my engineers and I were brainstorming about this, we started thinking about other aspects of behavior. Yes, disincentivizing bad behavior is definitely part of it, but what if we made it more complicated? After all, boys aren't actually dogs. They can handle more difficult inputs. They can be trained and taught how to behave. They can be encouraged differently." 

Chloe nodded along. 

Natalia continued, "So we started wondering about quotas. 

What if a boy, over the course of his day, had to earn a certain number of obedience tokens from the women around him?" 

"Are you imagining actual discs?" 

"No," Natalia said with a quick shake of her head. "We're thinking about something much more flexible. Imagine if, as a woman, you had access to a specific password, database, or allocation of these tokens. Maybe you buy them. Maybe everyone gets a certain number per day. But as you interact with boys, they have to earn these tokens from you. Maybe they will do this by performing chores. Maybe they will simply be appropriately humble and deferential." 

"And if a boy doesn't earn enough of these tokens?" 

"The boy's chaperone receives an automatic message indicating his bad behavior. Or…" 

"You have something special planned," Chloe observed. 

"Like I said, this is all incredibly tentative, and we haven't decided exactly what's going to happen. Besides, this is something that needs to be negotiated with regulators." 

"But you have something in mind," Chloe said. Even as she spoke, she enjoyed that little spark of excitement within her chest. 

She wondered what that would be like. 

As she looked around, Chloe noticed collars on some of the boys. This was becoming a new trend for the males in the United States. And yet, this was entirely voluntary—for the moment. Or

rather, it was something the chaperones decided for their boyfriends, husbands, friends and brothers. 

"You're starting to see it, aren't you?" 

"There's definitely a lot of potential," Chloe replied. 

"We're making a lot of progress very quickly, but this kind of approach could be incredibly good for the boys. We need data; we need information. We need to track them to make sure that they do as they're told." 

"What do you think about privacy?" 

"Privacy is incredibly important," Natalia said. "And that's why the information will be secured for the chaperone. Look, this isn't some situation where I'm hoping to sell geo-tagged data or something like that. This isn't about advertising. What I want to create is a high-end collar, something durable, solid and nearly universal to ensure appropriate levels of male obedience." 

"You think there's going to be a new market for this." 

"Yes. I do," Natalia said. "Just think about it. Are you a chaperone?" 

Chloe opened her mouth as she thought of her brother. For the last few minutes, she had forgotten about his predicament. 

That's why she tightened her jaw, inhaled, and ended up answering with little more than a slow sigh. "No. I'm not a chaperone." Should she be? 

Of course, Chloe had brought the question to her brother before. Their parents had passed away, so she was the only woman who was close to him. When she brought up the possibility, he had stared down at his little sister and just snorted. Yes, Chloe could interview powerful CEOs, politicians, and other notables, but she hadn't been able to fight with her brother, not over this. 

The men weren’t the only ones getting used to this new social order. 

"Have you thought about it?" 

"A little bit, yes." 

"Who?" But the Natalia leaned back, held up her hands, and quickly apologized, "I'm sorry. You're supposed to be interviewing me. Besides, I don't want to ask any unduly personal questions." 

Chloe dipped her head down and smiled. Again, she thought about this woman's charisma and the ease with which she interacted with those around her. Natalia Renick was a brilliant engineer, but she had become a billionaire on the basis of her ability to read other people. She knew how to interact and how to get what she wanted. 

Along the way, she made other people feel good as they helped her. 

"It's okay," Chloe said. "I guess I'm just a little bit stressed out because my brother just got arrested." That sounded so strange to admit out loud, especially because they had both grown up in solidly middle-class neighborhoods with good schools. Maybe Chloe got one detention back in high school? Maybe Nick got sent to the principal's office one time? 

"But you're not his chaperone." 

"No." 

"Did you offer?" 

"I did," Chloe said. "I thought it would make his life a lot easier, but he decided he didn't want my help. He's been limping along without a chaperone for a while." 

"That's going to get more and more difficult," Natalia pointed out. 

"My brother can be…" She let her voice trail for a few seconds before she finally finished, "Stubborn." 

"Boys," Natalia said with a shake of her head. 

"If you don't mind my asking, you’re married, right?" 

"I am," Natalia said. "James and I have been together since our time at UCSD. Before you can ask, yes, I am his chaperone. 

More importantly, he has acquiesced. He wanted to start his own business, but he has come to see that he is much better off at home or at my office." 

"Really?" 

"To be honest, there were some concerns, especially in the beginning. But more and more, he has watched my success with my company. Just as importantly, he understands how our society is evolving. The structures that we rely on have changed. He's a boy, so he won't be considered trustworthy. Investors aren't going to give them their money. Regulators aren't going to pay attention to him." 

"Have you punished him?" 

"When he misbehaves," Natalia said without pause. 

"If you don't mind my asking, how?" This was definitely a personal question, and Natalia didn't have to answer. Even so, the CEO smiled as she allowed herself to drift through those pleasant memories. 

"Well, there are certainly many different possibilities. I have spanked him. I have put him on corner time." 

"Corner time? Like he’s a little kid?" 

"Actually, it can be incredibly effective." 

"Really?" 

"Absolutely," Natalia replied. "It isn't about physical restraint. 

When I snap my fingers and tell him to go stand in the corner, there are a couple of very useful aspects. First, it's humiliating for him. 

When I do this, I remind my boy that I am a chaperone and that he is required to obey me. Then, once he's in the corner, he knows that he's on display. He knows that anyone who might happen by will see him in that position and immediately know that he has messed up. 

This might be one of the cleaning boys, a cook, my assistant, whoever." 

"That's pretty incredible. Does he ever object? I mean, you and your husband are both very wealthy." 

"My husband isn't wealthy," Natalia replied. "All of our assets and all of our money is in my name alone." 

"That's incredible," Chloe said. 

Many scholars and analysts had pointed out that, even with the most recent set of elections and the new statutes, it would probably take decades for men to be stripped of all of their former power. Throughout society, there would be small enclaves and strange little exceptions where men retained some measure of independence or authority. 

"We love one another, and my husband trusts me. More to the point, he knows that I wouldn't tolerate anything less. In our household, I'm in charge. That's why, once we develop our new collars, my husband will probably be the first boy to wear one. Each day, he's going to be required to serve me. He will earn his obedience tokens." 

"Have you considered the possibility of punishing males who failed to earn a set number each day?" 

"That's exactly the idea," Natalia replied. "Maybe the collar will automatically activate and deliver a certain number of electrical shocks. Maybe the collar will shock the boy unless he goes to a specific spot in a home or assumes a specific position for a set period of time. One way or another, he will be disciplined." 

"And you want your collar to be locked on?" 

"I do," she said. "Boys should  have to wear it and understand that this is a requirement. It isn’t a fashion statement. It isn’t a simple accessory either. It shouldn't be viewed as a punishment because it’s something they must all do. It's just part of who he is now. He wears shoes. He wears socks. He wears underwear and a collar. He doesn't need to be necessarily embarrassed by it, but he does need to recognize that this is one way for his chaperone to control him." 

"And what age do you think this would start at?" 

"Again, there need to be lots of conversations from many different stakeholders, but…" Natalia took a breath, grinned, and said, "I think boys should be collared once they hit puberty. I think it should be a rite of passage for him. He's no longer a child, and now he will be saddled with the expectations of his sex and gender. As a boy, he will become a man. As a man, he will learn to serve." 

"This is all very incredible," Chloe said. "Thank you so much for sharing with me." 



Nick paced back and forth. He had searched around the cell, but he didn't see any mounted clocks. There was no way for him to know how much time had gone by. To make matters worse, there weren't even any windows. 

At one point, he tried to lay down on the cot, to close his eyes, and relax into sleep, but he couldn't. 

This was something most people couldn't understand: captivity. 

He was trapped in here. 

At several points, he wandered over to some of the bars, reached out, and wrapped his fingers around the smooth metal. 

Then he pulled, and he yanked, and he strained his muscles, but he

couldn't get out. He was trapped in here. He had to wait for someone to come back and to let him out. Until then, he would be stuck. 

This simple truth scraped against his psyche. 

He went back to pacing. He tried to sit down. 

Bowing his head down, he rested his forehead against his knuckles, and Nick tried to come up with something useful or productive. If he had his laptop here, he could have gone through a dozen different projects. He could have proofread different reports or researched new companies. 

Nick snorted at the prospect of getting a laptop. Yeah, right. 

These women would never trust him with something like that. 

Besides, this was supposed to be a punishment, right? 

"But I didn't do anything wrong," he whispered. 

"Athens?" came another voice. 

Nick immediately jumped up onto his feet. He wasn't sure whether or not he was supposed to rush over to the bars or stand back, but a woman approached the cell door. She didn't wear the dark blue of a police officer. Instead, she had on a black dress with white trim. She had her hair pulled back into a braid, and she wore just a little bit of makeup. All at once, he started thinking about the women who ran the office at work. 

"That's me," he said. "Are you my attorney?" 

"I'm the legal representative," she said. "Now, Judge Irvine is trying to get through her docket pretty quickly today, so we need to get moving." 

"Today?" Nick asked. 

"That's right. Can you tell me what you know about the crime?" 

"I didn't commit any crime," he said. 

The woman reached up, adjusted her glasses on the ridge of her nose, and then she shook her head. "Look, I understand that this is frustrating for you. This is new. This is different, and you're scared. 

Additionally, you don't have a chaperone to help you. Even so, you need to be honest with me. What crime did you commit?" 

"I didn't commit any crimes! Look, they're accusing me of not paying my male employment taxes, but I know that I submitted that paperwork." 

"Where did you submit it?" 

"My HR department!" 

"And did they send it on to the relevant authorities?" 

Nick inhaled, held his breath, and stopped. "No…Well, I don't know." At the same time, he started thinking about Patricia. Had she sabotaged him? Maybe she had known about this all along, and now she called the police? His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands, and he growled, "That little bitch." 

"Nick, I expect you to use appropriate language when you're with me and in this facility," said the woman. 

"Who are you again?" 

"My name isn't relevant," she said. "All you need to know is that I’m the legal representative. So you have admitted that you didn't make sure your taxes were paid. Is that right?" 

"It's not fair. I thought  they were going to handle it." 

"But it's your responsibility," she said. 

"Aren't you supposed to be on my side?" 

"I'm the legal representative," she repeated. 

His brows creased, and that's when one of the metal doors opened on the other side of the room outside of his cell. Three women, all dressed in police uniforms marched up. Their black boots clicked against the tiled floor, and they came closer and closer. One was holding onto hand cuffs. The other one had other items that dangled from her grip. 

"We're going to bring you before the judge, and we’ll get this all taken care of," said the woman. "Right now, you just need to strip." 

Nick glanced down at his suit. He felt disheveled, and he wished he could have had some gum for the chance to brush his teeth, but his brows creased as he stared at this woman on the other side of the bars. There was no way he was going to strip. 

"I don't think so," Nick said even as he stepped back. 

The officer stepped up behind the legal representative, and that's when he saw what they were holding. Handcuffs. A collar. A leash. A muzzle. 

The legal representative stepped forward once again, and she stared at him intently, "Nick, what happened the last time you tried to

resist?" 

A nervous swallow ran down his throat as he contemplated pulling his arm back, throwing a punch, running and getting caught. 

The woman let him soak in those memories for the next few seconds until she said, "That's right. You made a mistake. You tried to run. 

You have to understand all of that was illegal. You assaulted one of our officers, and now there are going to be consequences." 

"But…" Nick started to say. She raised one finger, which was enough to silence him. "Strip." 

His shoulders slumped, and the woman seemed to understand what that meant. She nodded toward the other officers. 

They unlocked his cell, stepped in, surrounded him, and they started to pull his clothing off of him. They yanked away his coat, his shirt and tie. Next, they went for his belt, he shoes, socks, and they shoved him down onto the cot. They moved quickly and efficiently, stripping him until he was completely naked. 

He glanced over at the women, and he kept waiting for one of them to produce another outfit. What was he going to have to wear? 

An orange jumpsuit? The idea seemed so wrong. He had gone to school, worked hard, and done everything right. And yet, someone sabotaged him, so now he was in jail? Now he was about to be marked like some criminal? 

Nick told himself that he could have fought harder, but then they pulled his arms behind his back and shoved him down. They slid the cuffs around his wrists, snapping them into place as the locks engaged. Next, they forced him up, they slid the collar around his neck, attached to the leash, and that's when one of the women lifted up the muzzle. 

"No way," he promised. As he opened his mouth, the woman seized that opportunity. This muzzle would cover the bottom half of his face. It also included a rubber cylinder that pushed between his teeth. She shoved the muzzle up against his job, pulled the straps around the back of his head, locked them together, and suddenly he couldn't speak! He snarled and twisted, jerking his body from side to side as something occurred to him. 

They weren't going to make him wear an orange jumpsuit. 

They weren't going to let him wear anything at all! 

"Come along, boy," said the woman holding his leash. She pulled on it, and he stumbled forward. At the last moment, his cock himself. Having his hands locked behind his back felt so strange, but he couldn't do anything about it. The legal representative grabbed him by his hair, forced his head back, and she said, "You have already misbehaved. That's why you're here. You messed up. So now, you don't want to make it any worse for yourself, do you? Be an obedient boy, follow along, and don't make trouble." 

Muzzled, he couldn't even speak. 



They marched this naked boy out of the holding area, down a hallway, and through an entire section of cubicles. There were women, police officers and detectives, at their desks. Most of them remained focused on their work. One more naked boy wasn't anything special. There were a few of them, however, who could use the distraction. They whistled, laughed, or even reached out and smacked his ass. The first time it happened, Nick tried to jump away, but the woman holding his leash yanked, pulling him forward in making sure he couldn't slow them down. 

When he tried to protest, the muzzle made it impossible for this boy to articulate himself. Normally, he could use language like a weapon; he knew how to maneuver around words to get others to listen to him. But now, he couldn't even talk! 

They went down another hallway, approached a large set of mahogany doors, and they opened right as the judge brought her gavel down. "Next case," she called out. 

This had to be Judge Irvine. 

She was an older woman with dark hair and a streak of gray. 

She sat up high, her back was straight, and now she leaned forward as she considered the naked boy in front of her. 

"Nick Athens," she said, reading his name off of her tablet. 

"How do you plead?" 

Nick waited for one of the officers to pull the muzzle out of his mouth. At that point, he had a plan ready: he would sound contrite and apologetic. For as long as he could remember, he knew how to manipulate older women. He could book deferential, sweet, and kind. He would sound very humble. 

The legal representative said, "This boy fully acknowledges that he failed to pay his male employment taxes. Additionally, he has not contested the charges of attempting to flee a legal arrest or attacking an officer." 

Wait, what? 

No! This woman was supposed to be on his side, wasn't she? 

Then again, she never said she was his lawyer. She was simply "the legal representative". For all he knew, she could’ve been the freaking prosecutor! 

"Understood," Judge Irvine said. She grabbed her gavel and called out, "Nick Athens, I sentence you to three years of incarceration at the Bellatrix Correctional Facility." Her gavel slammed down. "Next!" 

They grabbed him and pulled him away. He tried to shout, to scream into his muzzle, but he couldn't make a coherent sound. 

Within seconds, the next boy was marched before the judge to face justice. 



Chapter 3:

They didn't take him back to the cell. Instead, these women marched him out to a loading dock, they opened a cage, shoved him down inside, strapped his feet into position, brought another loop around the back of his neck, and made sure he couldn't get up. Face down, naked, and trapped, he kept shouting for their attention. He tried to get these women to focus on him, but they handled him like he was nothing but livestock. 

Within a few minutes, he watched at the same thing happened to five other young men. They were locked in their cages, trapped, and they couldn't even communicate with one another. 

At one point, Nick tried to look over at one of the other guys, but it was clear that this boy needed to keep his eyes shut as he tried to hide from the reality of his situation. 

The women used small forklifts to raise the cages up onto a truck. Pretty soon, they were stacked and loaded in the back of a large vehicle. The gate was pulled down, darkness enveloped them, and Nick kept trying to think of some strategy. He had to contact Chloe. His sister could help him, right? 

Better yet, he thought of her clout as a journalist. Maybe she wasn't an important columnist or anything, but she could still get attention. More importantly, she understood how the different information ecosystems worked. If she wanted to cause a ruckus, she would be the girl to do it. 

For the next half hour or so, he tried hard to figure out exactly what he could do or say to convince her. Better yet, he anticipated different articles she might be able to write. There would be those quick snatches of detail. 

Yes, women had taken over the government, but they couldn't really want this. Could they? They had to see the injustice of it. 

And yet, a small voice at the base of his skull whispered something really frustrating: he had tried to fight back. He had thrown a punch and attempted to flee. Would that be enough to justify his incarceration? This made him think of those politicians who may have committed some small error or broken a minor law, only to

attempt to cover it up. In the end, the conspiracy to hide the truth usually turned out to be far more damning than the initial crime. 

He nibbled on his muzzle, stared forward into the dark, and waited as patiently as he could. 



Chloe sat in her car. She really didn't want to make this call, but then a little smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. Obviously, she hated the idea that her brother was arrested, but she now had to deal with it. More importantly, she started to wonder what this would do to his career. As an analyst, he worked in the securities industry, meaning the standards could be high when it came to crime and potential malfeasance. 

"His problem," she said to no one in particular, "Not mine." 

Chloe pulled out her key, slid it into the ignition, starts to turn it, stopped, jerked her hand back, and slumped in her seat. "Crap," 

she whispered. 

Did this make her a terrible sister? Yeah, probably. And yet, she thought of all of the arguments she had gotten into with Nick. He could be a sweet guy, but he could also be a stubborn ass. He was the kind of boy who automatically assumed he knew what he was supposed to do. More importantly, she remembered all of their arguments about her chosen vocation: journalism. 

"Why bother?" Nick had asked. "It's a dying profession. 

People are just going to spread their favorite headlines online anyway. Everyone has their own opinion." 

"Everyone is entitled to their own opinion," Chloe had rebutted. "But they aren't entitled to their own facts. Look, I get it. I’m not going to make a lot of money. It's not like finance or investments or whatever, but we need journalists who are willing to go out, do the hard work, find out what's going on, and tell everyone." 

"It’s a dying profession," he restated. 

"No, it's really not. Maybe we can't compare to the massive tech companies that sell advertising by spreading misinformation, but someone still has to do this. Democracies can't function if the citizens don't know what's going on." 

"My silly little sister," he said with a chuckle. 

Chloe didn't like getting  this angry. She didn't want the rage to surge through her veins like some angry serpent. And yet, she remembered staring at him hard. At the same time, her lips moved, but no words came out. As hard as she tried, she couldn't answer him. In a capitalist society, money meant everything, right? Well, Nick was going to make buckets of it. He would help companies buy one another, lay people off, and generally move numbers around on screens. In doing so, he would get rich. What did that mean? Did it mean his work was more important? 

No. It shouldn't mean that at all, Chloe had told herself. There had to be other standards. Money couldn't be the only measure of success. As part of her journalism classes, she had researched corrupt countries, nations that barely function and where the governments existed for the service of their leaders. Yeah, Americans loved to complain about their corrupt or broken political system, but they had no idea, not really. They didn't live in a country where bribes or graft were commonplace. Most people didn't have to carry extra money to pay off the police, nor did most businesspeople need to worry about the government shutting them down over political considerations. There were a few exceptions, Chloe acknowledged, but it was a matter of degree, and the US simply didn't compare. 

But this outcome wasn't an inevitability. If people decided that their politicians could do and say whatever they wanted, then corruption would steadily get worse. She remembered one of her favorite quotes, "Sunlight is the best disinfectant." Even if you believe that politicians were inherently corrupt, grandstanding bastards, they still did their best when they knew that people were watching. Those people, more often than not, were journalists. 

She didn't mean pundits. She wasn't interested in becoming one of those talking heads on a cable news station that sold advertising by making old people angry. Citizens deserved real information. 

Chloe ran through all of those arguments in just a few seconds. Now she tightened her fingers on the steering wheel. 

He was so rich, right? Couldn't he just go out and hire a lawyer? 

No, probably not. Chloe exhaled, puffing out her cheeks and she grabbed her phone. She pulled up the number for the police station, and she hit Send. 



The vehicle grumbled to a stop, the back opened, and light spilled out into the hold. Nick blinked quickly. Like the other boys, he had tried to fall asleep, but failed miserably. Strapped down like this on his stomach, he could barely move. The angles were awkward, and he couldn't forget about how his hands remained cuffed behind his back. 

But now, women pulled on his cage, slid him out, and they loaded him up onto a forklift. Seconds later, he watched as they escorted him onto a loading bay. They lowered him down, and now they went back for the other boys. 

Nick turned his head from side to side as much as the restraints allowed. At first, he didn't see anything besides concrete walls and a matching floor. 

He had to wait for a few more minutes, and then one woman walked up, and she started to open the cages, one after another, but she didn't remove any of the restraints holding him down. Just because the cage was opened, that didn't mean he had been freed. 

"Hello, boy," came a voice from behind him. Someone finally stepped forward, loosened the straps, and then she pulled on his collar. She dragged him up onto his feet. The band pressed against his throat, make it harder to breathe, but she let go, and he stepped out of the cage. 

He found himself facing a young woman. She had blonde hair tied back into a braid, she wore a blue uniform, and she seemed vaguely familiar. Was it the freckles lining her cheeks? The way she narrowed her blue eyes in his direction? 

"I'm Officer Jessica Flynn," she said. "And it's my job to get you ready. By the way, you don’t need to worry about this yet, but you’re now Prisoner 616." She smirked and cocked her head to the side as she gauged his reaction. His lips tightened, but he didn’t say anything, so she grabbed his arm, pulled, and guided him forward like a pet on a lead. He struggled to keep up, but she knew exactly where she was going. He tried to drink in the different details, but the

corridor was dark. He couldn't pick anything out besides a few random doors. 

She escorted him into a small room, and that's when she picked up the end of the hose. He saw it, shook his head from side to side, but it was too late. Officer Jessica had already made up her mind. 

"This going to be cold," she said as a warning or a promise. 

With his hands still cuffed behind his back, he turned as best he could, but she unleashed the jet of water. Icy liquid blasted against his chest, his shoulder, down along his thighs, and then she hit his face, his head. It only lasted for a few seconds, but the water drained every iota of heat from his body, leaving him shivering as he stood there. 

She grabbed a handle off of the wall, opened up a small compartment, and she grabbed a towel. "Stand up straight," she commanded. From there, she started to dry him off. What was this? 

What was going on? Yes, he understood that he had been taken to a prison, but he wasn't supposed to be treated like this! 

Even after she finished and he was relatively dry, the chill still clung to his body. As he tried to press his arms against his flanks, he wondered if he should have expected something else. Then again, he didn't know much about prisons or the judicial system. Some people seemed to talk about how American prisons were little more than country clubs with guards. Other people talked about how every prison was a special kind of hell. 

What was this? Where was he? 

"Now, there are couple of things you need to understand," 

Officer Jessica said to him. "First, you will respect all of the women on staff. If you make a mistake or step out of line, the consequences can be severe. Would you like a taste?" That's when she pulled the baton off of her belt. He shook his head from side to side and tried to call out one promise after another, yet the muscle made that impossible. But her he liked it or not, he couldn't speak. 

She waved at the tip of her baton from side to side. She tapped the button, and electricity sparked to life. The blue energy coursed between those prongs, and he understood exactly how painful it can be if he came into contact with his skin. In one hand, 

she held his leash. In the other, she gripped the baton. Her eyes sparkled, and she asked, "Were you a good boy on your way here?" 

A  good boy? What did that mean? 

Then she yanked, drawing him closer, she brought the baton up against his stomach. She jabbed it into his skin. At the same time, the energy ran through his body. Waves of pain roiled through him, making it impossible for this boy to think. He collapsed, dropping to his knees. Now she stood over him, and she touched one hand to the underside of his chin. 

He looked up at her. He blinked through the tears and did his best to clear his vision. 

"I think I'm going to have a lot of fun playing with you," she said. "You see, the guards at this facility are responsible for individual boys. Think of it as another chaperone system. For now, you’re on my roster. Now, nod your head because you want to be an obedient boy for me. You want to be a good boy for your prison chaperone." 

She drew her hand away from his chin, so he nodded. He did it quickly and without thinking. First at school and then it worked, obedience had always been rewarded. 

"Good. Stand up." Tentatively, he rose to his feet, she grabbed him, turned around, and unlocked his handcuffs. "Would you like me to take the muzzle off?" 

He nodded again. 

"And if I do take the muzzle off, are you going to be appropriately grateful?" 

Grateful? What was that supposed to mean? 

He kept his eyes aimed down toward the concrete floor. By now, most of the moisture had rushed to down into the drain. 

Because he needed to speak, he nodded his head down and up. 

Yes. He would be "grateful". 

She turned around again, listen to the straps, and she pulled the muzzle away from his face and out from between his teeth. 

When she finished, she smirked, her eyes narrowing as she grinned at him. "Now, gratitude is very important for a boy like you. That's why I expect you to get down on your hands and knees and thank me." 

"What, you can't be serious," he started to say. 

Officer Jessica didn't hesitate. She brought the tip of her baton up to his flank, she hit the button, and she delivered another excruciating blast of electricity. The energy flashed through his skin, leaping from one nerve to the next. It all happened in an instant. He dropped. His protest was lost to the cry of dismay. 

"And look at that," she teased him. "Now you're back on your hands and knees exactly where I wanted you. You see, it's better when you boys do as you're told. You don't need to think, and you don't need to worry. You simply have to obey. Now, what did I tell you to do?" 

"You want me to thank you," he said, practically spitting out those words. 

Yes, Nick had learned how to smile and nod, especially when it came to public interactions. There were lots of women out on the street who thought of boys as inferior. Because he never wanted to cause trouble, he hadn't bothered arguing with them. Those random ladies could make their comments about how boys weren't as emotionally intelligent, didn't know how to drive, or didn't deserve to vote. The only time he really bothered to argue with other people was when it came to Chloe, his sister. 

Where was she? 

Hopefully, she was frantically looking for him. 

"That's correct," Officer Jessica told him. "Now go on and do it." She brushed the tip of the baton along his bicep, but she didn't push the button. Even so, he flinched, drawing back. Unfortunately, Nick couldn't get far, not while she held onto the end of his leash. 

Nick licked his lips, and then he raised his gaze, "Thank you." 

"Thank me for getting you washed and ready for your cell." 

His nostrils twitched. An inferno flooded through his body, and she glanced over at the door. Part of him wants to try to run, although he knew it would be a waste of time and effort. This was a freaking prison! It wasn't like he could possibly escape. 

"Thank you for getting me washed and ready for my cell," he told her. 

"Good boy." She dropped the clothes to the floor. They dampened immediately, but he didn't care. He pulled the pants, 

shoes, socks, and shirt on as quickly as he could. 

"Oh, that reminds me," she said with a snap of her fingers. 

"Please lower your pants once again." 

"Why?" 

She shocked him. 

Officer Jessica came at him quickly. She did this little twirling maneuver, and suddenly the tip of the baton pressed against his skin. She tapped the button, and the battery unleashed another burst of artificial lightning. It raced along his skin. 

The next thing he knew, he was down on his back, staring up at this woman. She raised her boot and pressed it against his chest. 

"You don't need to ask questions, boy. You need to obey. Now stand up and pulled on your pants. I forgot something." She smirked, like she was looking forward to seeing the expression on his face as he saw what was going to happen next. 

Nick obeyed. He lowered his pants, and he felt strangely exposed. Yes, he had been naked in front of this young woman before, but he felt like he had to say something. 

Only then she came back, and that's when he saw the belt. 

He saw them online from time to time, mostly in news articles. 

They always had headlines like, "Ten Reasons Why More Women are Locking Their Husbands in Chastity Belts" and "Chastity? Is It Right for Your Man?" or "Worried About Your Boy? Chastity Is The Answer!" He never read through any of that nonsense, but he understood the popularity. 

Nick licked his bottom lip, and he shook his head from side to side. He tried to step back, only to run out of slack on his leash. 

"Yes," she said to his unspoken question. "You're going to be wearing a chastity belt from now on. Don't worry, the other guards and I all have keys." 

"This can't be legal," he growled back at her. 

Cocking her head to the side, she let her braid sway down along her shoulder, "Why wouldn’t it be illegal?" 

"Because I have a right to control my body!" 

"You’re a prisoner," she said. "That's literally the last thing you still have." 

Nick opened his mouth to answer, but his voice froze at the back of his throat. 

Second by second, he could only watch as she came closer. 

Officer Jessica slid the container around his cock and balls. 

She slid his shaft into a small aperture, she tightened it against the curves of his inner thighs, and then she locked the ends of the belt together. She pulled the straps tight, making sure he wouldn't be able to wiggle free. It only took a few seconds, but he glanced down, and he felt like he had lost something vital and primal. 

"Don't worry. It'll be good for you. Chastity is important for a young man, especially a boy who has been misbehaving." 

 A boy who has been misbehaving? That's how she described him? He was a freaking analyst at a major firm. He had come so close to becoming a fund manager. If only Patricia hadn't sabotaged him, then he would have been in control of millions of dollars! He would've had the ability to nudge markets! 

The confusion must have been obvious as it played out across his face, but Officer Jessica stepped closer now. She grabbed him by his pants, pulled them back up around his waist, and then she grabbed his crotch. Her hand slid down right between his legs, and she wrapped her fingers around the contours of the protective shell. 

"Want to test it out?" 

"What, what are you talking about?" 

"Right now, you're scared. You're upset," she came a little closer, and she reached up, stroking his cheek with her fingertips. 

That's when he glanced back at her; their eyes met, and he saw something in her expression. It was playful. It was hungry. 

The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he glanced over at the door again. 

"You're not going anywhere," she said. "You're on a leash, boy." 

"Just take me to my cell," he hissed. His voice resonated, and he sounded so fierce, so intimidating. Only in that moment, this young woman grinned at him. He was taller than her by an inch or two, yet she still exuded the easy confidence of the young woman who knew she couldn't possibly lose. If he tried to fight her, she

would not him down onto his ass in less time that it would take to blink. They both knew it. 

He struggled to hide the intimidation, yet that fear still rippled across his face. 

She tugged on his leash, pulling him closer now. He wanted to retreat back, only she tilted her head to the side, and she pressed herself up against his body. Her breasts squeezed into his chest, and her lips slid along his mouth. 

She kissed him, passionately, firmly, hungrily. 

"Stop it," he tried to mumble even as he pushed her back. He had his hands on her chest, but it didn't matter. She wasn't about to let go. This young woman knew what she wanted, and she wasn't about to let this boy stop her. 

He stumbled back again, hit the wall, and she had contracted there, right in the corner. At the same time, she kept kissing him. She enjoyed the feel of his mouth against hers. He even imagined he could feel her nipples stiffened underneath her bra and her uniform. 

Finally, she let him go, "How does that feel?" 

Up until now, he had barely noticed, but his shaft was struggling to achieve an erection. He could feel the pressure right between his legs as the excitement ran down into his cock. His manhood struggled against the bonds of its prison, but he knew he wouldn't be able to climaxed, let alone get hard. 

"I don't like it," he said. 

"Poor boy," she how did out her bottom lip. "You know, I could take you back to my office right now. Would you like that? Would you like me to show you my office?" A slow pause stretched out, “Or maybe I could bring you to my apartment…?” 

"No," he said a little bit too quickly. At the same time, he understood what would happen. She would play with him, teasing him, shocking him, punishing and maybe rewarding him. 

Nick couldn't let that happen because he didn't belong here. 

He wasn't supposed to be in prison! 

"Maybe later," she decided with a little smile that made it clear that his preference didn't and wouldn't make the slightest difference. 

She wrapped the boy's leash around her wrists, tugged, and guided him out into the main hallway. 

Seconds later, they emerged onto the main floor. There were cells to his left and right. He saw other guys in orange jumpsuits just like his. Some of them were muzzled, others handcuffed. A few were free to walk around or speak. 

A couple of the boys immediately dropped down onto their knees when they saw Officer Jessica. "Ma'am, may I have the opportunity to serve you?" someone called out. 

Another voice shouted, "Please, I will lick your boots!" 

"I’ll do anything for the opportunity to pleasure you!" 

Despite the seriousness of his situation, Nick rolled his eyes. 

In that same moment, Jessica glanced over her shoulder, "You think you're better than them, don't you?" 

"I am," he stated flatly. 

"I'm going to have fun playing with you," she promised as she brought him to an empty cell. His captor slid the gate open. 

Apparently, he would have some privacy, at least to his left and right. 

She motioned for him to enter, and he obeyed. She slammed the gate shut, he listened as the locks engaged, and then she beckoned him forward. "Come here." 

He narrowed his eyes and stared at her. His gaze became a challenge. 

No. Right then and there, he decided he wasn't going to let this young woman play with him. Yeah, she was a guard at the prison, but he was still a man, and he had rights. He wasn't going to let her play with him; he wasn't a toy! 

That's when she held up her left arm, peeled back her sleeve, revealed the smart watch, and tapped the screen. Nick had no idea what was about to happen. When she locked him in his chastity belt, Officer Jessica had moved quickly and efficiently. Clearly, she had done this many times before, so he didn't get an opportunity to inspect the different components. He didn't see the electrodes that now encircled the base of his scrotum. 

The signal jumped from her device, it was registered by the sensors built into his chastity belt, and now the batteries unleashed a storm of electricity right between his legs. It flared into his inner thighs, and it knocked him back. The world became a vibrant, white bolts of electricity. His eyes clenched shut, and he cried out, 

shouting. He didn't know if anyone heard him. He didn't know if anyone said anything back. 

Seconds or minutes went by. 

Nick couldn't tell one way or the other, but his eyelids finally fluttered open. She was leaning against the cell gate between them as she asked, "You need another one?" 

"No!" Nick called out right away. The word leapt from his mouth as the fear fluttered through his body. He wasn't supposed to endure that kind of pain. He was supposed to sit in an office and deal with numbers. He was supposed to study abstract concepts and make difficult predictions about the state of the market. 

"Crawl over here," she ordered. 

He scampered up onto his knuckles and knees. The concrete floor was cold beneath him as he approached her. 

She crouched down and looked into his eyes. The guard touched the baton to the underside of his chin, and she said, 

"Remember, I’m your prison chaperone. As far as you're concerned, I own you. You will do whatever I say whenever I say it. Tell me you will obey." 

"I, I will obey," he stuttered out. 

"Good boy. Now, get some rest. I'm sure the warden is going to want to speak with you." 



Chloe nibbled on the inside of her mouth as she waited by the receptionist's desk. A cute boy sat there as he answered a question on the phone. Eventually, he finished, turned to her, and smiled. With his hands resting just in front of the keyboard, he kept his shoulders level as he asked, "How can I help you, miss?" 

As women were taking over different strands of power in government and business, lots of boys had been required to give up their positions. With competent women waiting nearby for an opportunity, the boys were simply swept aside. There were, however, lots of positions like this one that could be handled by a male. If he only had to answer questions, direct inquiries toward the appropriate superior, and smile at guests, then he must’ve been deemed fit for this job. 

"I'm looking for my brother," Chloe said. "Nick Athens." 

"Yes, miss," the boy said. He turned back to his computer, typed in the name, and he quickly pursed his lips, "Oh, I'm sorry. It looks like he has already been transferred to Bellatrix State Prison." 

"Wait, what?" 

"Yes, Judge Irvine conducted his trial earlier today. 

Apparently, he pleaded no contest, and he has been sentenced." 

"That…" Chloe started to say, only she couldn't finish her sentence. 

"If you have any questions, I can have an officer speak with you." 

"Really?" Chloe didn't cover many crimes, so she didn't see exactly how the judiciary changed. More often than not, her articles focused on economics and the many ways in which society had started to change. 

"Absolutely," said the boy. "Please, come with me." He motioned for her to come around the desk, he pushed his way through a set of double doors, and he escorted her into a large room filled with dozens of cubicles. 

"This is Officer Sandra Fawks," the boy said. "Ma'am, this is Chloe Athens. She's here to talk about her brother." 

"Got it," said the woman. She minimized one of these windows on her screen, swiveled her chair, and motioned for Chloe to have a seat. At once, the boy rushed back to his desk. 

"So I'm sure this is very unsettling," began the officer. 

"My brother was arrested this morning, and he has already been tried? How could something like that even happen?" 

"We’re striving for efficiency," Sandra replied. She looked like she was somewhere in her late twenties. Although she was currently in a cubicle, she wore her uniform well; at a glance, Chloe could tell that this woman worked out. She seemed athletic, almost predatory. 

"More importantly, the City Council has decided that we don't want to waste a lot of time on jailing boys." 

"You’d rather just imprison them?" 

"First off, I saw your brother's report. Did you see what he did?" 

"He didn't pay his male employment taxes," Chloe said. 

"He also tried to flee arrest. Then, when they were about to catch him, he attacked one of our officers." The woman smiled sadly and shook her head, "Look, I understand how unnerving this can be. 

We see these boys, and we want to think that they’re capable of adapting to society as it changes, but some men simply need to be retrained. That's what we can give your brother. The judicial system always swings back and forth between punishment and rehabilitation. Right now, we're focused on rehabilitation. We want to make sure that these boys can learn and grow." 

"But prison? Really?" Chloe asked. "Look, I'm sure my brother panicked or something. And yes, he definitely needs to be punished, but incarceration seems like too much. Can I do something? Can I appeal his sentence or something?" Even as she asked, Chloe felt like a fool; she should have gone to a lawyer first, not the police. 

"You can definitely appeal his case," Sandra told her. But then her eyes narrowed slightly, and her lips hardened, "But is that what you really want to do?" 

"Excuse me?" 

"I wasn't involved in your brother's case; I wasn't there, and I didn't see what happened. That said, I talk to young women just like you all the time. They come in here, and they operate on some old assumptions." 

"What are you talking about?" 

"Do you mind telling me about your brother?" 

"He's a good, law-abiding citizen. He's never been in trouble before this," Chloe said. 

"And how is he adapting to the legal changes?" 

"You mean aside from getting arrested and thrown in prison?" 

Chloe demanded. Sandra nodded as though she didn't detect any bitterness or sarcasm in her visitor’s tone, so Nick's sister needed to continue. Okay, fine. She could do this. "He's a good guy. I think he's going to do okay with the transition." 

"You don't sound so certain now," Sandra observed. 

Chloe inhaled, and she was about to snap back, but now she started to think about it. "He doesn't want a chaperone, and he has kept his job. That was a problem in the first place, I guess." 

"Do you think he could use some rehabilitation?" 

The journalist paused again. Chloe wasn't sure exactly what she should say. She didn't want to betray her brother, but then she started thinking about his snide tone, especially whenever he talked down to her. Maybe he could pretend with other women, but it was obvious that he still saw himself as someone who could striving to achieve. He didn't act like a boy. He didn't defer to the women in his life. "  Maybe he could," Chloe conceited. "But shouldn't I just get him a therapist or something?" 

"Sometimes that isn't enough," Sandra replied. 

Chloe reached down and grabbed her knees. She rubbed the heels of her palms along her legs as she considered all of this. 

"Look, he's my brother, and I love him. I'm not going to let him just languish in prison. Even if he could make some improvements, not fair to him. So yeah, I'm going to get him out." 

"Are you interested in visiting him first?" 

"Definitely," she said. "First, I’m going visit him. Then I'm going to write a story." Normally, Chloe preferred to keep her plans quiet. 

She hated the idea of letting the judicial system lock down to prevent her from exposing any unwanted secrets. But now, this idea occurred to her, and she started to wonder if maybe she could get something really interesting out of this. As far as she knew, most journalists work exploring these speedy trials or the sentencing dynamics. 

In fact, this might be really good for her career…

Chloe had to ignore the little twinge of guilt at the back of her neck as this possibility occurred to her. 

"I can make the arrangements," Sandra said. 

As Chloe got up, she started to think about how this could play out. Mostly, she took on freelance projects, but now she started thinking of a different editor she knew. She was imagining how this could play out and what it might do for her career. She needed to see her brother—soon. 



Chapter 4:

Nick had a small window. He climbed up onto the small cot, and he pushed himself up onto the tips of his toes. That wasn't enough. He grabbed the alcove and tried to pull himself up, but it was a shallow recess, meaning that it was stupidly difficult to pull himself up. Even so, he managed for a few seconds, and he looked out at the frosted glass. 

Having the sunlight streaming through onto his face felt like a victory, but he couldn't see anything out there. He couldn't tell whether or not there were trees, mountains, or even a beach on the other side. 

After just a few seconds, he dropped back down. 

Like a wild beast, he strode back and forth, at least until he heard another voice. 

"Hey, newbie." 

At first, Nick wasn't even sure heard anything at all. The voice was little more than a whisper, but it still vibrated across the air. He froze, tilted his head, and listened again. "Newbie, tell me you haven't already fallen asleep." 

The voice was male and it definitely came from Nick's left. 

Tentatively, he moved over to that side of his cell. He rubbed the plain cinderblock with his fingertips and finally answered, "I'm awake." 

"Good to hear," said the other prisoner. "First day or are you a transfer?" 

"First day," Nick replied. Even if he uttered those two words, they twisted at his guts. Didn't they first day imply that there’d be a second, third, fourth and fifth? At the same time, he wondered about what was going to happen to his apartment, the bills he had to pay, his taxes, and all of the other niceties of modern life. 

"Sorry, man." 

"It's okay," Nick said. He pressed his back up against the wall, closed his eyes, and wondered exactly how much he wanted to learn about this place. Part of him wished that he could just keep his mouth shut and wait for Chloe to come get him out. She was going to come get him. 

Right? 

Yes, of course she would. She was his little sister, and she wasn't going to betray him. Besides, didn't she love social justice? 

Didn’t she worry about the different power structures in society and how they affected different people? Unless she was a raging hypocrite, she had to acknowledge that this wasn't just. He didn't get a fair trial! Despite those thoughts, he puffed out his cheeks and finally asked, "Who are you?" 

Silence. "Samuel Trike," eventually came the answer. 

"Samuel Trike? Like from Trike Industries?" Yeah, it could have been a coincidence, but he didn't think so. It didn't sound like an especially common last name. 

"Exactly," said his neighbor with just a hint of frustration. 

"What are you doing here? How did you end up here?" The questions stumbled out of his mouth, and Nick couldn't stop to think about what this meant. Trike Industries was one of the most powerful, semi-privately held conglomerates in the United States. 

With interests ranging from home construction and equipment rentals to their own social network, they brought in billions of dollars in revenue every year. In fact, Nick's firm had tried to woo them on more than one occasion. 

"My cousin," Samuel said like that answered everything. 

"I don't get it," Nick replied. 

"My cousin," Samuel Trike said again like those two words should have been enough to explain exactly what happened. After another moment, he sighed. "Let’s just say that she and I had a disagreement about how the inheritance was supposed to work. I was first in line. She was next. She decided that I needed to step back and let her take control of the family business." 

"But she couldn't just make that decision for herself," Nick insisted. Even as he spoke, he didn't know exactly how this might play out, especially since the lines of succession had become muddled over the last year or two. As women assumed leadership roles in virtually every business, the courts seemed far more interested in helping young women assert themselves, even if they weren't supposed to have any traditional legal standing. Lamely, Nick asked, "Could she?" 

"She could. She did. Basically, she found a sympathetic judge and she took over." 

"But that doesn’t explain how you ended up here," Nick said. 

"Doesn't it? She wanted me out of the way, so she set me up." 

"She framed you?" 

"Something like that," Samuel replied. 

With his eyes closed, Nick worked to understand how this could happen. He worked in finance; yes, questionable actions were taken by the courts all the time, but he’d never heard of something like this. Even when major companies were on the line and family members went to war with one another over the inheritance, no one ended up in  jail. 

"What about you?" Samuel asked after another couple of seconds. "What girl got you sent here?" 

Nick was about to snort and reply that no woman could have them sent to prison. But then her face flashed through his head: Patricia. His knuckles tightened, and he wished he had aimed a punch for her face, not that cop. Then again, he was smart enough to realize that he would have ended up in the exact same place. 

"What makes you think it was a girl?" Nick asked after a few seconds. 

"C’mon man, that's just the way of the world now. They’ve taken over." 

"We can take the country back," Nick told his unseen friend. 

"They haven't won yet." 

Samuel chuckled from his side of the wall. "Yeah, right. Like those girls are going to give back power. Face it. They’ve taken over. 

Now, they're telling us we need chaperones. How long is it going to be before they strip away our right to vote, our right to drive, or right to own freaking property?" 

"It could never go that far," Nick said automatically. Even as he uttered those words, he didn't know if he really believed them. But he wanted to. He needed to. "There are checks and balances. 

Besides, we’re still half of the population." Nick lowered his voice, especially since he didn't know whether or not any of the guards might overhear this or what they might think. Down the hall, he could hear the muttered conversations of some of the other inmates, but

Nick couldn't believe they enjoyed any kind of genuine privacy. The cinderblock walls and cold, iron bars may have looked primitive, but it was easy to believe that there were hidden cameras and microphones hidden throughout the facility. 

"So what?" Samuel replied. "I'm not trying to be an ass here, but just stop and think about it. Seriously man, I don't like saying this. 

The checks and balances don't work, not when the women came together and took over. While we were busy arguing, the women got together, they started voting as a bloc, and that was all it took. Eight years. Seriously, everything changed in eight years." 

"It doesn't make sense." 

"Everything happens online way too fast," Samuel said. 

"There's always some piece of news, always some piece of controversy. Right? Everyone is looking for artificial drama, so it makes every day seemed wildly important. But when you stop and think about what happened a week ago or a month ago, you can't really remember. What were people arguing about back then? It doesn't matter because it wasn't important. And in the meantime, people can make plans, and that's exactly what the women did." 

"Men are going to rebel. What you're talking about would provoke a genuine insurrection," Nick insisted. Even as he spoke, he pressed his fingers down against the palms of his hands, and he really, truly, desperately want to believe that. 

"It's a nice idea," Trike agreed. "Don't get me wrong. I want you to be right." 

"But you don't think I him." 

"Sorry. Just stop and think about it. How long were men in control? How long did we treat women like property? Centuries? 

Millennia? Yeah, I think it was actually millennia. For thousands of years, women could be bought and sold. A marriage contract may as well have been a purchase agreement." 

Nick couldn't see his fellow inmate, but it was easy to imagine Samuel shaking his head from side to side. "And even then, guys keep fighting back and pushing back every time women asked for more freedom. For a very long time, they just wanted equality." 

"And they got it," Nick practically snarled. "A woman can do whatever she wants." 

"Maybe the explicit barriers were pulled away," Samuel answered. "But what about those other unspoken rules? I mean, hey, when I was growing up, a doctor was still assumed to be a guy. If someone was going to become a CEO, it would probably be a man. 

Yes, there were a few exceptions, but those women who led their companies always seemed pretty rare. They were a novelty." 

"It was still progress." 

"Slow, unimpressive progress. We are talking about entire generations. Generations where women had to argue for the right to vote, the right to own property, or right to get a freaking credit card without her husband's approval." 

"Whose side are you on?" Nick finally snapped. 

"Ours," Samuel said like there couldn't be any doubt. "That said, I think we have to be realistic." 

"We could still rebel." 

"You're probably right," Samuel answered. "We could, but that would be messy and bloody, and fighting is going to get harder and harder. The women are already purging the military and police forces. Once they get the government's monopoly on legalized violence, it's going to be really, really hard—maybe impossible. 

Besides, do you think we’re unified?" 

"We will be," Nick said. 

"I'm not so sure." 

The former analyst shoved himself away from the cinderblock wall, paced back and forth, and he kept flexing his fingers. "Really? 

How can you say that? I mean, we're being thrown in prison!" 

"Yeah, you and I have been thrown in prison. And I'm sure ladies out there have a really good explanation for why we are both here." Samuel paused for just a moment. "Face it. They also control the narrative. I mean, how long is it going to be before boys aren't even allowed online? They're going to stay home, cook, clean, and get used like sex slaves. I'm pretty sure my cousin wants to turn some of her servant boys into dogs." 

"What?" Nick had to ask after another second. 

"She wants to train them to behave like actual canines. They will crawl around, eat out for hand, that sort of thing." 

"Your cousin sounds insane." 

"She's rich and a woman. She can do whatever she wants," 

Samuel said. "That's the thing about power. There's a reason why we have a cliché about how it corrupts absolutely. Besides, is it really that different from some old guy dressing pretty girls up like bunnies and calling them models?" 

"What an interesting conversation you boys are having," Nick heard a second later, stiffening his spine and freezing in place. He turned back to the bars, and that's when he saw her again. 

Officer Jessica. 

"Hello, Nick," she continued. Her eyes sparkled with amusement, and the corners of her eyes crinkled as she smiled at him. "It's time for you to meet with the Warden." 



Strangely enough, Chloe didn't feel nervous. Normally, whenever she came to these pitch meetings, she always had to endure this wracking storm of uncertainty deep within her chest. It always clawed at her, especially with that course of little voices at the back of her brain. She could hear those whispers of, "This isn't a very good idea. Someone has already done it. It's not interesting. It's not fascinating. No one wants to read about this. You might as well go write some click-bait garbage for a cable news site." 

Today, she sat in the executive editor's office. Cassandra Blake was a tall, broad woman with dark hair, matching eyes, and a blunt face. Even so, she had a very cute assistant who obviously fawned over her. Cassandra may not have been beautiful by so many traditional or historical standards, yet that hardly mattered. She had power, and her boy recognized that simple truth. She could protect him and take care of him, and so he would be loyal to her. 

It seemed like a very equitable arrangement, Chloe thought with a little smile. But now she needs to focus. 

"Cassandra, thank you so much for meeting with me," Chloe said. 

"You're a skilled writer," replied the executive editor. "I always appreciate the insight you bring to our columns. So what’s your idea?" Yes, she may have liked Chloe, but this woman was also very busy and needed to get back to the myriad of other tasks waiting for her. So much work went into running a news site. 

"Okay, so have you been following the judicial reforms?" 

"Only a little bit," Cassandra acknowledged. "Basically, they're trying to implement speedier trials, and I believe they’re opening some new prisons? Is that right?" 

"Exactly," Chloe said. "Boys are getting arrested and imprisoned within the span of just a few hours." 

"Fascinating," said the editor as she considered this. "So what's your angle? You want to interview a judge and maybe do some kind of comparison? How are the new regulations and procedures changing things?" 

"Actually, I had something more ambitious in mind," Chloe replied. She took a breath, held it for a moment, and finally said, "I want to see inside of one of the prisons. I want to talk to some of the inmates and see what they think." 

"They're criminals," Cassandra replied. "They're  boys." She made it sound like the second point negated any useful insight they might have been able to provide. "You really think people are going to want to read about what they have to say?" 

Crap. Since she had been fixated on her brother, Chloe hadn't really considered this possibility. She loved this approach, and she knew there was a story here, but how could she convince her editor? 

At the same time, there was a very good chance that Cassandra would give her the assignment, only she would require Chloe to follow her initial suggestion: she would have to go talk to judges and police officers, not the prisoners themselves. 

“The boys will be able to tell us things the guards, judges, and lawyers can’t.” 

"Interesting,” Blake said before touching her fingertips together. “I think this is a really intriguing angle," Cassandra said. "It maybe has been a blind spot here. That said, we need to focus on our consumers, especially when it comes to selling ad revenue. I hate to say it, especially because I do believe in our journalistic efforts. That said, our ambitions need to be balanced with the practical realities of paying everyone, yourself included." 

"I understand that, Cassandra," Chloe replied. 

The editor kept going as though the journalist hadn't spoken at all. "If we focus on ad revenue, that means we have to focus on

consumers. We're talking women. Have you seen the numbers on male purchasing power? It's dropped like a rock." Those words could have been interpreted as bad news, but there was that little smile tugging at the corner of her mouth; like so many other women, she enjoyed knowing that the boys were becoming more and more dependent. 

Second by second, Chloe could feel herself losing the story. It was just an idea, after all. If she refused to write it has her executive editor indicated, then Cassandra could just hand it off to another reporter. Chloe had to come up with something, an argument, and angle, a reason for Cassandra to let her right this the way she wanted! 

Sucking air between her teeth, Chloe finally asked, "What if I concentrate on the rehab angle?" 

"Rehab?" 

"It's a prison, right? So no, I'm not going to let the boys just go on and on about their sob stories. This isn't going to be about some guy who was wrongfully accused or incarcerated or whatever. I want to show the prison in a positive light. We're talking about ad revenue? We're talking about what our female readers want to hear? 

Okay then. What if I can find stories of boys who have been incarcerated and are learning their lesson? They're going to be better people after they are released." 

"What do you think that would look like?" Cassandra wanted to know. Her tone remained firm and skeptical, yet Chloe knew how to read people. Cassandra's posture had shifted slightly. Her head cocked to one side, and she seemed to be staring off into the distance as she considered the different possibilities. She was probably trying to calculate readership metrics as well. 

"I'm thinking I can find stories of boys who have been incarcerated and are learning how to behave. Maybe they were rebellious. Maybe they were even male supremacists before this. 

Their sexism is getting washed away, and they are learning how to be productive members of society. They are learning to be good boys," she said, savoring the taste of those last two words. "I think a lot of women would be really interested in hearing these kinds of stories of redemption." 

Cassandra didn't answer right away. 

"In fact, I think they could be really inspirational, both for our female readers and for a secondary readership of men." 

"Boys don't drive ad dollars," Cassandra pointed out again. 

"I know," Chloe agreed as she raised a placating hand. "But what if we can drive traffic to our site because women read our stories and decide to share them with their boys?" 

Cassandra narrowed her eyes slightly as she considered this. 

She started to nod, but Chloe rushed ahead anyway, "Just look at it this way. When it comes to Christmas, toy makers have to audiences. Yes, they need to entice the children, but it's the adults who are the ones who spend the money and need to approve. What if we can find stories that women want to read and share amongst themselves because they need the kind of content to help the boys in their lives understand how the world now works?" 

"Like a threat?" 

"A threat or a promise," Chloe said with a little smile. "It could be really good for them. I mean, I'm sure there are wives and girlfriends out there who don't want to have to make the argument themselves. They’d rather just be able to read something and hand it off to a brother or a boyfriend." Chloe found herself speaking faster and faster, "The boy can read the content and understand what happens if he steps out of line." 

There. She said it. She slowed down and stopped. She waited for the executive editor to make up her mind. 

"Okay," Cassandra decided. "I like it. Go for it. Talk to Billy. He can get you set up with your expense account and per diem. You'll be set for the standard rate. Are you good with that?" 

"Yes!" Chloe said way too quickly. She probably should have tried to negotiate, but she just agreed. At the same time, she knew that this could be really good for her career. 

Oh, and she was supposed to help her brother too. 

As she exited the office, she couldn't help but smirk to herself, especially when she thought of her brother and how he loved to rant about the superiority of finance and investment over a dying discipline like journalism. 



Warden Aaliyah Montoya leaned back in her leather chair as she tapped the commands into her gaming pad. On the small screen, she watched her digital avatar run between monstrous aliens. With one deft movement after another, she dodged their sweeping clause, brought her blade up, eviscerated one, kicked out to knock another away, and she finally drew her plasma pistol. The weapon, nothing more than a sequence of pixels on the screen, nonetheless made her grinned ferociously. She had the command, the glowing orange energy gathered at the tip of the barrel, and she finally unleashed her payload. 

Aaliyah eventually glanced up at this new prisoner. He stood there quietly as she played. At the same time, he obviously overheard the sounds from her game. There were the simulated screeches of alien anguish, the clank of her Amazon warrior's boots, the howls of energy, and at the dull thuds of fallen enemy carcasses. 

Without looking up, Montoya asked, "What's your name, boy?" 

"Nick. Nick Athens," he said. 

"And tell me, what did you do before you came to my fine facility, Nick?" 

"I'm an analyst at an investment firm," he started to say. 

"No," she interrupted. 

Before he could even think about stopping himself, he blurted out, "No?" 

Aaliyah paused her game, set the handheld console down on her large, wooden desk, and then she rose to her feet. She approached the young man in front of her, and then she leaned against her desk. Crossing her arms over her chest, she maneuvered her fingers toward the device strapped to her wrist. 

"No," she said. You are not an analyst at an investment firm. 

Perhaps you were before you arrived at my fine prison, but the world has changed. As a consequence,  you  have changed." 

Right as Nick was about to ask what she meant, she pressed a button on her smart watch. He didn't even notice the movement, but the signal jumped to his chastity belt beneath his pants, and now the batteries unleashed another barrage of electricity. He was standing there, just a few feet from her desk when the pain swept

through him. Desperate to retreat, he stumbled back, he fell to his knees, and now Montoya pushed herself away from the desk, and she walked over to him. 

He started to clamber up onto his feet. She had the button again, and another burst of electricity jolted into his inner thighs, spreading up to his frame. He cried out, his muscles tightening and locking in place. The next thing he knew, he was on his back, and Warden Montoya rested her boot right there on his chest. 

"Say it. Tell me that you are  not an analyst at some firm." 

At first, Nick started to shake his head from side to side like he didn't understand what was going on. But deep down, he refused to let go of this detail. His profession had been such a big part of his identity. He wasn't going to think of himself as anything other than an analyst. He wasn't a boyfriend or some househusband. He wasn't some random prisoner either! 

Because he took too long to answer, she hit the button on her device once again. 

Fresh waves of energy shot through him, and he tried to arch his back, but she kept her boot right there on his sternum. No matter what his reflexes told him to do, he couldn't break free from her hold. 

She had tracked right there, pinned like a bug, and she just smirked to herself. 

"At this rate, you're going to end up locked in stocks and spanked by the guards. Of course, they can do  other things to you as well," she promised. 

Nick hardly heard any of those words. Suddenly, the pain faded, yet his body kept twitching. Echoes of agony reverberated through his frame. Finally, she removed her boot, and then she leaned down. Some of her dark hair framed her face as she studied him. "Say it, boy." 

He had to. 

Nick didn't have any choice. Yes, he could remain stubborn, but will that accomplish? He tried to console himself, to think of this as some tactical or strategic maneuver. It wasn't just a question of fear. "I, I'm not an analyst." 

"No," she agreed. "You're not an analyst. You are a prisoner. 

As far as you're concerned, that makes you a slave, and every

woman here owns you. Say it." 

He sucked in a breath, held it, and attempted to glance around like he thought he might come up with some brilliant idea. 

Within just two seconds, he had to cooperate, "I, I'm a slave." 

"And?" 

"I'm a slave, and I belong to every woman here," he said. 

"That's right," she cooed. Warden Montoya brushed the tip of her boot along his cheek and down to his neck. Yes, he was still collared, although the leash had been removed. Considering what he wore around his waist and between his legs, controlling this male wouldn't be a challenge. "Now tell me you want to change. Tell me you want to be rehabilitated." 

"What does that mean?" Nick asked before he could reconsider the wisdom of questioning her. 

Surprisingly, Warden Montoya grinned down at him. She revealed her white teeth before she explained, "You need to recognize your inferiority. You’re a boy, and so you need to be owned and controlled. That's the mistake you made before. You try to assert herself as an independent individual. But you're not. You're a boy, and boys need to be enslaved. Say it again." 

"I'm a boy, and I need to be enslaved." There. He said it. That was supposed be good enough. Right? 

She zapped him again. Just by tapping her finger against at the smart watch on her wrist, she delivered another jolt of electricity. 

He cried out, arching his back and squirming there like a fish out of water. Finally, he collapsed, and he was gasping for air. 

Distantly, he heard her voice, "You did what I wanted, but I still have the right to punish you at any point. That's true for all of the guards at this facility. We are in charge, and you will obey. Say it." 

"You're in charge and I will obey," he agreed, gasping out those sounds by her command. The words jumped from his mouth. 

He didn't need to think about them. Their automatic, almost instinctive now. 

"Good boy," she said. "Now, I expect you to serve me as you learn to serve all women." 

He glanced up along the length of her body. He saw her knee-high boots, her exposed skin, and the edge of her dark, cotton skirt. 

Warden Montoya strolled back to the other side of her desk, and she sat down, right there on the edge of her seat. 

Tentatively, he climbed up onto his knees. He stared back at her. "What, what are you asking me to do?" 

"I'm ordering you to slide your head between my legs and lick my pussy," she said. At first, she sounded so serious, but now another big smile stretched across her face. 

His lungs locked up, and he didn't know if he could do that. 

His brain seemed to freeze in place with every thought paralyzed. 

But now she motioned for him to crawl closer, and he understood what would happen if he disobeyed. 

He found himself crawling along the industrial carpet until he circled around to the other side of her desk. And sure enough, he glanced up. He could see the darkened shadows between her legs and underneath her skirt. 

Her eyes practically glowed with amusement as she waited for him to cooperate. Moment by moment, she reveled in his uncertainty, especially because he kept making the right choices. 

Again and again, he scurried along the carpet. His heart was pounding faster, especially because he couldn't come up with a good strategy. As someone who had studied tactics in varied contacts, he struggled twice as hard as the other prisoners. He wanted to believe he could always find some point of leverage, something he could do or say or offer. But like boys all across the country were discovering, they simply had to obey. If they defied their superiors or forgot their place, they were punished. Those were the only two options. 

And now he came closer and closer until she languidly reached down, grabbed him by the back of his head, and she pulled him forward. She tugged on his hair as her grip tightened. 

"Remember, you are a slave. You’re property. You are owned. 

That means he will do whatever we want. If Officer Jessica decides to strip you naked and make you lick her toes clean, you will do it. If she wants to hook you up to a cart and use you like a little pony, you will do that too. And right now, he going to serve me. You're going to lick me." 

His face was right there now, wedged underneath the soft fabric of her skirt as he kept his eyes closed. Even so, the tip of his

nose brushed along her opening. At the same time, he had no problem envisioning her crevice. When he breathed in, he caught the aroma of her arousal. He knew he was about to taste her in just a few seconds. 

Aaliyah chuckled; she couldn't help herself, not when she got to enjoy having this boy down between her legs. Yes, she used most of the prisoners at one point or another, but there was something special about having someone like this. He wasn't just some random brother or boyfriend who had gotten in trouble. He had tried to hold onto his career. From what she understood, he kept trying to advance forward, like he thought he could succeed in a woman's world. 

"Lick," she commanded, and he obeyed. Knowing that the chastity belt could be activated at any moment, he slid his tongue along her crevice. He just looked at the surface at first, but then she pulled him closer, and his tongue plunged between the walls of her opening. He went deeper, and his tongue kept moving. 

Nick knew that he could readily stop at any moment, but if he tried, the consequences could be severe. She could punish him at any moment. 

"Good boy," she said. "At this rate, you won't need to be constantly shocked or punished. Maybe I was wrong. Maybe you won't end up in the stocks." She smirked at the prospect. "But who knows? Maybe you’ll be one of those boys who starts to think he can lead a rebellion. Is that who you are, Nick? Do you think you're special?" 

The pleasure pulsed through her body, but she spoke evenly, 

"You have potential. Hold on to that. Recognize the simple fact that you are going to be rehabilitated. We are going to train you. We’ll turn you into a docile, sweet boy. Yes, you will always have a record, but you are girlfriend or wife, mother or sister will be able to own you completely. She will make sure that you are very useful. That's what you want, isn't it? Just think about how good you feel right now. In fact, I bet your cock is straining against your chastity cage." 

Nick didn't want to admit it or face the truth, but she was right…

Even now, just being close to this woman triggered something within him. He couldn't acknowledge it. He couldn't think about it coherently, especially while his tongue was still busy, but he could feel the desire right there between his legs. His shaft struggled to harden, to press outward. Unfortunately, the chastity belt made that impossible, and she knew it! 

"You know, if you're a very good boy, one of the officers might decide to take you. She could have a lot of fun with you. What do you think of that? Do you want to get ravished?" 

Nick didn't speak. Instead, he bought his head down and licked. He had gone down on to other girlfriends before this, only now he discovered a fresh humiliation that burned through his body. 

The warmth played along his skin because his heart kept beating faster and faster. She was in control; she could demand whatever she wanted. 

His insides contracted like they were getting squeezed from every angle all at once. Nick couldn't pull away, argue, fight back, or even slow down. He didn't know if it was fear, especially because those shocks remained bright and vivid in his memory. He could almost envision her tapping her smart watch any moment, like she just wanted to break him. 

It might work. 

He started licking faster. He didn't do it on purpose; instead, the fear just prompted him to give this woman everything he had. He darted his tongue along her crevice, tasted her, and worshiped her. 

The flavor of her excitement buzzed at the back of his throat. 

"This can happen whenever we want," she said. "Maybe you'll be alone in the dark, and your gates will open quietly. You might hear something to do might wake up. Maybe not. But then my girls will hold you down and have their way with you. They will use her mouth. 

They might take you from behind. Yes, we have toys for that. Or maybe one of them will just climb on top of you and let you out of your chastity cage for just a little bit. What do you think of that, boy?" 

Fear and desire battled for control. Part of him like the idea or at least responded to it. Again, his shaft twitched in its cage. And yet, there was still that flash of fear. The storm of unease rolled and roiled right at his gut. He could imagine those young women holding

him down, tightening their fingers around his wrists. They could make him helpless in the dark, and they could do whatever they wanted with him, just like she said. 

"Keep licking, boy," she demanded. "That's right. Show me what you can do. Show me where you belong. What are you again? 

That's right. You’re a slave. You are my slave, and you will serve me. 

You will make me feel good. You will remind me that I am your superior. You belong on your knees," she said. 

The carpet rubbed against his skin, and he had to brace his hands against the sides of her chair. At the same time, she still had her fingers locked tight around the tufts of his hair at the back of his skull. Those sensations tickled the edges of his psyche, but it was the heat of her body, the smooth skin of her inner thighs, and the taste of her pleasure that absorbed his senses. 

Nick understood what was happening. He was getting used. 

This woman could do whatever she liked with him. He wasn't special, and this was just a simple demonstration. She had complete power over him; she could use however she wished, and he couldn't stop her! 

By her command, he continued to lick. At the same time, her words beat down against him, "You're a boy, and boys are inferior. 

You're a boy, and boys need to be owned. You're a boy, and so you belong on your knees. This is who you are now. You can let go of everything else. Don't worry. I'm sure you will be released at some point, once you are rehabilitated. Because this is what you need." 

Those words washed over him and scraped away at his old beliefs and assumptions. 

Her words were almost hypnotic as he continued to lick. Yes, she probably savored the feel of his tongue as it danced along her crevice, but this woman also savored the power of her ideology. She intended to break him. She wanted to tame him. 

 As far as she's concerned, I'm nothing but a slave. This isn’t hyperbole. It's not a joke. These women really believe it!  The revelations came slowly, pounding against his skull every few seconds as he continued to worship her. 

At the same time, Nick had to consider what men done to women over the course of decades. Even when women were

allowed to vote and should have been nominally equal in the eyes of the law, loss of guys demanded blow jobs or other sexual favors. 

They teased the women around them, making them feel they were nothing. 

And now, Nick was discovering what that was like as he was used. He was a prisoner, so he had no rights. Even before the women had taken over, prisoners had been used for slave labor. 

This wasn't any different, was it? 

His fingertips pushed into the palms of his hands, and his knuckles trembled with frustration and theory. 

"You're doing such a good job, Nick. At this point, maybe you will become my favorite pussy licker," she teased. "You know, I am the official chaperone for several of the boys in this facility. You could join them. Would you like that? Would you like to join my stable?" 

Obviously, he couldn't answer. Actually, Nick was grateful for that reality. This way, he didn't have to pull back or think about what he might say to this woman. If he spoke, he would probably make a mistake. 

"You're frustrated now, but that’ll change," she promised him. 

Nick hated it, but she was probably right. 

Realistically, could he hold out? Could he fight back? It had only been a couple of hours, but there he was, on his knees, licking her. 

"Faster," she demanded. 

At once, he obeyed. He kept searching for the strength or courage to slow down, to stop or maybe even pull his head back. It should have been simple, but she kept her, right there, and she made sure that he would worship her. His arms trembled, his legs shook, and he kept licking. 

"Faster," she ordered again. Now her tone tightened, like she was getting annoyed or impatient with him. 

Nick complied. 

Despite everything he hoped to believe about himself, this boy gave up on his independence, his education, his ambitions and his freedoms. For that moment at least, he really was just a prisoner and her slave. His tongue slid along her pussy, licking faster until he

could hear that quick little gasp. She was coming closer and closer to her satisfaction. She was right there on the edge of her ecstasy. 

This was it! He jerked his head back and stopped. He could show her that he was rebellious and would fight her a matter what! 

But if he did that, the consequences could be severe. Already, they shocked him as a matter of basic discipline. What if they decided they wanted to punish him? Would he be able to endure the treatment? 

...No. 

By her command, Nick kept licking quickly, frantically, almost eagerly. Terrified of getting punished again, he worshiped at this moment until she dropped her hand away from his skull and laced her fingers together behind her head. She pushed her hips forward, adjusting the angle as he dove down deep to worship her. He could feel the swollen joy of her clitoris as he gave her the ecstasy she demanded. She was a woman, and he was just a boy, so he acknowledged his inferiority by remaining there on his knees to worship this woman. She was the warden, and he was just a slave…

Those truths punctuated his actions as he continued to worship her. 

"Yes!" Warden Aaliyah Montoya cried out. She finally shoved him back, and he sat there on his knees just a few inches away. She rose up onto her feet, and then she stood right there in front of him. 

Bending down, she touched the underside of his chin. Her cheeks didn't look flushed beneath her dark skin, yet he could still read that playful arousal along her features. "Good boy," she finally said before patting him on the head. She sat down, reached up, touched her smart watch. Immediately, he flinched, thinking that another burst of electricity would rush through his body. Instead, Officer Jessica appeared. She attached his leash, yanked him up onto his feet and shoved him forward. 



Chapter 5:

That night, Nick and the dozens of other men were let out of their cells. These boys were ordered to march down a center yellow line painted along the concrete flooring. They went into a large room filled with tables, they were ordered to grab trays, and to get food. 

Other inmates served them: a chunk of unidentified meat, a piece of cornbread, and some green beans. 

Nick sat down at a random table. At the same time, he glanced around as he imagined gang activity or maybe some criminal syndicate deciding that they wanted to murder him to increase their credibility and clout. 

But nothing like that happened. 

At first, he was ignored. 

Nick refused to relax, especially as he used his spoon to try to cut through the meat. Every few seconds, he glanced around, just to make sure no one was trying to sneak up on him. Pretty soon, he noticed other guys who were doing the same thing. At first, everything looked chaotic, but he started to spot the newcomers. 

Then there were the cliques, groups of guys who were chatting and laughing. Along the walls and up on the balconies, women in uniform paced back and forth or talked amongst themselves as they studied the prisoners to make sure no one misbehaved. 

Nick realized that every male here must've been wearing a chastity belt. 

What were the effects? 

Although he tried to maintain his situational awareness, Nick still felt his thoughts drift more and more. Every time he shifted his weight on the bench, he could feel the metal band around his waist. 

Did the belt make the prisoners more compliant? Did it provide some subconscious or subliminal reminder that they were boys, that they were owned, that they were trapped and utterly powerless before the women around them? Normally, guys were supposed to get angry and aggressive, but he didn't see any of that here. 

For a moment, he closed his eyes, and he remembered the taste of the warden's juices. When he attempted to push those thoughts aside, he instead remembered a girl from college: Monica. 

She had been really beautiful, especially with her wavy black hair, her dark eyes, her small nose, and her full lips. Every time she smiled, he had been attracted to her. It was magnetic or gravitational. It felt so fundamental, like some basic principle of reality. When she laughed, he wanted to get closer to her. 

Nothing ever happened. She was sweet and charismatic, so she always had a boyfriend. A girl like her wouldn't be single unless she made that choice. 

When he thought of Monica, his body responded. 

Was it the knowledge that he couldn't enjoy an erection? 

Before this, he had always taken his arousal for granted. First in middle school, then in high school, there had been a couple of awkward moments where he saw some cute girl in class or let his mind drift to one of his many fantasies, and his body instantly reacted. At those times, Nick had needed to concentrate hard, to relax, to focus on the whiteboard up at the front of the class or on one of his boring teachers. It usually worked. 

Now he struggled with that same problem. Just knowing that he couldn't get rigid made his body struggle against the confines of its container. He shifted around again and again, like that might make some difference. 

"Hey there," came another voice as someone sat across from him. "Nick?" 

A spurt of fear ran through his body for just a moment, and Nick ridiculously tightened his grip around his spoon like he thought he might use it to defend himself. In another instance, he recognized the sound of that voice. 

"Samuel?" 

"It's good to see your face," replied the other guy. He looked like he was around the same age, probably in his mid-twenties. He had bigger shoulders and a broad chest, but he didn't look especially muscular. "It's good to meet you, Nick." He held out his hand, and Finally relaxed his grip on his spoon. 

They shook. 

Samuel glanced around and finally asked, "So what do you think of the amenities?" 

"They leave a little bit to be desired," Nick said. "I think I'm only going to give them three stars." 

"Three stars?" Samuel asked with mock offense. "You know, the ladies here work really hard to make sure our stay is memorable. 

They deserve at least four." 

"Right," Nick said with a smile that didn't quite reach his eyes. 

Like Samuel, he glanced around, and he asked, "How long have you been here?" 

"A while," Samuel replied. 

"And you're just stuck here? Are they trying to do anything to you?" 

"Are you talking about rehabilitation?" 

"Yes," Nick said. Neither of these boys mentioned anything about lowering their voices or whispering back and forth; they just did it automatically, like they were worried one of the women might overhear their conversation. "That's supposed to be the main idea, right? They want to break us." Even as he hissed to those words, he thought of Warden Montoya. Every time he closed his eyes, he could easily remember the flavor of her excitement. 

"It might be the main idea, but it's not going to work," Samuel said. "I'm not going to let these girls tame or domesticate me or whatever they want to call it. I'm not going to be  rehabilitated." 

"Then what? You just wait for the end of your sentence?" 

Samuel studied Nick for several long seconds. He didn't say anything, and Nick was about to speak up, but something stopped him. It looked like his new compatriot at something he couldn't decide whether or not he was supposed to say. Eventually, Samuel concluded, "I guess that's the only option, isn't it?" 

"We could always try to escape?" Nick said and chuckled mirthlessly. He couldn't help himself, especially when he considered his own lack of skills. Yes, he was quite adroit when it came to a keyboard, mouse, and accounting sheet...but escaping a prison? 

Besides, he hated to admit it, but the women were paying attention. 

More importantly, they seemed competent. 

"Right. Escape…" Samuel said. But then he shook his head, smiled, and told him, "You're new here. It's a good idea to simply

cooperate and behave. Do whatever the women tell you. They're in charge." 

"I got that," Nick said. 

"I'm serious. You need to learn to do as you're told. 

Sometimes that means acting. Sometimes it means speaking." He paused again. "They really do want to brainwash you. They want to make sure that you buy into the whole female supremacy thing." 

"Does it work? Does it work on a lot of the guys here?" 

Again, Samuel paused. He glanced down, and when he looked back up, there was a bitter smile on his face, "Yeah. It works on a lot of them. That's the thing. You show up here or you think about prison from the outside, and you can't really understand how it actually feels. You can ever imagine what captivity is actually like. 

Just look around. The walls are oppressive. They remind us that we’re trapped here." 

"We could try to escape," Nick said again. 

Samuel just shook his head. "No. Don't think about that. Just focus on going unnoticed. Have you been assigned a prison chaperone?" 

"Officer Jessica," he said. 

"She's pretty gentle. Some of the other women here can get really rough, especially when it comes to your prison number. I don't know a lot about her, but she doesn't have reputation, which is a good sign." 

"She mentioned by prison number," he said. 

"Officially, I'm Prisoner 514," Samuel said. "That said, my chaperone doesn't really use it very often outside of the paperwork." 

Nick thought about it for a second and remembered his own digits, "Prisoner 616." 

"It's a pleasure to meet you," Samuel said. 



The boys were allowed to finish their meals, at which point a loud chime reverberated through the air. The sound clanged again and again, and Nick followed the rest of the herd. The boys got up, took their trays over to the garbage cans, dumped out the detritus, and put everything away on little carts. 

"Faster!" commanded one of the guards. A few of the boys started to speed up, but most of the males moved like one large and sluggish organism. That's why the guard stepped forward, she picked a random boy, and she tapped his shoulder with her baton. 

Nick couldn't hear the snap of electricity, but he imagined it. 

His mind had no problem re-creating that sensation, and he quickly scurried forward along with the rest of the boys. Eventually, they made their way back to their cells. Nick saw his own, and he couldn't really tell the difference between one and another, but everyone else did. The guard stopped the boys, the cell doors opened, and the male stepped back inside. 

A few seconds later, he heard a few of the boys mutter. These almost sounded like prayers as they called out, "Thank you, Ma’am. 

Thank you for keeping us captive." Someone else said, "We belong in prison. We are male, and we are inferior." 

Nick grabbed onto the bars of his cell. He tightened his fingers, and a single urge shot through his body. He wanted to shout back down the hallway. 

He could have called out something brutal and defiant like, 

"You're not going to break us! No matter what you do, we will not yield! We will not fall!" He could have sounded like some defiant slave struggling against an unstoppable empire. 

Would those words make any difference? 

No. They wouldn't. That simple reality held him back. Or maybe it was something else. Maybe it was fear. 

Within minutes, those promises from the dedicated and determined boys faded away. 

"It's a waste of breath," Samuel muttered from his cell. 

"What was that?" Nick whispered back. 

"I have no idea what those guys are trying to accomplish. 

Seriously, do they think their sentences are going to get commuted or reduced because they're 'rehabilitated'?" 

Nick hated to admit it, but he said, "It doesn't seem like the worst idea. If they show that there changed, maybe the women will trust them? Maybe they will be let out?" 

"Yeah, right. Maybe," Samuel said, although he couldn't hide that angry tremor in his voice. "But what seems more likely: those

boys break into released back into the wider world or one of the guards decides that she wants a new pet, so she keeps him for herself?" 

"What?" Nick snorted, "That can't be legal." 

"Why not?" 

"Because…" Nick started, only to stop himself. He didn't know much about law. He had a pretty solid grasp of investment regulations, but that was about it. When it came to the actual judicial process, he drew a blank. Even so, he wanted to rely on common sense, "This is a modern world. We can't just legalize slavery. 

Besides, they’re people. They're not pets." 

"Semantics," Samuel said. It was easy to imagine this guy shaking his head from side to side as he contemplated the realities of their situation. "It probably depends on whether or not you have someone who's trying to help you get you out." 

"I do," Nick said, although he couldn't tell if he uttered those words for himself or someone else. 

"Who?" Samuel asked, although he clearly kept his voice neutral, like he wouldn't comment one way or the other. 

"My little sister," Nick said. 

"Really?" Again, his tone seemed studiously detached, like he wasn't drawing a conclusion of any kind. "And what is she like?" 

"Her name is Chloe, she's a journalist, I think she can help get me out of here, especially after that a joke of a trial." 

"So what? You didn't get to defend yourself?" 

Nick opened his mouth, and he was about to say what happened, but then this flash of embarrassment raced over his body, like maybe he should have been able to do something differently. 

And yet, he still recalled the feel of the rubber cylinder in his mouth, the muscle that held his jaw closed, and the cold solidity of the cuffs around his wrists. "No." 

"Did they muzzle you?" 

For some reason, Nick didn’t want to admit this. He needed another moment or two before he quietly replied, "Yes." 

"Look man, I hope your sister comes for you. I hope that she is one of those women out there who knows that this is wrong." 

"It is," Nick agreed instantly. "And she's going to help me. I know it." 



Chloe had to help her brother. She knew this. 

And yet, she started reading through the judicial reforms, and the more she learned, the more she was fascinated by these systems. There had been a couple of quiet articles online, but it seemed like the wider Internet had turned its attention away from the prison system. This made sense in some ways. 

Cassandra had assigned her a small desk; Chloe was there as she scrolled from one article to the next. She took notes. Different academic journals had explored and commented on these reforms. 

The American criminal justice system had been broken for a very long time. It seemed to become particularly corrupt when for-profit prisons had been introduced; it was horrible, but recidivism became an effective business model. There were instances of especially nasty corruption where judges were bribed to hand out harsher sentences. Keeping people in prison meant greater profits for shareholders and executives alike. 

Of course, Chloe noticed how these systems were predominantly run by men. From the CEO down to the guards, the system was quite masculine. Granted, Chloe wasn't the first person to notice this, but she still felt a strange little flutter of excitement and satisfaction to think that the same institutions have been turned against men. 

Obviously, there were still female criminals who had to be imprisoned, but the reforms didn't apply to them. One judge commented on this to a criminal justice professor, "Most crime is committed by men. As such, speeding up their trials makes a lot more sense. Additionally, women are more likely to rehabilitate themselves, so we don't need to focus on them quite as much." 

Answering another question, she said, "I think it's fair to say that we can give women the benefit of the doubt. Men, however, are going to need some extra attention." 

What did that mean? 

As a journalist, Chloe was accustomed to asking questions. It was hard to believe the system could be reformed like this so

quickly, especially so few people noticing. But again, she contemplated how corruption could creep into the parts of society people didn't really want to think about. Right now, the women with the most power and influence were more interested in tax reform, restructuring the police and military, and purging men from the last positions of power. Most women didn't care where those boys ended up, whether it was the kitchen or a prison cell... 

By this point, most men were smart enough to stay quiet, even online. Once upon a time, they had been free to spout whatever nonsense they wanted, which led to a mass of misinformation, not to mention trolls. 

Trolls. Chloe shook her head and it down. She was sure there were females out there who enjoyed making other people angry or uncomfortable, but the vast majority of these miscreants seemed to be male. Ever since the boys had lost control of the government, the Internet had become a far more polite and kindhearted place. 

It helped that women were capable of recognizing their responsibilities. Too many tech CEOs had shrugged, saying something like, "It doesn't matter what people say online. You either have free speech or you don't." In making these blanket claims, they shirked their responsibilities and refused to notice their own hypocrisy. After all, a search engine's designers might insist that they were neutral, but priorities and ordering mattered. As they built their algorithms, they needed to understand that they were specifically deciding what seemed right and true. The results at the top of the screen got the most attention. It was impossible to get away from this underlying reality. 

For too long, popularity had been mistaken for accuracy. After all, in the marketplace of ideas, skill and delivery mattered far more than facts or the truth. People weren't interested in something boring, even if it was factual. Chloe understood all of this, as did most journalists. The engineers who built systems didn't seem to care. Perhaps, in their worldview, an underlying reality would always be preferred since they worked with mathematical engines. Or maybe they just didn't care. After all, they preferred lines of code and objective systems. They didn't know how to deal with the messiness of human perception or behavior. 

Pushing those thoughts aside, Chloe continued to read. 

After she received permission to start on this project, she immediately sat down at her new computer and started reading. 

At first, she told herself she was just going to get started taking a few notes. After that, she would call the prison and arrange to see her brother. 

She had notes online in a cloud account, plus some handwritten details on a legal pad. 

After a while, she knew she had to stretch. She rubbed her eyes, stood up, glanced around, and realized it at the office was surprisingly quiet. Not only that, the windows had changed; sunlight had disappeared, and now those tall rectangles looked more like black glass or obsidian. What time was it? 

Glancing down, she checked the time at the bottom right of her screen. 

 9:03 PM. 

Blinking quickly, Chloe could hardly believe it. But then she glanced around again. Not only that, she checked out her notes. She had gone through more than a dozen different articles. She had read some of the initial predictions, commentary on the psychological aspects of imprisonment on male behavioral patterns, and she even found a few budgetary analyses. It took a lot of time, energy, and concentration. Then again, that was another job for the journalist. It was her responsibility to find this difficult, dense data, to sift through it, to find some meaning, and to offer it to the wider public. She needed to give a fair hearing, but it wasn't like she could just report word for word what someone did or said. That would take too long. 

Besides, most people didn't have the wherewithal to deal with this kind of dense text. 

Exhaling slowly, she sat down again. She reached for the phone on her desk and smirked when she saw the cord. There was some very old technology here, and she had to wonder why. Maybe some of the journalists didn't want to hand out their personal numbers? Yeah, that could make sense. 

Obviously, the prison wouldn't take calls at this hour. 

There was no point. 

That's why Chloe went back to work for as long as she could. 

She spent the next couple of hours learning as much a she could. 

When her eyelids started to droop and the exhaustion seemed to swim through her bloodstream, Chloe grabbed a coffee, chugged it, and headed to her apartment. She showered over the course of just a few minutes, dropped down into her bed, and fell asleep immediately. 

When she woke up in the morning, she expected the pain of a hangover sparked by fatigue. Instead, her eyes opened, and she remembered everything all at once. The excitement thrummed through her body as she thought of her brother, his so-called trial, and what she might be able to do with these articles. 

Despite the enthusiasm and excitement, Chloe was especially surprised by one detail. 

The timing didn't seem especially important here. 

As a journalist, she had trained herself to think of every second as being vitally important. It wasn't just a question of competition. Online, there were literally thousands of different publishers and journalists all vying for the same limited number of stories. This was one reason why she always hated the phrase, "The media". Whenever someone whined about "the media," it didn't make sense. Were they talking about one of the conservative news channels? One of the progressive blogs? Foreign propaganda outlets? Astroturfing companies that hired people to go online and push their agendas? The news services couldn't be counted as some giant monolith. In fact, just trying to determine the difference between a reporter and some random person on the street who happened have a cell phone could get a really tricky. 

Anyway, she knew she had to make the call. 

Chloe pulled out her phone, she found the public number for the prison, she had Send, and she held the device to her ear. 

It rang for a few seconds, and then she was surprised by a boy's voice. Then again, that made sense, especially since men were taking over most of the assistant and secretarial duties. If someone had to waste his time answering and directing phone calls, it might as well be a boy (at least until they decided to replace him with an automated answering service). 

"Correctional services," said the boy, his tone prim, proper, and sharp. "How may I direct your call?" 

"Hello," she said. "My name is Chloe Athens, and I'm a journalist working on a story about prison reform." 

"You're a journalist?" Suddenly, the rehearsed professionalism disappeared from his voice, like he wasn't sure what he was supposed to do or say. Really, he just didn't want to get in trouble. 

Feeling sympathetic, Chloe asked, "Is there someone else I can talk to, perhaps a woman?" 

"Uh, yeah," he replied automatically. If he worked for the prison, that meant he must've been surrounded by powerful women every day. Getting patronized and teased must've been part of his regular routine. "Please hold," he said. 

Some classical concerto started to play, and Chloe started to wait. As she did so, she opened up her laptop and started to look through some of the other articles she had found last night. She was debating which one she wanted to read next when a new voice came on the line. "This is Warden Montoya." 

Warden? 

Chloe tightened her hand on her device. At the same time, she jumped up onto her feet, and quickly spoke, "Hello." After another second, she remembered her introduction, "My name is Chloe Athens, and I'm a journalist working on a story about your prison." There. She sounded like a competent professional. 

"Hello, Chloe," replied the Warden. "Do you mind if I ask what kind of story you're going to be writing?" 

"To be honest, I'm not exactly sure," Chloe said honestly. 

"You'll have to forgive me if I'm a little bit skeptical," said the woman on the other end of the line. "I'm used to people coming in here with preconceived notions of how our criminal justice system is supposed to work. They like to tell me how the prisoners should be treated or what we should be doing differently despite having never actually worked in a prison. Is that what you're going to do, Chloe? 

Are you going to tell me how I should treat these boys?" 

This was a test. 

Chloe paused for just a moment to collect her thoughts. She took a breath and finally proceeded, "First off, I want you to know this

isn't going to be a hit piece. I'm not interested in making anyone look bad. I want to see how things are changing. Right now, it seems like most people haven't been paying attention to the judicial reforms. 

Our entire criminal justice system is getting rewritten, especially when it comes to the boys, and I don't think most women know what's happening." 

"I see," Warden Montoya replied. Again, the seconds stretched out between them. This time, Chloe had to wonder if it was a deliberate strategy on the warden's part. After all, most people got nervous when they had to deal with awkward silences. They often bumbled forward to say something, if only to make a few sounds. 

"You can contact my information officer. She should be in later tomorrow." 

"Wait," Chloe said right as she sensed that the Warden was about to hang up. Trying again, she said, "I understand your skepticism." 

"Do you?" 

"Yes," Chloe said. "Look, I know this isn't exactly the same, but I come from a profession where people do the same thing. They see movies and TV shows or read books about journalists and reporters, and they start to make these assumptions. They know they can write sentences, so they assume they can write articles. It should be easy. They start to think that it should be really easy to do my job, and then when something goes wrong, they criticize pretty much everyone in my profession. It sucks. I expect running a prison is pretty much the same thing, especially because you're right. Most of the people who talk about prison reform have never even seen a prison, let alone stepped foot in one. They don't really know what they're talking about." 

"Okay, so maybe you do have an idea of what you're talking about," Warden Montoya replied. 

"I can't promise that you’ll like my article," Chloe said. "But you should know that this is something that will catch on fire. This is going to go viral in one way or another." 

"Is that a threat?" Montoya didn't sound especially offended or intimidated by the prospect. Then again, this was probably the kind

of woman who had waded into prison riots with nothing but a shield and a shock baton. 

"No, it's not," Chloe said. She had to resist the urge to address this woman as "ma'am" even though she sounded older and definitely more experienced. "I'm just saying that I want to give you and your facility a fair hearing. I want to be honest, so I'm not going to lie and write propaganda, but I'm not going to approach this as an attack either. People will want to know what's going on. Even if I don't write about what's happening, someone else will." 

"But they might just make it up. Is that it?" 

"Rumors and misinformation tend to proliferate when there's a vacuum," Chloe said. "It sucks, but it's human nature. Remember, the liars have an advantage. They can just make up whatever they want." 

"I see…" 

"I did a little bit of research last night,” Chloe told her. "From what I have seen so far, it sounds like rehabilitation is the main goal. 

Am I right?" Even as she asked, Chloe didn't know how she felt about that. Her brother was generally a good guy. Yes, he could be arrogant and obnoxious, especially when it came to his vaunted profession, but she didn't know if he deserved to end up in prison. 

Then again, he had apparently punched a police officer. 

"It is." 

"That's going to be tricky," Chloe pointed out. 

"What do you mean?" Montoya's tone chilled. 

"I'm sure you and your staff are excellent, but this is a matter of public perception. Women have taken over, and it's clear that the female supremacists are in power, but is that going to stay the case? 

I'm sure there was a time when the boys never thought they could possibly be overthrown, but here we are. And even now, there are still a lot of women who are going easy on their toys. There are men out there who might not be working, but they aren't really being trained or domesticated either." As a writer, Chloe love language. As a writer, she had learned to shift perspectives when necessary. At this moment, she had one goal: persuasion. 

"You think there are boy sympathizers out there?" 

"We both know there are," Chloe said. "Wives, mothers, sisters. There were good guys out there. Maybe they weren't good enough to really fight for equality, but they weren't misogynists or jerks on their own." 

"They still benefited from an unfair system," Montoya growled. 

She must've been working in the prison system before women took over and before all of the boys were fired. She must've dealt with a lot of frustrating men who didn't think she belonged to there. 

"Agreed," Chloe said immediately. "But we aren't talking about the truth right now. Like I said before, this is a matter of public perception. It's politics." 

Montoya spat out that word, "Politics." 

"Exactly. We have been talking for a few minutes," Chloe said. 

"Do you think you can trust me?" 

"Let's say I agree with you," Montoya said. "Couldn’t I just foist this off to my information officer? She handles media relations. 

Couldn't we just write a couple of press releases?" 

"You would get some traction," Chloe agreed, "But I'm really good at my job. I'm going to ask different questions. At the same time, your employee will be able to go in the same directions that I can. She works for you. That necessarily limits her." 

"Maybe that's what I want." 

"Authenticity matters," Chloe insisted. "If it doesn't feel real, it's not going to spread. And that's what you want. You want people reading his articles. You want them to take a fair view of your facility." 

"You're better at this than I would have expected," Montoya said. As Chloe paced back and forth, the Warden seemed to think about this. "But I get the impression you're not telling me something. 

Am I right?" 

This was a test. 

Chloe hadn't been sure whether or not she wanted to bring up her brother, but now she realized she didn't have a choice. "You are," 

Chloe finally said. She didn't have a choice, especially because the warden would figure it out at one point or another. "My brother was recently incarcerated at your facility." 

"And now you want to get him out. Is that it?" 

"I promised him I’d try," Chloe pointed out diplomatically. "That said, I'm a journalist first. Right now, I just want to find out what's going on." 

"Okay….” The warden let the seconds tick by. “I appreciate your honesty," Montoya said.  I'm not going to give you the runaround. And I’m not going to throw you to my information officer either. Let me check with my boy, and I can see when I have an open appointment spot. Then you and I can talk. After that, I will let you have a tour of the prison. How does that sound?" 

"Excellent," Chloe answered. After thanking the warden, the two women hung up, and Chloe received the email just a few minutes later. 

In three days, Warden Montoya would have an opening. 



Nick had spent that first night staring upward. He didn't really shut his eyes, especially because one strange thought occurred to him. Sleep didn't matter so much, now did it? Back while he worked at the investment firm, he had constantly struggled with going to bed at a decent hour. Like so many other workers, he struggled with waking up on time, getting to work, slogging away at his computer, and heading home. Between an hour commuting to work, another hour to get back to his apartment, eight hours at his computer with his lunch break usually spent catching up or getting ahead, he didn't have much time. By the time he usually walks through the door, he was exhausted, collapsed against his couch, and he just watched TV

as he searched for some relaxed equilibrium. 

But now he could stay awake all night, sleep through the day, and it wouldn't really matter so long as he was stuck in this cage. 

This cage. The phrase seemed undignified, but that's what it was. Nick and all of the other boys at this prison were like caged animals. He was sure this wasn't an original thought, yet it still pricked at him every time considered what had happened. 

On his first morning, he went to the cafeteria and had breakfast with the other boys. After that, he was escorted back to his cell. Later, they took him out to lunch. Next, he and a few of the other guys were taken out into an open space. There were pull-up bars. At

the same time, Nick passed groups of guys who cleaned or pushed carts filled with laundry or other supplies. 

Samuel explained some of this. "You'll eventually get a work detail," he promised. "Until then, just relax and try to stay out of trouble." 

That sounded like a very good plan, but he was escorted back to his cell right after lunch, and that's when she reappeared. 

It was easy to hear the guards coming, especially since there were those domesticated boys who immediately started calling out their promises of loyalty, fidelity, and obedience. The sounds rippled down the corridor. At the same time, Nick always experienced at this rush of anger. He knew it was foolish, especially because it wouldn't change anything, but he couldn't believe that these guys were willing to give up and surrender. 

Then again, how long had they been here? What kinds of

"rehabilitation" had they experienced or endured? 

Nick was about to find out. 

When he saw her again, he tensed up, especially because she came to a stop right in front of his cell. She focused her gaze on him, and he tried to turn away, yet there was something almost mesmerizing about the way she stared at him. "Hello, Nick. Or maybe I should get used to calling you Prisoner 616?" 

"It doesn't matter," he said. Nick understood that there were other guys who worried about their names. More importantly, he recognized as a very easy and obvious training method they were employing here. By taking away his name, they thought they could take away his identity. They took away his identity, they could give him a new one, right? They could remake him as some docile, obedient boy, the kind of male who'd eagerly work to please his chaperone. 

Ironically, acquiescence and apparent surrender seemed like a better way to resist. 

"I'd like to get to know you," Officer Jessica said to him. She raised her left arm, tapped the button, and the cell gate slid open automatically. 

Nick climbed to his feet, but he wasn't sure what he was supposed to do. Then she reached into her pocket, and she pulled

out a neatly folded leash. She dropped the tip to the floor, pointed down, and said, "Crawl and connect it to your collar." 

His nostrils twitched before he could get control of his expression. 

"Is that really necessary?" Nick asked. Even as he spoke, he braced himself for a jolt of electricity. This had to be foolish, he knew. 

Why was he asking this girl? She already had her left arm raised. It would be so easy for her to press her fingertip against the smart watch. "I'm in a prison. It's not like I can get away." 

"It is," she said. "Think of it as a procedure. Now come along, boy." Somehow, she didn't sound offended, nor did she discipline him. His eyes narrowed as he tried to understand what was happening. Finally, she told him, "As you said, you are in a prison, and you  are going to cooperate. Come along." Her tone seemed too chiding. She sounded like kindergarten teacher talking down to one of her students. 

Reluctantly, Nick started to step forward. She raised a finger and why did from side to side, "No, no," Officer Jessica said. Despite the flash of aggravation that ran through his body, some part of him seemed to enjoy her playful tone. She was young and beautiful. If he had seen her out on the street or at a bar, he would’ve thought about approaching her. He would want to ask her out, to take her to dinner, to seduce her…

Back in high school and college, he thought he would be able to join an investment firm, make a ton of money, and to develop the confidence to seduce a beautiful girl just like this. It should’ve been easy…back when a man could have money and that might be enough to impress a gorgeous woman. 

"On your knees," she said. "I want to be honest with you. I have no intention of punishing you, but I will if you disobey me. So are you going to disobey me?" 

Nick hesitated. 

This time, Officer Jessica didn't. 

She brought her fingertip down against at the device, and he flinched immediately, thinking that shock would come. 

"Last warning," she said with a playful smile. She had tricked him! For her, it had just been a joke. She didn’t shock him, but he

flinched anyway. 

"That's not funny," he said. 

She raised up two fingers, "I think it was a little bit funny." 

"Do you always play with your prisoners like this?" 

"Only the cute ones," she said. "But don't worry. We are going to get serious soon enough. Right now, I want to get to know you. I'm curious about you, boy." 

Nick took another step forward. He started to walk toward her. 

No, he wasn't going to crawl, and he wasn't going to cooperate either. He would never attach a leash to his collar. Or so he told himself. 

This time, she didn't play with him. Jessica hit the button, the signal shot out, and the electricity stabbed into his body. It ripped across his nerves, leaping from one inch of flesh to the next. It happened in an instant and knocked his feet out from under him. 

Once again, the world turned into a blazing flash of light. In the next moment, his eyes were wet, and Nick lifted his head. He looked up along the length of her boots to her sleek trousers, her belt, her shirt and vest. 


"Should I do that again?" 

"No!" Nick squeaked out. He exhaled those words, each sound tight with desperation. 

His trainer giggled, crouched down, and stared right into his eyes. "What are you going to do?" She glanced down toward the end of the leash, and his hand trembled as he reached for it. 

"You see, this is something you need to understand. You're a boy, so you're always going to lose. As far as you're concerned, you will do everything you are told. You can try to resist. You can try to fight back, but it won't make any difference. You know, I was hoping to take you back to my apartment, except I think we need to go to the Restraint Room instead." 

"What, what does that mean?" As he asked, this boy didn't really expect an answer. 

This time, a crescent smirk stretched along her lips. In that moment, he thought once again about how he would have liked to ask her out. Conflicting drives made it hard for him to know how to respond to what he was supposed to think. This girl was small and

heat, pretty and sexy. There was something almost flirtatious about the way she smiled at him, yet she still had that dreadful device on her wrist. She could push a pixelated button and punish him, morphing his world from his normal five senses to nothing but pain. 

Part of him wished he could seduce her; another part of him needed to grovel before her. 

 I'm not going to grovel. I’m not going to let these women turned into a slave. They can say whatever they want. They can give me a number. I don't care. I'm not going to let them win!  As that idea roamed through his head, Nick still picked up the leash. He did this without making a plan. He pulled the clasp up to the base of his throat, and he attached it to his collar. 

Before he could think about what might happen next, Officer Jessica grabbed his leash, stood, and turned toward the door. "You can walk now," she said. 

Somehow, they didn't feel like privilege. 



As they made their way out of the cellblock and into another hallway, they passed other prisoners. At first, they were all behind the bars of their cages. Some of the men bowed down and called out to her. They promised their loyalty and obedience. They vowed that they would do everything in their power to please her. 

"You know, you're going to be like them soon enough," Officer Jessica told him. She didn't glance over her shoulder, yet he could still hear that tickle of amusement in her voice. She was smiling because she enjoyed her work. 

"Never," he promised. Perhaps that was a mistake. Perhaps she would discipline him again, but he didn't think so. She already had him in a collar and on a leash. That was good enough. Besides, she probably had something else in mind. 

What? 

Nick already guessed he wouldn't like it when he found out. 

Officer Jessica escorted Nick down another concrete hallway. 

They came to a set of double doors at the end, and she raised her left arm. He closed his eyes for a moment, stopped, and waited for the next jolt of electricity. Instead, she hit a button, the doors unlocked with an noticeable click, and she stepped across the

threshold. A second later, she tugged on his leash, prompting him to follow. 

The room was smaller than he expected. It was large enough for several pieces of furniture. At first, he assumed they were all benches of one type or another. Some were narrow and flat. Others had different layer to platforms, each of which was padded with supple leather. Then he glanced over to one side, and that's when he saw the clamps, the paddles, the whips, crops, and rods. 

"What is this?" 

Officer Jessica stepped right up to him. She didn't answer at first, but she was so close. He glanced at her eyes, yet the bright shine of amusement and anticipation frightened him more than he wanted to admit; he dropped his gaze down toward her clavicles, and he gulped as she brought her hand up to the clasp on his leash. 

She pulled it off, tossed it to the floor, and then she pointed toward the other side of the room. "You see those manacles?" 

He did. There were four, and it was easy enough to imagine what he was supposed to do: raise his arms over his head and slide into the restraints. Next, she expected him to spread his legs and slide his ankles into that second set of bonds. 

"You want me powerless," he said. 

"You're  already  powerless," she pointed out. "Right now, I just want you trapped. I want to be able to run my hands all over your body." 

Because she could shock him again and force his compliance anyway, Nick decided to cooperate. Even so, he pretended that he still had some dignity as he raised his chin, stiffened his spine, and strode forward. "Oh," she said as though she had forgotten this minor detail up until this point, "Get naked." 

For just a moment, he showed his teeth like he was some wild animal, but he had his back to her. Without turning around, he pulled off shirt, shoes, socks, and his pants. Within a couple nervous heartbeats, he wore nothing but his chastity belt. 

Tensing his muscles, Nick walked over to the restraints, turned around, and stepped into them. He could feel the cold metal against the backs of his wrists, and then he wasn't surprised as she raised her left arm. "Say goodbye to your freedom." 

Her finger came down, and he tried to tell himself that he was ready. But with his naked body spread out, he was sure she enjoyed the show as the restraints locked shut. They encircled his wrists and ankles. He pulled on them right away, and he was surprised that there was a little bit of give. Granted, he couldn't move his arms or legs more than half an inch, but he expected these restraints to be bolted to the wall. 

"Now, let's see what I have here," she said. The guard walked up to him, reached down, and she scratched at his right thigh. Her fingers moved along the inner contours of his leg as she played with him. Then she grabbed his cock and balls. He couldn't really feel it, not with the chastity cage imprisoning his most sensitive body parts, but the pressure shifted as she toyed with him. "I bet you want out of this," she said. 

Nick opened his mouth to speak, and that's when she grabbed him by his hair, tilted his head back, and she leaned forward. She pressed her chest against his torso as she started to kiss him. 

Her tongue darted along the edges of his teeth. She was playing with him. She nibbled on his bottom lip, and it almost started to hurt right as she drew back. 

Her face was flushed now, and her eyes sparkled with amusement. "That wasn't bad," she said. "But I need to get to know you. Since I'm going to be her present chaperone, I'm responsible for your intellectual and emotional development." 

"What, what does that mean?" 

"It means I'm in charge of training you and domesticating you." 

Right away, he shook his head from side to side. Even if he's breathing had been strained by that powerful kiss, he didn't care. He called out, "No. I'm not going to let you train me. I'm not going to let you domesticate me." Nick struggled so hard to sound fierce, serious, and determined. 

"Cute boy. Let's start with the basics." 

She brushed her fingers along his collar and down to his shoulder. She scratched at his right bicep, and then she pinched his left nipple. She twisted, so he struggled to hide his expression. Nick

mostly succeeded, but his nostrils flared. Even if they hadn't, she could probably guess what he was experiencing anyway. 

"What do you think of female supremacy?" 

That's when she stepped back. 

He opened his mouth, and he was about to speak. He probably had something eloquent and articulate ready to say. After all, he was a man in this modern, women's world. He must have considered his status on countless occasions. But a matter what he had planned, it didn't matter because Officer Jessica smirked, pressed the button, and delivered another burst of electricity. He cried out, twitching and jerking against his restraints. He flailed his wrists as far as he could to the left, to the right. He tried to kick out with his feet, but those efforts didn't change anything. Whether he liked it or not, he remained trapped there, right in front of this girl. 

And now she started touching him again. She stroked his cheeks, his chest, his legs. Then she stepped back and flashed another bright smile. "Let's try that again," she said. "What do you think of female supremacy?" 

Nick breathed in, but he didn't know what might happen. At the last instant, he stopped, but she motioned for him to continue, 

"It's okay. Not going to punish you again, not this time. Before, I just wanted to remind you of your place. I wanted you to understand that you aren't going anywhere and that I can make this her whenever I want." 

"Female supremacy is the dominant ideology," he said carefully. 

"That's true," she said. "But do you consider yourself to be a female supremacist? Do acknowledge her inferiority as a boy?" 

Nick understood that there could only be one right answer to her question. He dipped his head down and said in a small voice, 

"Yes." 

Then she unleashed another barrage. He didn't understand, but the confusion was obliterated almost instantly by the burst of agony. It consumed every one of his senses, every thought and reaction. He jerked against the bonds all over again, but the metal shackles easily held him in place. 

Then it stopped, he slumped, and Nick panted. 

"Interesting," she said. "You see, I don't believe you. Oh well. 

Tell me about your schooling." 

"It was nothing remarkable," he told her quickly. Right as he finished, he closed his eyes again, thinking that he might get punished. 

Instead, Officer Jessica just watched him and waited. 

Realizing she expected a more detailed answer, he knew he had to give it to her. "I went to elementary school, middle school, and high school. I did okay. I went to a college, basically just a state school. I majored in finance, and then I did an internship. I was one of the last boys to be accepted." 

"What do you think of that word?" 

"Which one?" 

"Boys," she said, clearly enunciating those sounds as though she enjoyed the taste of each letter. 

"I was always fascinated by this point as a young woman. All around me, everyone seemed to take it for granted that a woman can be referred to as a girl. It was like we just acknowledged this unspoken belief that a woman could ever really grow up. She could never really be an adult. No matter how capable or competent she might be, she could still be thought of as a girl, as a child. I remembered making a point to one of my middle school teachers. 

He laughed and said that I was being  too sensitive." 

Nick's chest tightened as she looked at him. 

"What do you think of that?" 

"You're a woman," he said. 

"And you're a boy," she replied. "No matter how much you do or how much you accomplish, you're always going to be just a little bit less than me. Isn't that right?" 

"Yes," he replied. 

She pulled up her watch, hit the pixelated button, and delivered another storm of agony. The excruciating electricity ripped through his defenses. He couldn't possibly hold onto any vestige of coherence or independent thought. For the next few seconds, he floated and flew through that painful nova. But then it stopped, and he found himself hanging from those restraints all over again. 

"Didn't I tell you the right answer?" Nick asked in a small voice. 

Officer Jessica grabbed him by the base of his job. Her nails dug down into his skin, and she smiled once again. "You did," she said. 

"Then why did you punish me?" 

"Because you're lying to me," she said. 

"But I told you what you wanted to hear," he said before he could think about the foolishness of that remark. 

"Exactly," the prison officer agreed. "You're trying to manipulate me. You're trying to tell me what I want to hear because you think you can take control. Nominally, you might acknowledge my authority, but that's not good enough. I want more. I want a lot more from you. Now, it's going to take some time. You’re a stubborn boy. I can see it in your eyes." 

Perhaps she was right; he glared at her hard, his expression tight with barely controlled frustration. Up until now, he had believed deep down that maybe he could influence her. He thought the right word or phrase delivered with the correct tone be good enough. 

He was wrong. 

"Tell me about the girls at your high school. Did you think they were smarter than you? Did you think they were inherently more intuitive and more mature than you?" 

He inhaled, shook his head, and said, "No." 

"There we go. You see. You were honest with me. This is what I expect from you. Even when you're wrong, I expect you to tell me what you really think. Even if you mistakenly believe you were smarter than those girls around you, you should tell me." 

"You're not going to punish me?" 

"Not this time," she replied. "As a matter of fact, I think I'm going to give you a special little reward." She stepped back, typed in another command on her watch, and suddenly he stumbled forward as the shackles loosened. He glanced down. The shackles were still locked around his wrists, only now he realized that they were attached to a set of extendable chains. 

"On your knees," Officer Jessica said. 

Having already endured several electrical shocks, Nick quickly obeyed. He lowered himself down right in front of her. 

"Good boy," she said. "Now lick my boots." 

He gulped, bent down, and he stretched his head forward. He opened his mouth, and he stretched his tongue along her right boot, then her left. 

"Very good," she said. "Now, do you see that bench right there?" she indicated one with padded platforms for his chest, elbows, forearms, knees and shins. 

"Yes?" Nick asked with a tremble of uncertainty. 

"Crawl over there, climb up, and wait for me." 

"What, what're you going to do to me?" 

"You'll find out," she said coquettish way. 

Infuriated again, he had to clamp down his anger. Instead, he glanced over at the door as he made his way across the floor. Soon enough, he was at the bench. He wished he could try to escape, but he glanced down at the thin, metal chains leading from his ankles and wrists. He already knew he wouldn't be able to break these. 

Maybe if he had some bolt cutters, he would have had a chance. 

Obviously, she wasn't about to give him any tools…

Nick climbed into position, and now she came up behind him. 

She locked the bands around his ankles and wrists to the bench. 

Not only was he confined to that room, but he couldn't get up. 

Now she reached up, and she moved her fingers along the small of his back down to his buttocks. 

"Should I use a whip, a crop, or a paddle?" 

"Why? Why am I being punished now?" 

"Who said this was a punishment? Maybe this is just training," 

she answered. "Now pick." 

"A crop," he finally said. 

"A whip it is," she said. 

Nick opened his mouth, and he was about to object, but he realized that she wasn't interested in his protests. It didn't matter what he said. Perhaps that was another "lesson". 

"As a boy, you are inferior," she said. "And if you want proof, you should think about your crappy memory." 

"My what?" Nick asked as she pulled up one of the whip off of the wall. She came back up to him, and now she slid the curved of leather along his flank, down to his thigh, and over his butt cheek. 

"You might figure it out," she said. 

"Figure what out?" Then he flinched as he heard the click of her bootheel. She stepped back, she dropped the tip of the whip, and she let it smack against the floor. Next, she raised her arm. 

Nick turned his head as much as he could. A tremor of fear ran through his body. It was an alien sensation. Yes, he had gotten nervous on plenty of occasions. Back in school, he had brutal tests and frightening presentations where he had to stand up in front of everyone. At the firm, he had been intimidated by lots of women as they demonstrated their superiority. Just as importantly, they had always enjoyed a meaningful advantage. As women, people took them seriously. He was just a boy, so he could never make a mistake. If he did something right, it was because he got lucky. If he messed up, that was only to be expected and served as further proof that he didn't deserve his position as an analyst. Shouldn't he have been demoted? Wouldn't he have been happier as an assistant for a receptionist or something? 

"Ready?" 

No, he wasn't! 

Biting down, he refused to answer despite the flash of dread. 

She cocked her arm back, adjusted the implements weighted tip, and shot her arm forward. The momentum carried the whip forward; it smacked down against the side of his right flank. A reddened welt appeared as he hissed through his teeth. 

It hurt! The pain slashed across his skin and echoed along with every kick of his pulse. 

"Oh, that's a good," Officer Jessica purred. 

"Why are you doing this?" 

"Because you need to be trained. You need to be did masticated. Better yet, you need to remember." 

"Remember? Remember what?" 

"Exactly," she said. 

Fury burned through his body, prompting him to struggle. He jerked against his restraints all over again. The straps wiggled a little

bit, but he couldn't break free of that bench. Down on his stomach with his weight braced on his elbows, forearms, and knees, he kept thrashing, but now she cocked her arm back. She got ready. She threw her wrist forward and brought the end of the whip it down against his skin. This time, she struck his left butt cheek. Another flash of pain exploded along his flesh. Nick didn't know whether or not the electric shocks were worse. Either way, his eyes watered. 

The pain washed away every other thought and idea. 

"Back in school, the girls were smarter than you, weren't they?" Officer Jessica didn't wait for a response. Instead, she used to the with four more times, to on the left, to on the right. Each time the tip came down, he attempted to build up some kind of defense, like tried to believe that pain was just a sensation. If he could pull himself away from those impulses, but maybe he could take control. 

Pain only existed in his mind. It was a neurological response, nothing else. 

From an intellectual or academic standpoint, this strategy sounded great. In actuality, he couldn't ignore the sensations that they drilled into his psyche. 

Nick kept fighting, thrashing from side to side. He bucked wildly, but it still didn't do any good. 

"Say it," she ordered. 

For a second, her captive boy couldn't even recall what she expected from him. Then the words felt like an avalanche from his mouth, "The girls were smarter than me!" 

 There. He said it. 

She struck six more times, three on the left, three on the right. 

Her arm was getting tired, her skin blazed ready, and a little drop of sweat appeared on her brow. Even so, she grinned ferociously. He cried out, gasping and moaning. 

"Please. Please, I can't take it!" Nick whimpered. 

"That's why this is prison. That's why you’re in restraints," she said. "Now say it again. Make me believe it." 

"The girls were smarter than me. I swear, they were so much smarter. Rachel Kramer always got better grades than me! I tried to compete with her, but I couldn't!" 

There. He said it again. And now he waited. With his chest pressed down against to the letter, he clenched his eyes shut. 

Before this, he probably would have viewed himself as a strong, independent man. He was someone who could handle pain. 

That was part of being male, right? He was supposed to be tough! 

But now she strolled back up to him, and she brushed the whip along his skin. 

"Kiss it," she said as she held the whip in front of his face. 

His brows tightened with barely contained frustration, but Nick didn't see any choice. She held the letter implement up right in front of his lips, and he kissed it. 

"Now thank me." 

"Thank you." 

"Why are you thanking me?" 

Nick blinked, suddenly unsure. 

"Are you thanking me because I'm a woman, I'm training you, and that's exactly what you need? Are you thanking me because I'm a woman, and I'm giving you the training and discipline you need? 

Am I giving you clarity, Prisoner 616? Were you confused before you arrived here?" 

"Yes…" Nick had to hope that this monosyllabic response would be enough. 

It wasn't. 

"Say it then," she prodded him. 

She started to walk back behind him, and he strained against his shackles and straps as he attempted to see where she was going and what she was going to do. At the same time, he couldn't ignore those hot lines along his body. The welts remained, each one glowing with reddened flesh. Quickly, he forced himself to start speaking. "Yes. Yes, this is what I need." As the words escaped his mouth, Nick hated what he was becoming. And yet, he held onto that old excuse. Like so many other boys who had come into this room, he thought about how he had no choice. This woman was forcing him to act this way. It wasn't like he was making a conscious decision. Right? She was forcing him to do this…

"This is what I need," he repeated, panting through the words. 

"You, you are giving me clarity. You are training me. You’re

disciplining me. I, I was confused before I came here." There. He said it again. As those last words left his lips, his strength abandoned him, and he collapsed down against the bench. 

"What did you think of Rachel?" 

He blinked, suddenly confused. 

"What?" Nick asked foolishly. 

Officer Jessica wasn't pleased by his response, so she jerked her arm back into the air, swung down, and sent the tip of her whip slashing forward through the air. It struck down against his right thigh. It didn't break the skin, but the pain still flashed along his body. 

Sharp agony twisted along his nerves. His back curved, his fingers shoved it down against his palms, and he tried to kick away from the bench, yet the restraints held him in place, just as she knew they would. 

"What did you think of Rachel?" Officer Jessica asked again. 

"Deep down, you knew she was smarter than you, didn't you?" 

"Yes, I—I knew she was smarter than me," he said. Since Nick had already admitted this point, it didn't seem like a big deal. 

And yet, his heart kept pounding, his breathing came fast, and now she expected something else. "But, but I'm not sure what you mean." 

"Was she pretty?" 

This time, Nick didn't know what the right answer was supposed to be. If he said yes, would she whip him for objectifying this girl from his past? If he said no, would he punish him for insulting her instead? Exhausted by the pain and punishment, Nick drooped his head down, closed his eyes, and he thought about that girl. She had been quite pretty with her wavy brown hair, her rounded cheeks, and her big breasts. A lot of guys didn't take her seriously, but she still earned really strong grades on almost all of her tests. She took honors and AP classes. 

"Yes," he admitted. "She was pretty." 

"Pretty and smarter than you," she said. "Did you ever want to ask her out?" 

"I didn't ask her out," he said. Even as he spoke, the confusion rippled through his voice because he didn't understand why Officer Jessica would even care about the people he knew back in high school. 

With another slash of her arm through the air, she brought the whip down hard against his right but cheek. She cocked her limb back into the air, striking a second later. Each time, she went for his posterior. She made sure he gasped, moaned, and cried out. Nick didn't think about the sounds. Before arriving at this prison, he had been so articulate. Each time he spoke, he had been in control of his voice. He knew how to use words to get what he wanted...until now. 

"That's not what I asked you," Officer Jessica told him. "Did you ever  want to ask her out?" 

In that first second, he ached to snarl back at her, "Why does it even matter?" By now, his skin was hot, his mouth was dry, and he couldn't think coherently. That's why he thought about Rachel. He remembered how she sat toward the back of the room, how she was often quiet, but whenever the teacher asked her a question, she still had the right answer. Obviously, she was paying attention. Then there were the other girls, the ones who sometimes snickered at her because she was so pretty. Obviously, she couldn't really be smart too, could she? 

Nick had always told himself he didn't care about those cliques or the politics. And yet, he was still a boy. He automatically checked out all of the girls he saw in each of his classes. Even if he was supposed to be worried about US history, Shakespeare, or some other subject, his eyes drifted toward the girls. He studied the shine of their hair, the curves of their cheeks, the power to their lips, and the perfect lines of their legs, especially when they wore those tight little denim shorts as spring rolled around. 

After another second, Nick gave Officer Jessica what she expected. "No. I never asked her out. I, I had a crush on someone else." 

"I see," she said. Nick braced himself for that moment when she would inevitably ask. She didn't, not here, not now. Instead, she walked right up to him. She brought the whip up to his mouth, and she pressed against his lips. Confused, he bit down into the leather handle, and she said, "Don't drop that." She patted him on the head like he was a well-trained animal. 

In spite of the the condescension in her voice, he locked his teeth down against the supple leather. It gave easily enough beneath

his molars and incisors, but Nick still glared down at a random spot on the floor. Although he couldn't stare at her or try to intimidate her, he still used to be hot anger simmering at the base of his stomach. 

"I like asking these questions," she said. "I like getting to know you, Nick. That's my job, you see. I'm your prison chaperone, and I want to make sure that you, Prisoner 616, live up to your potential." 

She stood in front of him now, and she touched to the underside of his chin. He strained to look up at her. "You realize that, don't you? 

Yes, you're a boy, but you have so much potential. That's the thing about all boys. You have so much potential, and you almost never live up to it. That's why women have taken over, you see. Taken from the right perspective, you could say that we’re doing this  for you." 

Although this girl had the potential to punish him with a whip or the chastity belt still locked around his waist in between his legs, Nick resisted the urge to grunt back at her. It would have been so easy to open his mouth, to speak, and to let the whip clatter to the floor. The temptation was right to there, so bright and  almost irresistible. In spite of those tantalizing possibilities and the satisfaction he might have enjoyed from insulting this young woman, Nick clenched his jaw instead. He stayed silent, just as she expected. 

"You have the potential to serve," she continued. "You can be such a good boy. You can think of yourself as a pet, a plaything, helpmate. You will be able to cook and clean and serve someone who is better than you." 

This time, Nick couldn't fight the urge; he shook his head from side to side. 

"Oh? You think I’m mistaken? Do you think we’re wrong, Prisoner 616?" 

This time, the designation bothered him. He hated to admit it, even if only to himself, but his name was Nick. A spark of irritation flared through his body, and he had to wonder whether or not she could read it in his expression. He hoped not. 

"If you really think I'm wrong, maybe you should tell me? 

Maybe you should go on and explain your position?" 

This was a test for him and a game for her. His nostrils twitched again, and he tugged against his restraints, but he wasn't

going to indulge her. If he spoke, he would have to drop the whip from between his teeth. He'd give her the pretense she wanted in order to punish him. 

No, he wouldn't cooperate. He wouldn't make it that easy for her. 

"Good," she said. "I guess that means you understand your potential. And that's why we're going to work on you. Once a day, every few days, maybe every few weeks. Who knows?" She shrugged as her eyes lit with amusement. "Whenever I want you, I'm going to bring you back into this room, and I'm going to make sure you get the training and discipline you need to live up to your potential. I want you to be the best boy you can be." 

He narrowed his eyes into a sharp glare, yet that was still the best he could do. And now she raised her left arm, and she typed in another command. He didn't know exactly what could happen, not until she loosened the restraints around his wrists and ankles. The chains remained along with the metal manacles, but he was no longer strapped down to the bench. Now the hidden gear started turning, and he realized he was about to be pulled back up against the wall, exactly where he had started in the Restraint Room. 

"Don't drop the whip," she chided him. 

He bit down even harder now, and he tried to stand up for just a few seconds. He struggled to resist, but the gears continued to turn inexorably. They dragged him back, right against the wall. Suddenly, his arms and legs were spread it, his back was pushed up against that solid surface, and he couldn't even speak, not unless he wanted to drop the whip and give her the excuse she hoped for. 

"Look at that. You’re doing such a good job," she said. "I put that whip in your mouth, and you're still holding it like an obedient boy. I'm very impressed. In fact, I think you might even deserve a reward." 

That's when she reached up for her neck, and he finally noticed the glint of a thin, silver chain. 

What was it? What did she have planned? 

She pulled the necklace out from beneath her uniform, and now he saw what dangled at the tip: a key. It was small and pretty, shining under the light. He started to speak and ask a question, only

to remember his makeshift muzzle. At the last instant, he tightened his jaw again and managed to keep from dropping of the whip. 

"Oh, you have to be careful there," she teased him. "You don't want to make a mistake, now do you?" 

Nick didn't respond, but Officer Jessica still smirked at him. 

Now she used that key, and she brought it down toward his chastity belt. Up until this point, he had actively refused to play with it or to explore it. He had told himself that it didn't really matter. Besides, he had only been wearing it for a short time, so it wasn't like it could drive him crazy or anything. 

Only now, this beautiful girl unlocked his cage. She slipped the key into the lock on the left side, then the right. Each time she turned the key, he heard the telltale click of the mechanisms disengaging. She probably could have used her smart watch, but this must have felt more intimate and powerful. 

Then she pulled the belt away. She freed his balls and his shaft. The cool air felt so good against his skin. He was completely naked, but then she did something he didn't expect. She slid her fingertips underneath his manhood. She started touching him, just barely rubbing him. With the soft caresses, she coaxed an instant response! His member sprang upward as the anticipation pumped through his body. Hot arousal pulsed through his frame, and he tightened his jaw again without even thinking about it. Nick soon enjoyed a powerful erection. He shaft was rigid, and he closed his eyes, raising his head and pushing the back of his skull against of the wall. 

Despite that pulse of pleasure and anticipation, he didn't know what she was doing. A few scattered thoughts buried deep within his psyche tried to figure it out: was she just teasing him? Was she demonstrating her power over him? 

Another possibility occurred to him. This idea felt like whisper against the edge of his awareness, but Nick couldn't ignore it, not once it occurred to him. She had power over him; perhaps that was enough to make her behave unprofessionally. Maybe she was coaxing his arousal because she intended to use him. She could shove him down against one of these benches and ride him hard. 

She could take him, using him like he was nothing but her plaything. 

Only now, she kept touching him. She stood right in front of him, and her eyes were locked on his. With one hand, she stroked and fondled his cock. She kept squeezing him, starting at the base, working her way up, and then sliding her soft fingertips right back down. Each time she touched him, fresh waves of need and desire flared along his body. She lit his senses, making him squirm. He didn't pull against his restraints in some misguided attempt to escape. Instead, he just wanted to touch her, to grab her breasts, to squeeze her ass, to kiss her…

He opened his eyes again, shocked by the power this girl could have over him. It wasn't fair! 

Jessica had imprisoned him; she was taking advantage of him! He was supposed to hate her! Nick worked hard to summon those emotions. He fought and dug down, but he couldn't ignore the arousal that continue to pump through his body. Those urges flared out from between his legs. With one hand, she played with his shaft. 

With the other, she teased to the underside of his balls. She played with him, stroking and caressing him. His fingers tightened into fists, and he tells against the chains holding him against the wall, but he was pinned right there. Trapped in spread out, he couldn't resist. 

Then, without making a sound, she pulled her hands away from between his legs. Instantly, disappointment flared through him, only now she reached up and started to stroke his stomach, his chest, and then she pinched his nipples. She twisted them to the left, to the right. His biceps clenched, and he growled. The sound came from deep within his throat. It pulsed out, past the whip still locked between his teeth. 

"You're being a good boy," she said approvingly. "I like seeing you hold that whip in your mouth. It's like you know your chaperone might need to discipline you at some point, so you want to make sure it's ready for her, don't you?" 

He shook his head from side to side. 

"Oh, you don't need to be so modest," she teased him. 

"There's nothing wrong with wanting to serve me. You're a boy. This is who you are, and this is how you're supposed to behave. Just relax and let me touch you." She uttered those words as though he had a choice. And now she slid her fingertips down along his

forearms. When she touched him, new flickers of desire ran through his body. And yet, he wanted something else. Without realizing it, he wagged his hips from side to side. It was like he was trying to get her attention. 

"You really want me to play with your cock and balls, don't you? You boys." She shook her head with amusement, like she couldn't quite believe how silly and simple the male sex could be. 

"Let me give you a little piece of advice," she said. "I know how you boys always want to be touched right down here." She dropped her hand to his balls. She now had his scrotum in the palm of her hand, and her fingertips caressed and teased him right between his legs. With the rest of her fingers, she tightened her grip just a tiny bit. It didn't hurt, not really, yet this both of fear raced along his body. He tensed up and froze, fully aware that she could squeeze and make him cry out. If she wanted to, she could make him scream! 

"Boys might want to be touched right down here, but you have to be more thoughtful when you’re with a woman," Officer Jessica told him. "Did you know that, young man?"  Young man. She could talk down to him like he was her student or something. In actuality, he was her prisoner—he couldn’t forget this point. Nick tried to ignore that fact, but it was hard to think through those waves of arousal as she touched him. "For a boy, stimulation needs to happen right down here. But when you are with a woman, you need to touch her arms and her legs. You need to get more creative. You need to put in more effort." 

He glowered at her hard. He tried to burn her away with just the heat of his rage, but it didn't work. 

In fact, if she noticed his expression, Officer Jessica gave no sign of it. 

Her hands roamed along his flesh. His chaperone teased his thighs, his cock and his shaft and his scrotum, and then she moved up toward his shoulders and his neck. Her fingers traced the curves of his collar before she cupped his cheeks in the palms of her hands. 

Then she tilted his head to the side, she pushed forward, and she kissed to the tip of his nose. Then she let go, and her hands dropped right back down to his manhood. She squeezed him, bringing him close to the edge of an orgasm. She kept rubbing him, moving her

hand up and down. Her grip tightened, loosened, and then she squeezed again, making him dread and yearn for that moment. 

What was she going to do? Was she going to jerk him off? 

Was she going to force him to climax right there while he was chained to the wall? 

Yes, he realized. This had to be some kind of game for her. 

She brought him up to that invisible border. He was almost there. Almost…

Then she stopped. 

She pulled her hands away, and he grimaced, whimpering as he tried to speak, but he couldn't make any code her and sounds while he had the whip in his mouth. 

"Oh? You want more?" 

Before he could think about what this meant for his dignity, Nick immediately nodded his head down and brought it back up again. Frantic desire played across his features. This time, he couldn’t bluff. 

Surprisingly, she indulged him. She came right back up to him, and she whispered, "All you had to do was ask." She made it sound so simple, but now she had access to his body again. She caressed his scrotum. With her other hand, she grabbed his shaft and squeezed. She played with his circumference, gently working her hand up and down again and again. 

At first, she started out slowly. Officer Jessica took her time as she stimulated this boy. Even so, it only took a few seconds before he was on the verge once again. Each time he came close and tried to clench down, to embrace that orgasm, her hand relaxed. She had the worst timing in the world! 

Or did she? 

For the third time, she brought him close, only to relax her grip and draw her hands away for a few seconds. Part of him wanted to believe that she just wanted to stretch her fingers or something, but he glanced up at her. 

Then he noticed it, that little smirk she wore. For the most part, Officer Jessica seemed serious, only the corners of her eyes were crinkled with amusement. And maybe he noticed that slight curve at the corner of her mouth, like she was suppressing a smile. 

She was toying with him! 

"This is what you want," she said next. She was touching him and teasing him again. This time, he tried to his expression completely neutral, like didn't care. In less than a minute, however, he strained against his bonds, curved his back, and pushed his head against the wall. Hot need coursed through his body, and he started to call out one incoherent plea after another. He couldn't speak with the fact a muscle in his mouth, but this girl kept teasing him! Then she stopped. Then she started again. On and on, she tormented him with the possibility of an orgasm. The tantalizing potential for release rushed through his body, gripping him. 

"Please. Please, just finish. Please, I can't take this!" Nick cried out. The words spilled from his mouth before the whip could even hit the floor. 

But then it dropped down, and she pulled her hands away. 

"Oh, look at that. I was going to let you have your orgasm, but you couldn't keep the whip in your mouth. If you can't obey basic commands, how can I ever reward you?" She blinked and grinned at him. Then she patted him on the head, turned around, and walked away. The doors clanged shut behind her as she left him there, chained, aroused, and utterly helpless. 



Chapter 6:

Chloe followed the GPS on her phone as she drove to Bellatrix State Prison. The road inclined upward, and she found herself driving into the mountains. Pretty soon, she could no longer see the city in her rearview mirror. 

It was a beautiful region, she thought again and again. From the corner of her eye, she noticed a deer. The furry creature was gorgeous and graceful. 

As she drove, her audiobook talked about the prison system. 

Specifically, she was listening to an older text on the relationship between criminal justice and popular culture. The writer did her best to remain neutral, but it was obvious that she had some strong feelings, especially when it came to social justice. At the beginning of her book, she introduced her topic by discussing the theoretical pendulum that existed in the prison system. "Every few years, we see this shift between the desire to punish and the desire to rehabilitate. Ultimately, we can never quite decide what the goal of the prison system is. As a society, we want to make people better. 

This is a practical consideration. Locking people up for a couple of years, giving them a record, and denying them the ability to train or adapt or develop any kind of skillset makes it far more likely that they will commit additional crimes later on. From a purely practical perspective, this is a bad idea. And yet, there is still that human desire for revenge. It's difficult to look at a victim of a crime and to say that the criminal just needs some extra classes or some therapy. 

We see the same dichotomy in pop culture." 

Chloe made it through a couple of chapters before she finally saw the prison off in the distance. It was a tall, monolithic building. 

She also saw some smaller structures around it. Then there were the fences, and she had to wonder what happened in there. 

As a journalist, Chloe considered herself to be a storyteller. 

Unlike fiction writers who could lazily make up whatever they wanted and who could arbitrarily bend the rules to create realities on a whim, Chloe relied on the truth. There would always be some question of perspective and emphasis, not to mention delivery, but she was still constrained by what actually happened. Now she wondered what

took place within the walls of this prison. How many stories had unfolded in the walls of Bellatrix? 

Whenever she visited a new location, this question occurred to her. 

If she drove by a high school, she had to wonder how many girls and boys had fallen in love there. 

If she sat in a movie theater, how many people had decided to get divorced while watching a movie in that exact seat? How many people had decided to quit their jobs or realized that they needed to make some fundamental change? 

There was so much drama out in the world, and most of it was unseen. Chloe didn't believe in ghosts or psychics, but it was easy for her to imagine some psychological echo in places where something really good or really bad happened. 

All of this reminded her how small she was. 

That same sensation crept through her as she kept driving. 

Pretty soon, the prison loomed over her. This place was massive. 

At the first gate, she slowed. At the same time, she couldn't help but notice the signs that warned her to follow all instructions. 

The guards along the walls and manning the gates carried live ammunition. 

Somehow, Chloe suspected that wasn't an idle threat. 

Easing up on the gas, she rolled toward the gate, came to a stop, and a tall woman stepped out of the small building. "Do you have an appointment to speak with someone?" 

"Warden Aaliyah Montoya," Chloe said as she did her best not to act intimidated by the woman standing just outside of her sedan or the pistol in the holster on her hip. 

"Drive down the main strip, turn right, and you’ll see the administrative office. Don't go anywhere else. Understand?" 

"Yes, I understand," 

A few minutes later, she parked, and she enjoyed the cold air as it splashed across her face. She scurried inside, close the door behind her, and she found herself in a small waiting area. 

There was a boy in a blue jumpsuit with a black, leather collar around his neck. He was a prisoner? 

"Hello?" Chloe said. 

"Hello, ma'am," he said. "How may I serve you?" 

The journalist blinked again. Yes, she saw humble and deferential boys out in public all the time, but this was different. The phrasing had been tweaked just a tiny bit, and she liked it. 

Then again, she reminded herself that he was a prisoner, and he was being trained for this. Somehow, that made it seem somewhat unfair. "I'm here to see the warden," Chloe said. 

"Yes, ma'am.” He immediately jumped up onto his feet, and he motioned for her to step over toward the door. A second later, he opened it for her, guide her down the hallway, and he escorted her to a set of double doors. They looked impressive, like they were made from oak or mahogany or something. 

He knocked quietly, opened the door, and said, "Ma’am, the reporter is here to see you." 

"Excellent," came the answer. 

"You can go in," said the assistant boy. 

Chloe stepped past and into a large, impressive office. There was plenty of space with several couches, a large desk, and doors that lead into other rooms? 

"Most of the staff here have separate apartments on site," 

Montoya explained. “It makes it easier for the guards since the commute would get pretty difficult." 

"Efficient," Chloe said with a nod. 

"If you like, I can show you the apartments later." 

"That would be nice." 

"But first, I think you and I need to talk." 

"Sure," Chloe said because she was a guest and she didn't want to kicked out. 

"First off, I want to know your point of view. We talked about this a little bit, but I guess I'm not sure whether or not I should trust you. I understand how powerful a story can be, and I am very protective of my boys." 

"You mean your prisoners?" Chloe wanted to ask. 

Understanding this question would be impolitic, she nodded instead. 

"I hope you don't mind, but I did a little bit of research on you. You've been promoted quickly. You clearly know what you're talking about, plus you have a lot of training." 

"I'm passionate about my job," Montoya agreed with a nod of her head. "This is something that's really important to understand. I don't do this for the money. The pay is decent, I must admit, but I'm here because this is an important part of society. It's something we don't like to think about. We have these disobedient boys who have stepped out of line and have made mistakes. That said, I don't want to write them off or just leave them imprisoned forever." 

"So what is your goal?" 

"Rehabilitation. I want to see every boy in my custody retrained. I want them all down on their knees, ready and eager to serve their superiors." 

Chloe kept her expression neutral, but she nodded nonetheless like she agreed. At the same time, she didn't know how she was supposed to feel about this approach to society. Female supremacy was obviously good for her. She wanted more power. 

She loved knowing she didn't have to argue with a bunch of dumbass journalists who thought being a reporter was too rough for the average woman. Better yet, since so many men had been demoted, fired, or laid off, that make more room for her. She understood the conflict of interest here, but maybe a few of those boys should have been given a second chance? This was a question she occasionally wondered about. 

"How do you feel about that? Are you a female supremacist?" 

"I voted for the president," Chloe said honestly. "That said, I have only been reading about the criminal justice system for a couple of days, so I don't think I'm really qualified to have any informed opinions." 

"A fair answer," Montoya replied with a nod of her head. "So tell me again, what drew you to my facility?" 

"You have my brother," Chloe said. 

"Do you think his sentence was unfair?" 

Chloe opened her mouth; it would have been so easy to answer way too fast. "When I first heard about it, yes. I thought it was unfair." 

"Now? Have you decided your brother was a misogynistic brat who needs to be trained and reformed?" Montoya asked. As she

spoke, she leaned back in her seat, and she touched her fingertips together. 

Right then and there, Chloe could have lied. A dozen different possibilities popped into her head, but she suspected Montoya was the kind of woman who could read people. That's why she said, "No. 

When I first heard about his incarceration, I didn't understand. Since then, I have been reading about these reforms, and now I don't have an opinion. I'm…" Chloe paused. "I'm still trying to figure it out. That's partially why I want to write this article." 

"I could kick you out right now," Montoya said. 

This was both a test and an assertion of her authority. Chloe had to agree, "You can. You can have the kicked out at any moment." 

"Good. I just wanted to make sure we understand one another. I'm a big fan of the First Amendment, but there are limitations on every freedom." 

"You want to make sure that I'm not here to attack your facility," Chloe acknowledged. "But I'm also not going to lie. Like I told you before, I’m not going to write a puff piece or some glob of propaganda. If I see something unethical, I’m going to report it." The journalist braced herself for some counter argument or maybe even a threat. 

"Fair enough," Montoya said. "But I do ask that you take your time. This can't be rushed." 

"Agreed." 

"So what do you think of male servitude?" 

"What does that mean exactly?" 

"All around at this facility, the men are trained. They cook, clean, and provide most of the services necessary to from this facility. Obviously, they're under constant supervision, but we use these boys as we teach them." 

"That's pretty standard," Chloe said. "But I get the impression that you have something else in mind?" 

"Because I do," Montoya replied. Rather than expand on this point, Montoya leaned forward, she rested her elbows on her desk, and she asked, "What do you think of corporal punishment?" 

"Generally speaking, I think it's a bad idea." 

"Why?" Montoya leaned back again. At the same time, there was the spirit of a smile playing along her lips. 

"I guess I just think you should be able to reason with people." 

"Are boys people?" Montoya asked. 

"Yeah, obviously." 

Montoya cocked her head to the side. "Why is that obvious? 

Did you know, for centuries, there were male scholars who questioned whether or not women should be considered people? 

Even the scholars and researchers who accepted the premise that men and women come from the same species, female inferiority was taken as a given. It wasn't even something they needed to prove or debate. They simply saw it as true. It makes me wonder if maybe they were projecting their own deficiencies as they conducted their research." 

"So what? They're inferior, so that makes it okay to hurt them?" 

"When it's for their own good, yes." Montoya only paused for a fraction of a second before continuing, "I think we need to remember that pain can be useful. I mean, if I force these boys to exercise, that's going to hurt. They’ll experience extreme discomfort. So what if we make them crawl around? So what if we have dog shows or strap them in place and spank them?" 

"You do all of that?" Chloe almost expected some denial or for verification. 

Instead, Montoya responded with a curt nod, "Absolutely. 

These boys need to be reshaped. For far too long, these men existed in a patriarchy. They lived in a world where the male perspective was taken as the default. Not only that, they’ve absorbed these nonsensical perspectives and positions. It makes me think of when I was younger. I was in a criminal justice course, and we were talking about a stalking and harassment case. Basically, a woman was on a bus, and a man asked her for her phone number. She declined to give it to him. He followed her home. He waited outside, and she called the police. Eventually, he was arrested, but it took several days and an uproar on social media. In the meantime, this young woman was scared. She wasn't sure what she was supposed to do, especially because this man kept insisting he hadn't broken

the law." Montoya shook her head from side to side. "But the part that really pissed me off was another student in my class. You know what he said?" 

"No, what?" Chloe asked, although she suspected she could guess. 

"He said it was her fault. She had just given this guy her number, but he never would have followed her home. He acted out, but my classmate automatically blamed her. How often has that happened? How many women have been hurt or attacked, only to be faulted for what they did, said, or wore? It’s like men are only responsible for their positive contributions, never the destructive or damaging choices  they make." 

"Are the prisoners here that bad?" Without thinking, Chloe had to add, "My brother isn't like that. He can be arrogant at times, but he is willing to listen to women. He's never been a really bad sexist." 

"But it sounds like he has been a sexist," Montoya pointed out. Before Chloe could answer, the warden continued, "It sounds like you’re going easy on him." 

"No, I don't think so." 

"Really? You say that he’s willing to listen to women? You tell me that he's never been a really bad sexist? Doesn't that imply that he has teased you in the past? Maybe he has mocked you for your ambitions? That's how it usually works with brothers, isn't it?" 

"Like you said," Chloe defended herself, "He's my brother. 

That's normal." 

"But it shouldn't be," Montoya replied with seemingly perfect confidence. As she spoke, she made it sound like she was talking about a fundamental fact, some basic principle of reality. "As your brother, he should have supported you. He should have been able to accept his own inferiority." 

"He's older than me. I don't think that would ever happen." 

"Why not?" Montoya asked. "Seriously, why can't boys be raised to acknowledge their own limitations? For decades, boys were raised to pursue science and engineering while girls were taught they should try to get married. That dynamic needs to be reversed. 

Boys should understand how they belong on their knees. And yes, a

little sister may not be as mature or as well-developed, but that won't matter. She will exceed him eventually. It doesn't matter how smart he might be for a boy; she will have so much more potential. He needs to accept that. One way or another, he needs to learn to defer to her because she will be in charge. She will be one of the women who will push society forward, and he can help or he can be punished and help eventually anyway." 

Chloe dipped her head down. She was smiling, but she didn't want to the warden to see. 

"Do you think this is funny?" Rather than coming off as offended, Montoya sounded genuinely curious. 

"It just sounds strange," Chloe replied. "Don't get me wrong. 

Obviously, I follow the news, and I have heard a lot of the speeches. 

It's just hard for me to believe female supremacy could spread that far. You are talking about altering the basic fabric of family structures throughout the country." 

"Societies change," Montoya replied. "Which reminds me, would you like to see one of our boys get punished?" She pulled back her sleeve, glanced down at her watch, and nodded. 

"What's going to happen?" Chloe asked. 

"You’ll get to see for yourself," Montoya answered. 



The two women headed through the facility. They walked down some of the secondary corridors. There were larger hallways filled with prison cells, but the prison's major arteries were all mirrored by ancillary passageways. In the event of an emergency, the women could retreat to these areas, and the boys wouldn't be able to follow. 

"All of the men at this prison are locked in chastity belts. The chastity belts can be used to administer electrical shocks." 

"Isn't that kind of cruel?" Chloe asked. 

"Not at all," Montoya replied as though she had expected this question. By this point, Chloe had become hopelessly lost as they made one turn after another. Again, the reporter marveled at how large this facility was. It looked big from the outside, but navigating the different sections made her realize just how expensive a place

like this could be. "First, the boys are only punished if they misbehave." 

Chloe wasn't so sure about that, especially because she understood that people could be cruel and vicious. Many of the women who worked here might decide they simply liked making the boys suffer and to twitch. It wasn't hard to imagine them finding excuses to discipline the boys. Was that happening to her brother? 

Her insides twisted, and she could feel herself start to think that maybe she really did need to work hard to expose this place and get him out. 

"Second," Montoya continued, apparently heedless of Chloe second thoughts, "It's good for them. Their chastity belts have several advantages. They are equipped with GPS trackers, they can be used to administer electrical shocks, and they can also be geo-fenced. Basically, the boys aren't able to travel to specific areas within the facility." 

"Right." 

Montoya kept going, "Plus, there is the benefit of chastity itself." 

"Really? Wouldn't that make the men frustrated? Angry?" 

"That's an old way of thinking," Montoya pointed out, although her tone remained somewhat gentle. "For a very long time, we used to tell ourselves that men were men and they needed sexual release or bad things would happen. But really, that was just the patriarchy talking. Men convinced themselves that their libidos should serve as a justification for anything. As long as he was horny, he claimed to be dumb, which somehow exculpated him." The warden shook her head from side to side. "It's nonsense. It's a lot better for the boys to struggle. They need to understand that erections and orgasms are rewards. When they cooperate or behave, we can let them out for a little while. But they need to earn it. They aren't entitled to pleasure. 

They are entitled to obedience. And through obedience, they can satisfy their superiors who will in turn give them what they deserve." 

"I see…" Chloe replied as the warden raised her watch up to a black center panel built into another set of double doors, only these looked like they were made out of metal. 

The doors opened a second later, and that's when Chloe heard a grunt made of frustration and pain. 

"What did you say to me?" came the singsong voice of one of the guards. She wore a uniform similar to the warden's, only hers wasn't as elaborate. 

"Chloe," Montoya said, dropping her voice to a whisper. "This is Officer Danielle." 

Officer Danielle had black hair tied back into a severe bun. 

Some of her hair, however, had fallen loose and now curved along her for head. She didn't seem to notice as she tightened her grip on the paddle in her hand. 

Chloe's eyes, however, drifted over to the naked boy. Well, he was mostly naked. There was a black, leather band around his neck and a metal belt encircling his waist. For just a second, the reporter wondered if maybe this would be Nick. But no, this boy had rounder cheeks, a broader build, and sandy blonde hair. 

Officer Danielle ignored the newcomers for just a moment. 

Instead, she demanded, "Tell me. What did you say to me? Go on, boy. You can do it." 

The boy growled something back, but the words were incoherent. That's why Officer Danielle slapped his backside with the paddle, bringing it down hard and fast. Chloe watched, and she expected herself to flinch. Instead, she started to salivate. She could hardly believe her body reacted like this, especially when her pulse quickened. She stared on, and there was something so strange about this. The boy's muscles twitched against his bench as he struggled to break free, but he was trapped. Not only that, he grunted and growled out those sounds of desperation. He made the noises of a trapped animal. Yes, he still wanted to think of himself as a predator, but he had been captured, and now this woman could do whatever she wished with him. 

It was primal—and enticing. 

"I'm not going to say it!" 

"Yes, you will," Officer Danielle insisted. She came up behind him and stroked his backside like he had been reduced to the status of a beloved pet. Her touch was gentle. Her fingers lightly glided along his reddened skin. The boy shivered. He grunted again, and

Chloe couldn't help but notice the slight shift in the timbre of his voice...almost like he enjoyed this attention. 

"Go on, boy. You know you want to do it. We both know you're going to break. You have been here before, Prisoner 417." 

"Please…" 

"Tell me. What did you say to me?" 

"Nothing. I didn't say anything," he protested. His voice strained now. It was impossible to miss that fear even as she continued to tease him. "Please. Please, I'm sorry. Please, can't I just apologize? It was a mistake, okay? I just whispered it under my breath. I didn't even realize what I was doing!" 

She grabbed the paddle and swung down again and again. 

The crashing barrage made Chloe flinch all over again. She couldn't help herself, especially because she was the kind of woman who made her living behind the keyboard with a mouse. In theory, she understood how the world could be brutal. Fires, floods, wars, and natural disasters needed to be fought. In operating rooms, a surgeon might have to cut a patient open. She would have to make some incredibly hard decisions as she treated her patient. 

But this was different. 

Wasn't it? 

This wasn't  supposed to be necessary. 

Right? 

"I called you a bitch!" Prisoner 417 finally admitted. 

"Yes, you did," Officer Danielle agreed. “And now, do you want to apologize for that mistake? Do you want to tell me that you're just a dumb boy who lost control?" 

"Yes!" 

"Good," she said, practically purring. "Because you will get the chance in a little bit. But now, you need to learn that words and actions both have consequences. You said something inappropriate, and now you need to be disciplined. Next time, you will be less likely to say something inappropriate. You won't let your silly boy brain lead you astray, now will you?" 

Prisoner 417 sucked in a breath to say something, but he wasn't quick enough. The officer struck hard and fast, swinging her paddle down against that same spot over and over. He tried to

scramble away, but his restraints held him in place. He bucked and thrashed, but the restraints around his wrists and ankles kept trapped. She kept at it. 

Then it stopped, and she glanced over at the warden. "Do you mind if I give him what he deserves?" 

"Go for it," Montoya replied. 

"What does that mean?" Chloe asked with a whisper. 

"You'll see." 

Officer Danielle stepped back. Still outside of Prisoner 417's line of sight, she made her way back to the shelves with the paddles, whips, crops, shackles, and other implements. She opened a drawer and pulled out something that looked like a pair of panties. Chloe didn't really understand, but then Officer Danielle did something that really surprised her. She started to strip. The guard loosened her belt and pulled off her boots, her socks, her pants and her panties. Then she pulled on this other garment. It looked like it had some circular item at the center, right over her pubis. 

Next, she pulled out something that looked like curved rod. 

A dildo. 

Chloe started to blush when she recognized it. The woman slid the dildo into place on her harness. Now it looked like she had her own erection. 

"What, what are you doing?" Prisoner 417 asked. By now, he had been able to recover somewhat, and he strained to look over his shoulder. In his peripheral vision, he could probably see the smile on Warden Montoya's face, not to mention the look of confusion mourned by Chloe. 

None of the three women present offered him an answer. 

Glancing back down, Prisoner 417 pulled and twisted against his restraints, but they held him completely helpless. 

Chloe was intrigued by that. She had never seen a boy struggle so hard. Was this wrong? If so, why did she experience this little spark of excitement between her legs? It had to be something else, right? She was seeing a naked man spread out. He wasn't a perfect physical specimen, but he was still fairly attractive. His nudity was going to excite her, right? It had nothing to do with seeing him get punished? 

Officer Danielle slathered lubricant along her artificial cock. 

Then she strode over to this boy, and she positioned herself right behind him. Suddenly, he could feel her soft hands they are against his hips. 

"What, what're you doing?" 

"How long have you been in chastity?" Officer Danielle asked. 

"More than a month," he said. "It's been thirty-six days since my last release." 

Thirty-six days? Wow. Chloe marveled at this reality, especially because she remembered a party in college where a couple of guys were laughing about how they couldn't go more than a couple of hours without pleasuring themselves. All around them, the girls squealed discussed, but the boys just laughed. 

"Then I do you really want to get taken, don't you? I have this fat cock right here, and I can pump into you. You're a prisoner, and you can get used. You get one chance right now. Apologize." 

"I'm sorry!" Prisoner 417 immediately blubbered. "I'm so sorry for what I did. I messed up. Please, give me another chance. Please, just a stupid boy. I'm a dumb boy, and I don't know what I'm doing most of the time. Please, I won't make that mistake again. I swear. I will be respectful! I will be so respectful and obedient!" 

"Why?" 

"You see," Montoya whispered to her visit her, "This kind of conversation is important. This boy he needs to learn who and what he’s meant to be. He shouldn't think of himself based on a profession or his ambitions. He's a boy, and he's never going to be anything other than a boy. As a boy, it’s his obligation to serve, and there’s honor in that." 

Chloe probably should have answered, but she couldn't look away. 

"I'm just a dumb male," Prisoner 417 quickly called out. 

"Do boys deserve the right to vote?" 

"No!" 

"Should they be allowed to drive?" asked the guard. 

"No!" Prisoner 417 called out again with the same note of desperation reverberating through his answer. 

"Should boys be owned? Should they be treated like slaves?" 

"Yes! Please make me into a slave. Just don’t do this. Please, don't!" he sounded so desperate, but it was too late. 

Officer Danielle had already made up her mind. Holding on tight to his sides, she shoved forward, and she penetrated him, making him cry out. His eyes bulged while Chloe leaned forward. 

She wasn't sure what she expected to do, say or where she should’ve aimed her eyes. And yet, she watched this man get taken and violated, and there it was again, that strange tickle of arousal. 

"Would you like to penetrate him?" Montoya asked. 

"No!" Chloe quickly blurted out. She knew she should focus on the warden and stop watching this, but something compelled her to drink in every detail. Moment by moment, she continued to watch. 

As hard as she tried, she just couldn't look away. 



Eventually, Nick calmed down. 

Officer Jessica came back for him. She collared him, leashed him, and ordered him to get dressed. He obeyed under her watchful gaze. Eventually, she took him back to his cell. Locked in his chastity cage, he knew he had to check. He needed to understand exactly what this thing was. 

Up until now, he had tried to deny the power it held over him. 

But as he paced back and forth, he kept thinking about that arousal. 

He couldn't block it out or hide from it. The desires pulsed through his frame. Every time he inhaled, flexing muscle, or took a breath, it was right there. 

Heat. Yearning. Need. 

Nick eventually went up to the bars, and he peered down to the left, then the right as far as he could see. He strained as he listened for the telltale sound of boots clicking against the concrete floor. 

After several more seconds, he decided this might be the best time. After licking his bottom lip, he slipped his hands down into his pants, and he tugged on the chastity belt. He felt for the square edges of the locks. They were right there. As his fingers traced to those contours, he immediately thought of Officer Jessica again. 

She had teased him and tormented him. She had brought him to the edge of an orgasm over and over, only to leave him there, 

strapped to the wall. And now, his cock strained against its own small prison, and he couldn't do anything. Even when he tried to tear the belt from one side or the other, it just tugged and pressed against the base of his shaft. Locking his teeth and growling, he decided he needed to hit something. He rushed over to one of the walls, he brought up his fists, and then he stopped at the last minute. 

Knowing his luck, he would probably just break his hand or something. No, it was better to remain quiet despite the angry inferno swirling in his chest. 

He needed to remain calm and rational. 

That's why he went back over to his cot, lowered himself down, and closed his eyes. On his back, he attempted to relax. He didn't necessarily know much about meditation, but he tried to lose himself to random thoughts. First, he concentrated on work. 

He considered different companies as investments. If he had to buy something, what would he purchase? Shares in a telecom company? And oil conglomerate? Was he more interested in tech or consumer goods? 

Only then he started to think of sitting at his cubicle and how a woman could appear. It would be Officer Jessica, but she would be wearing a little black skirt, a white blouse with the top three buttons undone, and her hair would be tied back into a pair of pigtails. She would come up to him, and he would…

No! 

Grunting, Nick tried to roll over onto his side. He nearly pulled his knees up to his chest. Again, he was tempted to lose himself to the darkness of his eyelids because he didn't want to think about his

"chaperone". He hated how that made him sound like some little kid or maybe a damsel from some bygone era. 

His nostrils twitched again and again. 

Before he could stop himself, he got up. He strode back and forth again, and now he lowered himself down. He braced his palms on the concrete floor, he started doing push-ups. Pretty soon, his skin was hot, and he stopped thinking. He channeled all of that frustrated energy into his muscles as he lowered himself down, pushed up, and enjoyed it the burning exhaustion as he exerted himself. 

"Hey, Nick." 

"What?" growled the former analyst. 

"Did you hear about Shawn?" 

"Who?" 

"Prisoner 417," Samuel said, although he was careful to keep his voice at a stage whisper. Nick had no idea whether or not the inmates were allowed to talk to one another. Then again, the rules seemed arbitrary since the women could punish these boys however they wanted whenever they liked without any kind of justification. 

 We're boys. We don't have any rights, do we? As far as they're concerned, we need to be trained. We might as well be livestock. We're here to be domesticated.  As those angry thoughts flashed through his brain, he kept pushing up, again and again. By now, he had lost count, and he had to drop himself down onto his stomach. He rolled over onto his side and enjoyed the chance to rest. 

"His chaperone messed with him." 

"What," Nick panted out, "What does that mean?" 

"Sorry, I forgot you're new. Are you familiar with pegging?" 

"Not really," he answered, although his gut tightened as an image popped into his head. 

"Basically, a girl puts on a harness and a dildo, and she fucks the guy." 

"This was a punishment?" 

"Yup." 

"And how did you hear about it?" 

"The guards like the rumors to spread." 

"So you’re cooperating?" 

"We need to talk about something, don't we?" 

"Right," Nick acknowledged. After all, why had he bothered doing push-ups in the first place? He needed a distraction. That's why he sat up, shook his head, and demanded, "How do you do this? Seriously, how do you take this? These girls are trying to brainwash us!" 

"They are," Samuel agreed. 

"So what? We just let it happen? Is that it?" 

"Keep your voice down," Samuel told him. 

Nick parted his lips, and he wanted to say something. He itched to snap back with one sharp retort or another, only he knew that his neighbor was right. Samuel had been here longer. Besides, Nick had already been taken to the Restraint Room once. 

He hated to face it, but a little shiver of fear sprinted down his spine as he imagined going back there again. He could picture Officer Jessica holding onto his leash, making him crawl, and giggling as she guided him. For her, it was going to be a game. He was a toy, and she intended to amuse herself. 

"You're right. Sorry," Nick finally forced himself to say. 

"No, it's okay. I get it. It's scary. I mean, you're not wrong about them." 

"There has to be something we can do." 

"Maybe there is," Samuel replied. 

"What?" 

"Quiet," Samuel called out. 

Nick froze, held his breath, and listened. Only a few seconds later, he heard a door open. How had Samuel known? Intuition? Or maybe he just knew which telltale hints might indicate a woman was on her way down the corridor. 

Seconds later, Officer Jessica appeared in front of him. She held her hands behind her back and leaned forward. For a moment, she seemed coquettish, innocent, and sweet. But then he remembered her fingers playing along his genitals. She had teased and stimulated him. Worse, his eyes jumped down to the baton haying at her waist. She didn't have to rely on her smart watch. 

"Are you ready to get to work?" Officer Jessica asked. 

That afternoon, she assigned him to one of the work crews. 

They mopped floors, swept, and emptied trash cans. It was dirty work, but it could have been far worse, he knew. Officer Jessica and several other women watched his crew. They made sure the boys didn't get distracted, although one of the guards walked up to a boy as he bent over to pick something up. She grabbed his ass and pinched. 

When he tried to pull away, the girl just laughed. "What's wrong? You were doing a good job. Besides, you’ve got such a tight backside." She parted her lips and ran the tip of her tongue along the

edges of her teeth as she studied him. The boy turned around and muttered something. 

"What was that?" asked the guard. As her colleagues watched and chuckled, the boy pushed his shoulders up against the wall as he tried to hide from her. 

"Nothing," he said quickly. 

"Are you sure about that? Because right now, it looks you like don't like the idea of getting pinched. Is that it? Are you shy?" As all of this transpired, Nick felt like he should try to intervene. But what could he do or say? At the same time, he glanced up. Officer Jessica turned her gaze in his direction for just a second. He quickly focused his attention on the floor as he continued to clean. 

"No. I'm not shy." 

"I'm glad to hear it," the guard said to this boy. "So turn around, put your hands on the wall, and spread your legs." 

"Why?" 

His question was a mistake because the guard grabbed her baton, jabbed it up against his thigh, and he cried out. It seemed like his knees might buckle at any second, but then she pulled the rod back, and she asked, "Do I need to do that again?" She made it sound like a simple question with an unimportant answer. 

"No!" 

"Good," she replied. "Then I expect you to turn around, put your hands on the wall, and spread your legs." 

The boy turned around slowly. He obeyed, bracing his palms and fingertips against the concrete surface even as he spread his legs by her command. The other guards were chuckling, Officer Jessica included. These young women were enjoying themselves. 

They had these boys here, and they could play with them and play with them however they saw fit. 

Again and again, Nick told himself he needed to do something. Maybe he could say something? Maybe he could distract her? 

Each time he raised his eyes, he saw the batons. He also knew about their watches. Those women could punish him with hardly any effort. And even then, what else might Officer Jessica do. 

Right then and there, he just wanted to avoid her attention. His heart kicked faster, his chest locked, and he kept working. 

"When a woman pays attention to you," said the guard, "you should feel grateful. You should feel  lucky. I mean, I'm basically paying you a compliment. I'm telling you that you’re interesting. I'm telling you that you're worth my time." She turned back to her friends for just a moment even as she continued to lecture this boy, "That's a good thing. I know you're just a silly boy, but you should understand that. Besides, they can be worse for you." Nick heard whispers about the guys who were punished with the plumbing detail, whatever that meant. He promised himself he wasn't going to find out. 

"I, I understand," said the boy even as he continued to face the wall. 

"I don't think you do," she said. "I don't think you realize what all of this means or entails. Like if a woman decides to give you a quick spanking, how should you feel?" 

"Like I made a mistake and I should do better?" 

The guards chuckled again. The woman reached up, she grabbed him by his collar, and she pulled. He maintained his position with his fingers pushed against the concrete wall, only now the leather duck down against his throat, making it harder for him to breathe. She held him like that for several seconds, "No." 

Then the guard let him go. "No," she repeated. "That's not how this works. When a woman gives you a quick spanking, it's a compliment. She's telling you that she thinks you're cute. A firm, open palm slap on the behind tells a boy that he has been obedient or sweet or smart for a male. That's what you want, isn't it?" 

"Yes," he said, his voice trembling. 

"Good," she said. She started to step away, only to spin around and smack his backside. With the layers of his underwear and pants between her hand in his skin, it probably didn't sting. And yet, the other women burst out laughing. Up until now, they had tried to keep their snickers, giggles, and titters to themselves. Now they laughed at him, and the boy's cheeks blazed a bright shade of red. 

He obviously hated this with every fiber of his being, but there was nothing he could do to stop her. There was nothing any of them can do…

"Get back to work," she commanded next. 

Nick had never technically stopped, but now he sped up. 

Over the next few minutes, all of the guards seemed to follow some unseen cue or training protocol. They ordered the boys to go faster and faster as they swept and mopped the floors. The surfaces were already clean, but that wasn't good enough for these women. 

And when the boys didn't go fast enough, they got shocked. 

At first, Nick told himself he was going to do a good job. Sure, the idea of cooperating grated against his ego and self-respect, but at least he could assert some kind of control, right? If he did a good job, then he could protect himself. 

But this wasn't about fairness or justice. It wasn't a meritocracy either. 

As near as he could tell, he was doing an excellent job, but then one of the guards strode up to him. "You missed a spot," she said to him. He tightened his grip on the broom, glanced around, and quickly asked, "Where?" 

"This isn't an office, boy. You don't get to ask follow-up questions. When a woman tells you that you messed up, you apologize, and you do it again." 

He turned around to face her. His back was straight, and his eyes probably seemed fierce and confident. None of that would do. 

The woman, a guard whose name he didn't even know, brought her baton up. She moved fast, just a blur of motion. Nick didn't even get the opportunity to consider what he was supposed to do. Then the prongs pushed up against his shirt, and she jabbed him on the left side of his torso. She struck the button, and the electricity flared. It shot through the fabric of his uniform, flared into his skin, and knocked him away. 

The next thing he knew, Nick was down on his back, looking up at this woman. 

She had shiny black hair, and she smirked down at him as she rested a boot on his chest. "What're you going to do, prisoner?" 

"Sweep," he said quickly, gasping out the word. 

"And?" 

Nick furrowed his brows as he tried to understand. He scrambled for the right answer, but he couldn't think of it right away. 

She pushed extra weight down against his chest, making it impossible for him to take a breath. As she shoved her weight down, he started to wonder if she might break a rib…

"What else do you have to do?" 

Still struggling to breathe, he turned his head, and he saw Officer Jessica. At first, she was grinning and chuckling with the others, but his eyes locked on her face, and her expression settled for just a moment. She seemed amused, but it also looked like she wanted to do something. Help him, maybe? Her lips shaped some sounds, but she didn't voice a word as her mouth moved:  Obey. 

"I have to obey!" Nick gasped out. 

"Good," said the guard. She pulled her boot off of his chest, and he scrambled back up onto his feet. He grabbed his broom, and he started to sweep that same spot from before. It didn't look like he missed any specks of dust or dirt, but that didn't matter. A woman had told him what to do, so now he obeyed. 



After his assigned time with his work crew, Nick found himself leashed once again. He was following Officer Jessica. It was taking time, but he was developing a sense of the facility. Without her help, he still would have gotten hopelessly lost, but he could tell they were headed back to his cell. Then he saw Samuel on his cot, and they kept walking past the next cage...his cell. 

...So where were they going? 

Nick wasn't sure he wanted to ask. If he did, would he get in trouble? 

They headed down to another door with a red light set above it, she opened it by raising her smart watch to one of the sensor panels, and he heard a quiet click. In that same instant, the red light turned green, and she opened the door. Most of the prison looked the same: iron bars, concrete floors and matching walls. In here, there was blue industrial carpeting. Not only that, he saw paintings? 

Slowing down for a moment as he considered one work of art to his right. Still holding onto his leash, Jessica didn't seem to mind. 

The painting was strange but beautiful. At first, he thought it was just abstract, a series of random lines and curves, all made of shifting shades of red, orange and white. But as he stared, he

realized something: there was the image of a wolf. His eyes continued to adjust, he found the patterns, and he saw the tigress on top, pinning the canine, holding him down. 

"What do you think of it?" 

"It's art," he said. At the same time, it had been a while since he had been able to enjoy anything like this. 

Out in the rest of the world, he was bombarded with works of art. Just walking down the street meant seeing different signs with different fonts and colors, almost all of which called out for his attention. When he went online, he saw different ads, models, expressions, words and phrases often put together creatively. 

While working as an analyst, Nick hadn't thought much of painters or any artist for that matter. As far as he had been concerned, the market was saturated. There were so many creators out in the world that it didn't matter. Individual pieces were meaningless set against the constant noise. 

But now he slowed down and stopped. He watched this piece, and some part of him knew he could be punished for hesitating like this, but he still didn't want to look away. 

"This is one of my favorite pieces," Officer Jessica said to him. 

"What does it mean?" 

"A wolf trapped underneath the tigress? Here? You can't figure it out?" Officer Jessica chuckled, "It's not an especially subtle message." 

Nick decided not to say anything. 

Officer Jessica told him, "It's a reminder for us. Personally, I think it's getting a little bit close to propaganda, but maybe we should just think of it as a motivational poster instead? You boys are wolves, and you need to be trained. In time, we can turn you into eager dogs

—pets who are obedient and beloved. We are the tigers. We are bigger, stronger, and faster." 

He glanced over at this petite girl, and he knew he was tolerant probably weighed significantly more than her. If they were going to wrestle, he would have been able to beat her easily. 

Or maybe not, he thought. Considering she probably had extensive training, Jessica could probably not him down onto his butt in a few seconds even if she didn't have her baton or smart watch. 

The thought sent a shiver running down his back because it meant that these women wouldn't have to rely on their technology. At the same time, he wondered if he was maybe overestimating her? 

Before Nick could come up with an answer, Officer Jessica continued, "It's our job to hold you here. We will hold you and tame you." 

"It's a beautiful picture," he said. 

"It is," she agreed after a few seconds. "It says something interesting, and I personally like the colors. But right now, we have something else to do." 

"Can I ask what?" Nick hated the humility in his voice, but she pulled on his leash and strode ahead. 

"It's time for a shower," she said. 



At first, Nick had no idea what she meant. A shower? 

There were communal showers, he knew. So what were they doing here in this hallway? Not only that, she held up her wrist again to another sensor panel, and another red light turned green. She stepped inside at this chamber, and he found himself looking around a living room? It wasn't especially large, but it was definitely nicer than what he had enjoyed before his arrest. 

"Come along," she said. 

He glanced over at the window. There was a beautiful view of the trees and mountains. She pulled on his leash, guiding him toward another doorway. Then he looked around, and he had to ask, 

"Is this your bedroom?" 

"It is," she said. 

He couldn't help but notice the shackles dangling from the bedposts. 

"Sometimes I like to have company here," she said, and now her eyes smoldered as she studied him. "Strip, boy." 

A nervous gulp ran down his throat, but he complied. Nick started to strip. He had done this before in front of her, only now he had no idea what she intended. His shaft twitched its cage. He hated that! He didn't want his body to react; he didn’t want the hope to flood through his body. 

She detached his collar, and he pulled off his shirt, his pants, his shoes, socks, and underwear. Soon, he was naked, and he stood there. Because she could, she reattached his leash and tied it one of the bedposts. His lips tightened into a pout, but she just smirked at him. Then she did something he didn't expect. She started to undress as well. The moisture drained away from his mouth, and his shaft definitely strained against its container, but he knew he wouldn't be able to break free. 

She pulled off her vest, her shirt, her boots, and her pants. 

Soon, she was down to a dark red pair of panties and a matching bra. He saw her, and he drank in every detail. 

After a few more seconds, he finally pushed his eyes back down to the floor because he knew he might get in trouble for staring. Technically, there wasn't a rule staring, but did that matter? 

"Unhook my bra," she commanded as she turned around. 

He came closer. He had to strain a little bit against the leash, but he didn't mind. His fingers shook as he reached up for that clasp. 

He pulled the hook free, and then she turned around as her bra fell away. He saw her breasts, and he still didn't know where to look or what he was supposed to do. 

"Why am I here?" Nick asked. At the same time, he had to struggle so hard to push away those desires that kept spinning and fluttering through his body. He couldn't help himself! She was beautiful. He desperately wished he could reach up and glide his fingers along her mounds. He wanted to touch her. All of his barely suppressed urges from before the roared back. It felt like an inferno blazed somewhere within his chest as his shaft continued to struggle futilely against the contours of his chastity belt. 

"I'm going to take a shower," she said. "And I want you to bathe me. If you do a very good job, I  might decide to play with you." 

The officer untied the leash from the bedposts, wrapped it around her wrist, and she pulled before strolling away. 

Second by second, he followed her into the bathroom. 

Casually, she turned on the shower, and jets of hot water started shooting down against at the tiled floor. She tilted her head back and smiled at him. "Would you like to help me wash?" 

"Yes," he said. Even as he spoke, he had to hope. There was this deep yearning within his chest, only it flared into his cock and out along his arms and legs. His throat tightened again, but she stepped underneath the water, and the liquid flattened her hair. She pulled the ties free, and she let her tresses dampen underneath the stream. She pulled on his leash, and he stepped into the shower with her. Little droplets hit his body and quickly cooled. 

"The soap dispenser is right there," she said. 

He held his hand up underneath, he pushed the button, and blue gel splashed against his palm. He rubbed his hands together after looking around for something like a sponge when he didn't see anything, he glanced back at her, and she nodded. Yes, he was going to use his hands. 

"Is this a reward?" Nick asked without thinking. 

"It could be," she said breezily. 

Her prisoner didn't quite understand, but he stood back and watched. At the same time, the desires continued to pump through his body, and he wondered if he could take advantage. Had she made a mistake? Had she messed up? For a second, he glanced down at the bubbles of soap in his hands, and he wondered if he should try to grab her. She still wore her watch, but this was a small, confined area. He could try to grab her, to demand that she give up the baton and her watch. Perhaps he would even be able to escape…

"I know what you're thinking," she said without facing him. 

Every word reverberated through the air against the sounds of the water splashing to the floor. The tiled walls created a beautifully strange resonance. "Right now, you're thinking that maybe you could attack me. You're thinking that you are this big, strong boy, so you should be able to do whatever you want." 

Yes, that was true, but he didn't answer. 

This beautiful, naked woman turned back and faced him. She ran her fingers along the top of her head. Her hair was plastered to the top of her head it, and she grinned at him. He stared at her breasts, her biceps, the contours of her neck in the curves of her cheeks. Most of all, he was held in place by the shine in her pupils. 

"It won't work," she said. "If you really feel like you have to try, then go for it. Let's see what you can do." 

Nick swallowed and shook his head. He reminded himself that he wasn't a violent person. At the same time, there was that little itch of fear deep down in his gut. Without trying, he easily envisioned three or four scenarios where he would lunch forward, and she would knock him down. She could punch him right in the nose, kick feet out from underneath him, or slam her elbow into his stomach. 

The air would get knocked from his lungs, and he would find himself down on the tiled floor with the water pooling around him. 

Or he could cooperate and get the chance to touch her. 

Those animalistic desires seemed so debased and humiliating, but at least no one else knew what he was thinking…

Only he glanced at her again, and he could tell that she knew what was going through his head. She was a guard at this facility, after all. She had been trained. More importantly, she spent time with other boys just like him. They were prisoners, and they must have had the same ideas. 

Refusing to think about this any longer, Nick stepped forward, and she raised her arms. She laced her fingers behind her head as the water continue to splash down against her neck and shoulders. 

In the meantime, he started to reach for her chest, but she shook her head, "No. Start at my neck, work your way down to my clavicles, and then he can wash my breasts." 

He was naked with her, and his cock strained. 

At the same time, Nick needed to ask himself a serious question: if someone had offered this to him, would he have willingly accepted? 

"What are you thinking?" Officer Jessica asked. 

"Do I have to tell you?" 

"You do unless you want me to punish you. Don't forget about the restraints." 

His brows tightened with confusion, but then she nodded past his shoulder. 

Tentatively, Nick turned around. He didn't know how he had missed those before, but there were indeed a set of shackles waiting

right there. They had been bolted to the wall, and now they waited for a boy just like him. 

"Why do you have those?" 

"Boys get dirty," she said as though that explained everything. 

Before he could stop himself, Nick nodded and went back to watching her. He focused on the soft contours of her wet skin. He caressed her neck, her clavicles, and then he tentatively made his way down to the outer contours of her breasts. His breathing quickened, and he stopped thinking. 

"You still haven't answered my question." 

"Nothing," he said. 

She reached up, grabbed him by his neck, and pinched just a little bit to remind him of his status. Perhaps they were sharing a moment of intimacy, but that didn't change her position or his. "Don't lie to me," she said. "I know you're a boy, and boys can be pretty empty headed, but you had something in mind. I could see it on your face. Tell me." 

Tension gathered as his throat, but she relaxed, and he confessed even as he continued to watch her. Maybe it was the fact that he now had his hands on her breasts that he could be honest. "I was wondering, if someone offered me this option, would I willingly take it?" 

"And what option is that?" Officer Jessica asked as though she didn't already know. 

He glared at her for a second or two. 

Officer Jessica knew exactly what he meant, but she still demanded to hear him say it. For a moment, he considered whether or not he should refuse. The idea appealed to him, but he pushed the prospect away. "If someone gave me the option to walk in here with you, even if I would have to wear chastity belt, but what I say?" 

"A feral boy wouldn't have any trouble deciding. He wouldn't even have to think about it," she said even as she closed her eyes, raised her chin, and enjoyed those decadent sensations. His hands continued to massage her breasts, and she didn't seem to mind his lingering touch. In fact, she opened her eyes and grinned it down at him. "He would try to hold onto his freedom. But you’re conflicted, aren't you? You don't know what you really want." 

The edges of his nostrils twitched, but Nick didn't answer. 

"Get down on your knees and wash my legs. Don't forget my feet." 

Slowly lowered himself down onto the tiles. The water sprayed against his face, but he moved his hands along her flanks, her stomach, and down toward her legs and pubis. Not only that, he noticed how her legs were slightly parted. Did she want to be touched? 

"Be thorough," she instructed. 

Nick gulped nervously, nodded, and now he moved his hands along her pubis. He stroked those soft tufts of hair, and he could hardly believe that he was this close to a woman like Jessica. He closed his eyes for just a moment, looked up along the length of her body, and he realized something. He had never fantasized about being in a position like this. Even so, his shaft twitched and struggled against at the boundaries of the chastity belt. He almost wished he could just to drop his wet, soapy hands back down to the locks and tried to tear them off. 

That wouldn't work. 

Nick understood this automatically, so instead he continued to move his hands along her thighs, up to her hips, down along her pubis, and finally he worked his way to her slit. He slipped his hands up and down along the length of her opening. Moment by moment, he expected a harsh, barked command for him to stop. Instead, he listened as she moaned. Officer Jessica braced herself against the tiled walls and spread her legs. 

"Faster," she commanded. 

Like her obedient sex slave, Nick obeyed. Yes, he knew what he was doing. He understood what he became in that moment, but he didn't care. Later on, he could try to escape. For now, he craved this experience. With the arousal pumping through his veins, he couldn't think clearly. He couldn't try to argue, fight, or resist. It almost felt like this was exactly where he belonged. 

Was she brainwashing him? Was this some kind of twisted reward? He couldn't understand it, but his mind and body craved his woman's approval. 

"Good boy," she said, gasping from one breath to the next. 

"Such a good boy. That's right. This is where you belong, isn't it? 

Yes, you like being on your knees before me. You love looking up along the length of my body." He did! Nick tried to push those thoughts and ideas aside, but he couldn't succeed. He should have been angry, especially considering her patronizing intonation, but some part of him basked in her approval, "Keep going. Touch me. 

Just a little bit deeper. That's right. Rub me. Make me feel good. 

Give me the pleasure I deserve and demand. Good boy. Keep going. 

That's right. More. Give me more. That's right give me everything you have," she commanded. 

With every passing moment, he rubbed her. He had one hand on her hip now, and he continued to stroke and caress her just as she ordered. 

"Stop," she demanded. 

Nick could hardly believe it, but he complied instantly. He pulled his hand back and just stopped, exactly because she had ordered him to. 

"Good," she said. With the water splashing down against at the floor in the hot list wafting along the air, Nick could barely think. 

But now she gave him another command, and he obeyed just as quickly, "Touch me again." 

Tentatively, almost like he was worried he might get punished, Nick reached up, and he started to stroke her some more. She arched her back and basked in the sensations coursing through her body. There was the delicious heat of the water splashing against her back and his soft ministrations. 

Nick had been in positions like this before. He had touched other women, but he had never been down on his knees, collared and locked in a chastity belt. He had never been so powerless…. 

As such, he’d never focused on a woman or her pleasure like this before. 

"Good," she said. "Now take your hand away." 

He complied. 

She pulled her right hand away from the wall, she dropped her fingers down to the curves of his head, and now she took a solid

grip. She pulled his face forward, and she kept her legs just a little bit spread. 

Suddenly, his mouth was pushed up against her opening. He had to press his tongue with more force, but he stretched the walls of her opening. He licked, and he tasted her. Despite the water rushing down along her body and against his face, he licked. He had to concentrate, to hold his breath and to pick those moments when there weren't droplets pressed between her body and his nostrils, but he licked. He licked eagerly, moving his tongue along her pussy. 

 I'm doing this to lull her into a false sense of security. I want her to think that she’s beaten me. I want her to think that she has already won! If I can make her think that I have been trained, the needy I will get an opportunity. Maybe I will be able to escape.  Nick fought hard to believe those words. Yes, they flashed behind his eyes as he kept licking, but then he glanced up at her. He saw the flat of her stomach, the curves of her breasts, and he knew that she was grinning ferociously. She was a predator, and she had caught this boy, and now she could use him as her plaything. 

From one second to the next, he served and satisfied her because he had no choice. Or did he? Nick couldn't decide. Yielding to these impulses felt amazing even as he endured the pinched confines of his belt. The physical discomfort was bad enough, but the shame scraped against his psyche because he had these other ideas. He should've been fighting. He should've argued with her. If that wouldn't work, he could have just shut his mouth, stand back, and refuse to cooperate. With non-violent resistance, he could have shown this woman—all of these women—that he wouldn't play along. He was Nick Athens, he was smart, and he wouldn't be tamed. 

Nick buried those thoughts because he couldn't bear the thought of getting shocked, chained, or punished. Some part of him may have even feared the look of disappointment that would've played along Officer Jessica's face if he attempted to defy her authority. Then he wouldn't get to taste her excitement. 

A small part of him hoped she wouldn't settle for his tongue or fingertips. 

He needed to believe she’d savor that first orgasm, demand another, take him by his collar, and command him to pleasure her. 

She would brace herself against the wall, spread her legs, and bend forward. After she unlocked him from his chastity cage, he would be able to come at her, to grab her hips, to thrust his cock deep between her legs, and to take her hard. He would pump into her. 

In those moments, he would show her just how powerful he could be. He would make this girl enjoy every thrust. He could ram her hard and fast. Despite his denial, he would hold on to those moments by controlling his breath and refusing to succumb to the temptation. These women thought they were so smart! They thought they could get away with anything! 

But maybe he would grab her by her neck. Maybe his fingers would slide along her throat, and he would show this girl what he could do. 

Yes! 

Even as his tongue continued to work and the water made it harder to breathe and impossible to see, Nick kept licking. He surrendered to those fantasies until she finally cried out. The pleasure must've exploded through her body. It must have been so intense. The sounds of her moans and screams echoed against the walls. 

With the water still splashing against her body, she nudged him back. 

Yes. This was it. He glanced up, and he could see the he dangling from the chain around her neck. He wanted to grab it so badly, but if he tried it, that would ruin his plans. His heart beat faster, and she finally asked the question he had been waiting for, "Should I let you out of your belt?" 

Nick was about to speak, but then he stopped himself an instant before it was too late. Dipping his head down, he couldn't meet her gaze. At the same time, he tried to hide that little smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. This was going perfectly! 

Feigning reluctance, he said, "That's your decision. I, I will do whatever you want." He let that little stutters looked into his voice. 

"Stand," she commanded. 

Nick obeyed it, and she grabbed him. First, she pushed him towards the following streams of water. Then she cupped his cheeks in the palms of her hands, and she kissed him. 

His body reacted instantly. The eager need flashed through his frame, right down to his cock. His manhood strained all over again, pushing against the borders of his cage. His breathing quickened. With every shallow gasp, he craved freedom. 

"Do you have anything you want to say? Do you have any demands you want to make?" Officer Jessica asked her prisoner. 

"No," he answered with a quick gasp, shaking his head from side to side. This time, he didn't have to fake his disorientation. 

Getting kissed like that triggered fresh need within him, which made it impossible to think. Putting thoughts together felt like trying to assemble a jigsaw puzzle in the middle of a firestorm. The heat splashed along his skin along with the myriad to droplets of water. 

"Good boy," she said. 

That's when she grabbed him by his wrists, shoved him back, and pushed this bully against the wall right behind him. The tiles were cold against his shoulder blades, his buttocks, and the small of his back. But then she looped to the first mechanical around his right wrist, then another around his left, and the locks engaged. When those metal clamps snapped into place, he instinctively pulled against them, only to feel his new boundaries. 

She just chained him to the wall…

Not only that, Officer Jessica edge to the tip of her tongue against one of her molars while she studied him. Her eyes were bright with amusement as she enjoyed the sight of this wet, naked slave in front of her. 

"Beg for me to unlock you," she said. 

Which you really do it? Maybe she just wanted to humiliate him again. Perhaps she liked the idea of taking this young man, someone who had once been an analyst at a powerful investment firm, and forcing him to plead for something he could never have. 

There was something mischievous or maleficent in her expression, he thought. Then again, it was hard for him to discern the truth one way or the other, so Nick pulled in another breath of air, he glanced up at her timidly, and he said, "Please. Please, unlock

me. Please, I can't take this. Please, you kissed me, and it felt so good. You allowed me to wash your breasts, to touch you all over, and I…I..." As hard as he tried, he couldn't seem to finish that simple idea. 

With a giggle, she kissed him again. At the same time, she slid her hands along his sides. She toyed with his nipples, she stroked the edges of his collar, and she pinched at his shoulders, his biceps, then his forearms. She laced her fingers through his and pushed her palms against Nick's. With every second, she savored the access she enjoyed it to his body! 

Nick wasn't allowed any personal boundaries. Officer Jessica could touch him however she wanted. And now she rubbed herself against him. 

Next, she stepped back, and she said, "Keep begging." 

He didn't understand what she was going to do it first, not until she brought her left hand up to her right breast. At the same time, she slid her other hand between her legs. With her two middle fingers, along her upas and down toward her slit. Her fingers darted along her pussy as he started to speak, "Please. Please, I can't take this. Please, unlock me. Please, if you like going crazy! I have never been this turned on before! Please! It's not fair!" 

She stopped, her eyes opened, and she glared at him, "It's not fair? Is that really what you just said, boy? Remember, Prisoner 616, I'm in charge, so I decide what they are." 

Instantly recognizing his mistake, he jerked his head down and up and babbled out, "Yes. Yes, you're right. I'm sorry. It's just, I'm a boy dumb boy, and I can't think clearly right now!" Nick growled through those words, so she smirked, closed her eyes, and resumed her masturbation. 

Jagged jealousy flared through his body. He thought he could feel it in his wrists, his arms, his ankles and legs. It seemed to poke and prod into him from every angle all at once. The words tumble from his mouth, but he jerked against to the shackles and of those short chains. "Please. Please, let me touch you. Please, I can pleasure you. Please, just let me out of the chastity cage! Let me out of this stupid belt." 

He messed up again. 

"That belt is not stupid," she told him. "In fact, you  love wearing it. Say it." 

His eyes widened, his fingers flared outward, and he held the chains taut as he kept pulling. Despite all of this, Nick dipped his head down again. He hated giving this young woman what she demanded, but he had to indulge her whims. If he failed to do so, then she might just finish. Perhaps she would decide he didn't deserve her personal attention. 

"I…" Nick had to close his mouth and try again. "I love wearing it. I love wearing the chastity belt." 

"Good boy," she said. She closed her eyes again, and she told him, "I love that look of desperation on your face, Nick. You look so sweet when you're struggling. There's something so amazing and innocent about a boy who hasn't quite yet embraced female supremacy, but I think you're close. Are you close, boy?" 

"Yes," he told her. 

"Tell me how much you want out of the belt...even if you love it." 

"Yes. I want out of the belt. I want the chance to serve you and to pleasure you. Please, please let me out of the chastity belt? 

Please, I'm powerless. I can't get it off on my own. Only you can do that!" 

She arched her back, grinned, and cried out. With the tension flaring along her petite frame, she embraced that pleasure as she savored her orgasm. She could have as many as she wanted. She was in charge. 

And now she exhaled, stared forward, and pulled the key from around her neck. Her wet hair slapped against the nape of her neck, but she opened the lock on his right, then the lock on his left. 

At the same time, her eyes continued to shine with a vibrant excitement. 

She pulled the belt away, and suddenly his shaft was no longer confined by the strict boundaries. His member rose to the erect position in less than two seconds. The stiffness felt so good. 

He had never enjoyed this kind of animalistic rigidity. As far as he was concerned, an erection was just the prelude to something so much more intense. 

She leaned in, kissed him, and he pressed his mouth to hers. 

While their lips flirted and danced against one another, she reached down and stroked his cock. She played with his balls. 

Nick had no idea how long this point on. Just a few seconds? 

Long, delicious minutes? 

It was impossible for this disoriented boy to tell. 

Either way, it couldn't last forever. Officer Jessica pulled away, and she smirked. There was something about the little divot in her brows that made it clear she was enjoying herself. "I know you've only been here for a short time, but I think you have a lot of potential, Prisoner 616. Nick, you can be such a good boy. You're smarter than a lot of the guys here. You're special." 

"Thank you," he said. At the same time, he still pushed his chest outward. It was obvious what he wanted, but she wasn't about to give it to him, not quite yet…

"But I'm not going to use you like that until I’m convinced." 

"Convinced?" 

"Tell me about female supremacy." 

At once, the words tumbled out of his mouth, "Female supremacy is an ideology. It's the correct ideology." There. He said it. 

Not only that, he said it without thinking. What did that mean? Did he really believe this? 

Nick couldn't tell. But like so many other boys out the world, getting horny meant losing a few IQ points. The world shifted as he struggled to comprehend what all of this meant. His priorities seemed to dissipate, like couldn't tell what he was supposed to believe. All he knew for certain was that this beautiful woman was naked in front of him, and she kept stroking and rubbing his cock and balls. It felt so incredible! More, he needed more! 

Once again, she demonstrated the ease with which she could bring him to the edge and stop. In this case, she simply slowed down, forcing his body to relax. She wouldn't give him the stimulation he needed to climaxed. Not yet. 

But maybe? 

"So what does that mean?" Officer Jessica asked as though they were just having a pleasant conversation over a couple cups of coffee. 

For one or two seconds, Nick didn't think he could answer. 

Normally, he could be so articulate. Better yet, he was adept at telling the people in charge what they wanted to hear. It was one reason why he had been able to keep his job at the firm for so long despite all of the new rules and regulations. But now, he tapped into that talent, and he forced of the words out. "It means men are inferior." 

"But there's nothing wrong with that, now is there?" 

He shook his head, "No. No, it's a good thing." 

"And why is that? Why is it a good thing?" 

Despite the arousal pounding through his body, some small part of Nick still raged against of these words. He understood what he was doing. Suddenly, a different phrase popped into his head, something he had only witnessed once or twice online: gender traitor. As the women had taken over, there have been those men who’d understood what was about to happen. While Nick concentrated on his career and protecting himself, there were at the other males out there who tried to sound the alarm. Before they lost to their Internet access privileges, these boys decried those boyfriends and husbands who were willing to go along with what their wives and girlfriends said. 

"It's a good thing because this is the way things are supposed to be," he said. That wasn't the most eloquent sentence he had ever put together, but Officer Jessica didn't seem to mind. The naked girl in front of him at one hand on her hip, and she was smiling at him and she enjoyed all of this. Apparently, he did such a good job that he warranted some additional caresses. 

She squeezed his shaft, almost giving him enough pressure to climax. 

 Almost. 

Panting again, he called out, "Women are supposed to be in charge. Women were always supposed to be in charge. If you go back thousands of years, women were worshiped for their fertility. 

They were powerful. They were priestesses and Queens. But we have forgotten about that. That's what we need to remember. 

Women were always supposed to be in charge." When he had first heard that idea, he had snorted, like three thousand years of human

progress had somehow been a mistake. And yet, that's exactly what he told her right then and there. 

"Good boy," she said. "Now, I want you to close your eyes, relax, and make your cock soft again." 

His eyes shot open, and his brows tightened as he tried to comprehend what he just heard. 

He saw Jessica smirking at him, "You heard me." She reached up and tapped the tip of his nose. "If you really mean what you say, then you don't need a reward. You weren't trying to manipulate me, after all, were you?" 

His breathing quickened, his eyes widened to the size of quarters, and he stared at her. 

He had worked so hard. Nick had told her everything she hoped to hear. He had gone down on her, watching her, begging and pleading just the way this woman expected. He had done everything perfectly! 

It wasn't enough. 

"No, Officer Jessica," he said, rigid and formal. 

"Good," she said. "Now relax." 

In a small voice, he told her, "I don’t know if I can." 

"Okay," she said. 

Nick didn't understand what this meant, but she reached over, pulled the showerhead out of its holder, and now she gripped it. 

Without turning away from him, she aimed the nozzle at him. The water sprayed against his chest, then down between his legs. The warm liquid felt incredible, and he started to wonder if maybe this would give him the pressure he needed to climax. Probably not, maybe he could try? It might be enough to get him in trouble, but Nick didn't care! 

Then she had her hand on the valve. She nudged it a few inches, not that Nick noticed. Instead, he was busily attempting to lose himself to a fantasy. Okay, so she wouldn't actually bend forward or spread her legs, but he could still imagine it, right? 

The hot water shifted, the temperature dropped, and suddenly the cold shot through his chest and down into his legs. She was spraying him with cold water! The temperature continued to fall! It felt like he was swimming in ice water! 

Nick turned his body to the left, to the right, but she adjusted the angle, making sure this boy got the cold shower he so desperately needed. 

"Because you can't relax on your own, I'm going to help you," 

Officer Jessica laughed even as the boy whimpered before her. 



Eventually, she turned off the water and slid him back into his chastity belt. The arousal was right there, like this hot coal wedged just below his stomach. Even as he felt the pressure of the belt around his waist in between his legs, Nick knew he wouldn't be able to get it off. Maybe if he had a set of bolt cutters or a blow torch or something, they could have been removed. But he was a prisoner... 

 Click. 

 Click. 

Nick absorbed those noises as she pressed of the locks into place. 

After that, she stepped out of the shower, and she toweled off. 

She tied her hair into a ponytail and got dressed. In the meantime, Nick had to stand up there in the shower with his hands still chained above his head. Hot humiliation burned through his body, especially when he glanced down at the belt. 

 I did everything she expected,  he thought to himself, each word punctuated by acidic anger.  I did everything I girl asked of me! I talked about female supremacy, and I went down on her! I made her feel good!  With the cold droplets still clinging to his body, Nick jerked against the chains again and again. He squirmed against those bonds like thought he might have some chance of escape. 

And yet, he couldn't help himself. He felt like a caged animal, so he needed to fight. He needed to resist and to show this woman that he couldn't be tamed. 

Only then she stepped back in front of him, and he suddenly felt the urge to drop his eyes down toward the curves of her boots. 

"Would you like me to dry you off some more, boy?" She sounded almost tender. 

For several long seconds, Nick didn't answer. 

"If you want, I can just she would take you back to your cell. 

I'm sure you'll dry off eventually." 

"No!" Nick squeaked out. He couldn't help himself. Yes, the anger felt good, but he didn't want to get marched back through the prison without his uniform. 

"Did you enjoy going down on me?" 

"Yes, Officer Jessica," he said automatically. 

"Good boy," she said before she started to press the towel to his for head, his cheeks, shoulders, chest, and then down along the length of his legs. She dried him off, and then she released from the restraints. 

Between his ears, Nick fantasized about leaping at her and attacking, but he already knew what would happen. She would wrestle him to the floor, pinning him down. Or worse, she would simply press a button on her smart watch. No, he couldn't do anything rash. Over and over again, this boy reminded himself that the consequences for disobedience could be severe. 

Finally, she attached his leash, guided him down the hallway filled with the art, and back into the main wing of the prison. He was walking in front of the other cells and the other guys. Some of those boys got down on their knees and promised to their obedience and fealty once again. 

Nick couldn't help himself. Normally, he tried to ignore those guys, but this time he turned and glowered at them hard. The other men didn't seem to notice. As far as they were concerned, Nick wasn't worthy of their attention. Instead, they simply concentrated on the guard in front of them. She may as well have been a goddess. 

Finally, she opened the gate to his cell, motioned for him to walk inside, and he obeyed. She removed his leash, and then she smiled at him. "I had a lot of fun with you, Prisoner 616. We will have to do that again sometime." In spite of everything he yearned to believe, his cock still twitched when he heard those words. "Maybe next time, I could even ride you. Would you like that?" 

He had to answer. Yes, Nick could have tried to prove some point by crossing his arms over his chest and glowering at her. 

Perhaps he could have protested, insisting that he deserved just a taste of freedom. And yet, he was a prisoner, right? 

Nick betrayed everything he wanted to believe about himself, all for the possibility of release in the future. "Yes. I, I would like that

a lot." He sounded almost shy, like some boy who didn't know how to tell a girl he liked her. 

Officer Jessica turned and strolled away. She tapped her baton against some of the bars. Soon the sounds dissipated, but Nick hadn't moved. He still stood there in the center of his cell as he stared outward. 

At this point, he couldn't help himself. He spun around, ran over to the opposite wall, and he started kicking it. He slammed his heel up against to the concrete barrier again and again. He channeled all of his expression even as he growled, suppressing those doors deep within his chest because he didn't want to attract any attention. 

He failed. 

Nick heard someone chuckling and snarled back at his neighbor, "You think this is funny?" 

"A little bit, yeah," Samuel said. 

"Do you know what she did to me?" Nick raged. 

"I don't know the exact details. You want to share them?" 

Nick inhaled and stopped himself because no, he didn't. 

Samuel continued, "Look, man. I get it. It sucks. These girls can do whatever they want with us. You just have to get used to it." 

"And did you? Did you get used to it?" 

The quiet stretched between them for several long seconds. 

In fact, Nick began to wonder if maybe he had really offended the other prisoner. Maybe Samuel Trike had decided he no longer wanted to say anything at all. 

"It's not really possible to get used to it," Samuel finally said. 

"But you can teach yourself to concentrate on something else." 

"Like what? The taste of a chocolate bar?" 

Samuel answered with a mirthless chuckle until he asked, 

"No. But you can think about something better. Instead of letting these women manipulate you, you can start thinking about how you might fight back." 

Nick was about to say something, only he pushed to those words to the side. Instead it, he stretched his back, flexed his arms, and tightened his fingers against his palms. Breathing out, he said, 

"No. No, we can't fight back. We need to cooperate with these women." 

"If you say so," Samuel said. 

Nick already knew he had made the right choice. He didn't know what Samuel had been alluding to, and he didn't want to find out either. If this boy was going to do something stupid, then fine. 

That was his decision. Nick didn't want to get involved. He was already in enough trouble. 

Besides, his sister was going to bail him out, right? But where was she? 

As he thought about Chloe, fresh fear and anger and disappointment spiral together inside of his chest. He ran up the wall and pounded it with the bottom of his fist again and again until his arms were exhausted, sweat beaded against his for head, and he had torn through some of that frustration. 



Chapter 7:

Chloe started to enjoy the drive to the prison. The tour had been lovely, especially around the exterior. Although the boys couldn't enjoy the views, the mountainsides and the venerable trees all looked so amazing. In the distance, she could see snow. If she got lucky and passed by the right window, she could even see the tips of the buildings off in the distance. It was fascinating to her to think of how small a city might appear when measured against the landscape. 

After her tour, she had returned to her small cubicle, and she had concentrated on conducting additional research. 

But really, she was just delaying the inevitable. 

At some point, she’d have to talk to her brother, right? 

As a journalist, it was her job to interview people and to ask questions. Ideally, each one would help her interview subject to reveal something special, something unique, something the audience may not have considered before. At several points, Chloe had whispered one question to herself, "Why am I putting this off?" 

When her brother called her, there had been one specific request: war. 

He expected her to go online, hit her socials, and cause an uproar. After all, that was the right thing to do, wasn't it? 

But now she was thinking about her own ambitions. Yes, she could probably get lots of people angry and upset. She understood there were plenty of women out in the world who were concerned about how the boys were now being treated. No matter what the more rebellious males thought, the women weren’t perfectly united or aligned. 

Most women agreed that female supremacy was the answer. 

The boys been given their opportunity to run the world, and they had mostly messed it up. Perhaps women would do the same, but they deserved a chance to try to fix things. Even if they failed, they couldn't do a  worse job, could they? 

Despite the general unity among the women, there were still important questions that needed to be discussed, parsed, analyzed, and settled. For example, what were the boys supposed to be? At

this point, the government had largely taken a federalist approach; yes, there was the central government and the president still retained her traditional powers, but she and Congress had largely left regulating the boys up to individual states. 

Lots of questions persisted. What should the exact status of the boys be? There were still mothers and girlfriend who still loved and valued the men in their lives. Even if those boys shouldn't be allowed to hold office, did that mean they should be barred from every election? Probably. What about driving? Should their licenses be suspended? Actuaries had known for decades that men weren't as skilled behind the wheel. They got emotional and didn't pay enough attention, so taking away that privilege probably made sense. What about collars in public? Was that going too far? Some women want to be boys to be eased into their new status as second-class citizens. Others wanted to see boys treated more like animals or livestock right away. 

Chloe really didn't know how she felt. And yet, she understood that there were still arguments taking place online. Lots of women attacked and insulted one another as the debate raged. 

As a writer, she could have used to this. She could have tried to channel some of the public sentiment in her direction. Nick could have become a focal point in the debate. 

Was that the kind of reporter she wanted to be? Was that the kind of content she intended to create? 

Although she still wanted to help her brother get out of prison, Chloe really wanted to write this article. She intended to put together a series of features and to provide a grounded, well-researched and accurate view of the prison system. This was important; the voting public needed to know about what was happening. 

When modern newspapers first became popular in the United States back in the 1800s, many publishers focused on making money. They didn't care at all about journalistic ethics or integrity. As far as Chloe had been able to discern, those ideas had to be invented later on. As long as the publishers were making money, they didn't care how they did it. Yes, they could sell papers or advertising—or they could also take bribes from politicians and companies. Half the time, publishers didn't clearly describe what was

an article and what was an ad. Eventually, journalists realized they had an obligation to tell people the truth. If a publisher put out an article talking about some new drug that just happened to be poisonous, weren't they responsible? Yeah, you could always say that the reader should have known better, but how? How were they supposed to know better when the sources of information were also corrupt? 

That's what Chloe wanted to fight. 

And now she had this conflict of interest. 

So she put it off for as long as she could. Days went by, she did her research, she started writing drafts, and she considered exactly how she would frame the issue. 

At some point, she would have to go talk to her brother. She would need to see him, but she needed to get some more work done first. 



Chloe found herself driving back into the prison's parking lot, but she wasn't here to see her brother—not yet, anyway. Instead, she got out of her car, headed into the reception area, and a different boy behind the desk smiled at her, "How may I help you, ma'am?" 

"I have an appointment to speak with Officer Haley." 

"She's waiting for you in the conference room. Would you like me to take you there?" 

"Sure thing," Chloe said. 

The boy jumped from his spot, and he motioned for her to follow. 

A few seconds later, he opened the door for her, and Chloe stepped inside. He saw one of the guards, dressed in her standard uniform, seated at a long table. She had her phone out, and she was typing a message. 

When she finished, she glanced up, and Chloe held out her hand. "Thank you so much for taking the time to meet with me," 

Chloe said. Officer Haley seemed to consider this for a moment, finally took her hand, and nodded. "No problem." 

"Do you mind if I record a conversation?" 

"Go for it," replied the guard. 

Chloe pulled out her phone, set it on the table between them, and tapped the screen's red button. 

"Do you mind telling me about your career?" 

"It has definitely been different," the woman said uncertainly. 

"Is there something in particular you want to know?" 

"Let's start with the basics," Chloe said. "How did you get into this?" 

"Well, I was taking criminal justice classes in college, and a recruiter came by to see us. Keep in mind, this was before the boys were kicked out, so she came in, she looked around, and she asked all the young men to step out of the room for about fifteen minutes. 

That was so strange, but I was definitely intrigued." 

"Why is that?" 

"The female supremacists on campus were already really active. There were talks about mandatory chastity cages for the boys, tracking collars, the usual stuff. Mostly, the boys were learning to behave themselves. I mean, I loved it. When I was a freshman, I remembered this sense of nervousness. Lots of the girls on campus were worried about something maybe happening while the guys seemed to think that this was going to be their playground for the next four years. It wasn't fair. Why did we have to be scared? Why did we have to worry about walking back to the dorm rooms in the dark or whatever?" 

"So what did the recruiter talk about?" 

"This," Officer Haley said as she waved her hands around the facility. "Basically, she talked about how there were going to be some very important judicial reforms, and so she encouraged people to consider joining the prison system." 

"That's not what you were aiming for originally?" 

Officer Haley smirked and shook her head, "I'm going to be honest. I knew I wanted to do something with the legal system, but what? I was studying for the LSATs, but I wasn't really sure if I had it in me to become an attorney. I mean, did I want to sit around and do paperwork all day?" 

"Were there any other alternatives?" 

"I was thinking about becoming a police officer," Officer Haley said with a nod. "But I wasn't really sure that was going to be right for

me either. Don't get me wrong. I have a tremendous amount of respect for the police. We ask so much of them. But at the same time, I also feel like they should be held to a very high standard." 

"Makes sense," Chloe said. 

"But this woman, the recruiter, she started talking. At first, I was pretty skeptical. Prison? Really? I mean, you watch TV shows or movies about prisons, and they always look so terrible. But the recruiter acknowledged that right away. She talked about how the prison system needed to be reformed, and we could be a part of that." 

"Is it what you are hoping it would be?" 

"Yes," Haley said. Her eyes shined with a mixture of delight and pride. "Absolutely." 

"How so?" 

"Okay, so a friend of mine went off to work for a tech startup. 

Basically, they try to use data analytics to place vending machines more efficiently. I think they call them something like Bodega Cubes or whatever. It's cool, and she might be able to make a lot of money, but I'm not sure she's really making the world a better place…with better placed vending machines." 

"So for you, a sense of accomplishment is more important than getting paid?" 

"Absolutely," Officer Haley replied as she straightened her back. “I mean, the prison system pays me pretty fairly, but I'm not going to get rich doing this. I have a solid health care plan, and I can save some money every month, but it's not like I'm going to be a millionaire by the time I'm thirty." 

"So why are you here?" 

Haley leaned forward just a little bit. She had her hands on her lap, and now she wasn't sure whether or not she wanted to say this. That much was obvious. Even so, Chloe remained quiet. This was something most people didn't understand; a journalist needed to be willing to listen, which often meant waiting. Either people needed time to come up with the right answer or they just had to find the courage to tell the truth. 

"This might sound silly," Officer Haley confessed. Chloe still didn't say anything, but she did answer with a reassuring smile. After

a few more seconds, Haley nodded to herself, "I want to make the world a better place. I think that every person should have a responsibility to contribute to society, to the world." 

"I think it's very reasonable." 

"But it's not how most people actually behave. I mean, decades ago we used to really respect public servants. The idea was that you could try to take a leadership position and actually make your community a better place. Now, there's this narrative about how anyone who works for the government must be greedy or incompetent. But that's not true. Frankly, I look around here, and I see our guards, and I know we all want to help these boys." 

Chloe did her best not to flinch as she thought of her brother. 

At the same time, she wondered what that really meant. What did

"help" look like here? She would need to see this for herself eventually. 

"So what do you want to do with them? On a daily basis, how do you help them?" 

"First off, we keep them safe and make sure that they stay out of trouble." 

"You keep them safe?" 

"I think that's important to understand," Haley said. "If you look at a lot of prisons through history, part of the punishment is supposed to be what the prisoners do to one another. Frankly, we don't tolerate that. The boys here do not fight. They do not hurt one another. We monitor them constantly." 

"I see," Chloe said. 

"We also limit their socializing. We make sure that these boys don't get themselves upset." 

"What does that mean?" 

"Basically, men are emotional creatures. I mean, they can get together, and they can get all riled up. They can talk about how it's not fair that they are here. They can whine about how the female supremacists have taken over. It's that sort of thing." 

"How do you prevent them from getting upset then?" 

"First, we make sure that they stay busy through much of the day. Every boy is assigned to a work crew, so he's going to be cooking, cleaning, doing laundry, something along those lines. This

also makes the prison much more efficient," Haley said with a hint of pride in her voice. 

"But if the boys don't want to cooperate?" 

"We use these," Haley replied. She held up her left wrist, and she showed the smart watch. "We also have these." Now she picked up her baton and set it on the conference table. 

Chloe did her best to keep her voice neutral, especially because she didn't want this woman to think of her as antagonistic, 

"There are commentators and observers who have suggested that this is inhumane. You are talking about electrical punishments, aren't you?" 

"We are," Haley replied with a quick nod. But now she tightened her lips, and her expression darkened just a little bit. "First off, it's important to remember that we are dealing with boys here. 

They can be incredibly stubborn. More importantly, they grew up in a world where they thought they were the center of everything. They need to be trained, and they need genuine punishment to help them behave." 

"Are you worried about hurting them? I mean, are you worried about causing physical damage?" 

"Their collars and chastity belts have been perfectly calibrated. We have amazing engineers on staff, plus an excellent medical team, and we make sure that these boys get real care. For a very long time, politicians tried to cut funding to the prison system." 

Chloe wasn't sure if that was actually true, especially based on some of the numbers she had seen. Then again, it was possible that for-profit companies were sucking up resources without pumping those dollars back into the prisons themselves. In some ways, a corporation could be more efficient. But at the same time, it needed to pay its executives and shareholders far more than government employees would have needed or required. 

"But now, we are making a difference. Day by day, I can see it in their faces. The boys I work with are learning how to behave. They are accepting how things have changed. They're getting better." 

Chloe immediately thought of her brother and wondered if something like that was possible. Hoping she didn't sound

confrontational, Chloe asked, "And what does that mean? What do you think of the goal for the prison system should be?" 

"Rehabilitation," Haley said. 

"And what does rehabilitation look like?" 

Officer Haley glanced down along the length of her chest for just a moment. At the same time, a smile pulled at the corners of her mouth, like there was something she really wanted to say, yet she knew it would be inappropriate. 

"What?" Chloe asked. "It looks like you have a good idea." 

"I…" The guard glanced at the phone sitting on the table between them, and now she asked, "Can you turn off the recorder?" 

Despite her surprise, Chloe nodded and reached over for the screen. With a quick tap, she stopped the recording. "Okay," she said officially. "This next part is off the record." 

Even so, Officer Haley seemed to hesitate for several more seconds. Then she shrugged, made the decision, leaned forward, and looked right at Chloe. "This isn't official policy, mind you. This isn’t something that we are supposed to admit. It's not something anyone says out loud, but I think I can tell you. I think you deserve to know." 

Before Chloe could stop herself, she asked, "Why?" 

"Because I can see it in your face. You want to understand what this is like. You want to understand, but it sounds like you still really care about the boys in your life. Am I right?" 

"I do care about them," she said carefully. In actuality, there was just one boy who she was worried about. When women took over, she wasn't dating anyone, and she didn't have any close male friends either. There was just one boy: her brother. 

"And there's nothing wrong with that, but I think it's important to get a new perspective." Officer Haley seemed surprised by those words, like she wasn't used to being this circumspect with her remarks. "But you want to know what rehabilitation looks like? Okay. 

It looks like slavery. That's what we do here. That's how we train these boys. I get it. Out in the rest of the world, maybe we haven't come to a consensus yet. But in here, we have. In here, we know exactly what these boys should be. Slaves. They need to be owned. 

They need to be trained. They need to be taught that they don't have

any rights. They exist to serve us. They need to be down on their knees, ready to lick, ready to worship us. If we give them hard labor, then they do hard labor. If we give them domestic tasks, then they do those domestic tasks with a smile on their faces because they should be grateful for the opportunity to serve." 

Again, Chloe couldn't stop herself, "Wow." 

All at once, Officer Haley seemed to shrink in on herself. Her shoulders tightened a little bit, and then she quickly reassured the reporter, "Just keep in mind, that's only my perspective. I'm sure there are other people who disagree with me pretty vehemently." 

Chloe nodded and raised her hand back toward the device. 

Officer Haley nodded, and they continue the interview. 



Where was she? 

What was she doing? Was this some kind of power play? 

Did Chloe want to prove something to him? Or maybe she just got distracted. 

Again and again, he was tempted to talk about Chloe and how she would help him get out of here. Each time, Nick bit back those words and talked about something else. Anything else. He needed to distract himself, but now he had to wonder aloud, "I don't know how they did it." 

"What's that?" Samuel had asked from the other side of that concrete wall. 

"I don't know how they did it," he repeated. Again and again, he thought of Chloe. He remembered her talking about the importance of "journalism," like the news hadn't been degraded into entertainment long ago. "Seriously, how did the women take over? 

We had the Army. We had the police. We had everything we needed." 

"They were united," Samuel said. "In just a couple of elections, they took over." 

"That's the official answer, but why didn't more of the men fight back?" 

"Honestly?" 

"Sure," Nick practically spat out the syllable. 

"I think they just organized themselves. They outmaneuvered us. No one thought it could really happen, so as the police commissioners were relieved of duty and the soldiers were given their honorable discharges, no one really looked around and saw the big picture." 

Nick opened his mouth and put a couple of uncomfortable pieces together. He remembered Chloe talking about how journalism and reporters existed to inform the public. Maybe she was right…

Maybe if he had relied on trustworthy journalists rather than news algorithms, he would have been able to figure out what was going on. His feed had focused on financial information because that's what interested him. He lost the big picture...so now he was here, wearing orange with a collar around his neck and a chastity belt between his legs. 

He made a pair of fists, and he glanced back at the concrete wall. He had gotten into the habit of kicking or slamming his fists down against the same spot. Occasionally, it relieved some of the frustration simmering in his body. More often than not, it just made him feel like a toddler throwing a tantrum, especially because the women around him didn't see him as a threat. 

It didn't matter if he did a bunch of push-ups every day. It didn't matter of his arms strengthened or he felt more powerful. He was still under their control. 

"Right," Nick had to agree. 

"Honestly, I didn't think she would be smart enough or aggressive enough or whatever to try to take over," Samuel said. He meant his cousin, not that he wanted to say her name or admit how easily she had been able to take over. 

"But so many of them are these flaky little brats who don't know what's going on." 

"I think we underestimated them," Samuel said. 

Nick opened his mouth, and he thought of Chloe again. Was that possible? As her big brother, he wanted to believe that she hadn't been able to get him out or contact him because she had gotten distracted by something else. Or maybe she was just incompetent. Of course, another possibility lingered at the edges of his thoughts: what if she had decided to just leave him here? 

No. She wouldn't do that. 

But he  needed  to talk to her. He needed to find out what is going on. He had already spent way too much time in this prison. 

The next time Officer Jessica came by (about an hour later), he rushed over to the bars of his cell, and he called out, "I need to make a call!" 

"Hands off the bars," Officer Jessica said immediately, although she didn't sound concerned. He was in his cage, she had her watch, plus the baton still dangled from her belt. Her eyes drifted down to his fingers, each one still clenched tight around the metal bars of his cell. 

Reluctantly, he forced himself to behave. He pulled his hands away. 

"Get on your knees," she said. 

He seemed confused for a few seconds, but then he stepped back. With each moment, Nick needed to fight hard to keep his expression neutral, especially now. If he hoped to escape this place, then he had to cooperate. He couldn't let this woman understand what was going on or what he had in mind. At the same time, if he got angry or aggressive, she would probably just walk away. Or worse, she would decide to punish him…

He lowered himself down onto his knees. "Tighten your shoulders, slide your hands behind your back, and cross your wrists. 

Pretend you're handcuffed," she said. 

Hot aggression coursed through his body, and he wanted to leap up, to run at her, and slide his arm between the bars. He would grab her, hold her tight, demanded that she release him. Maybe he could even take her as a hostage! 

Those wild fantasies may have felt good, but he already knew what would happen. He would be punished for that kind of disobedience. 

His breathing quickened, but he did his best to keep his expression as neutral as possible. He assumed the position, and he waited. With his head bowed down, he stared at a patch of space right in front of him. With his head tilted at this angle, he couldn't really see her. He didn't know exactly what she was doing. 

For all he knew, she could quietly slip away. Yes, he often heard the telltale click of the guards' boots, but there had been other moments when they decided to sneak around. Apparently, they made that noise on purpose to remind to be prisoners that they were there, to make sure the boys understood how they were being watched. 

Second by second, he resisted the temptation to glanced upward. Somehow, he already knew that this was a test. 

"Okay," Officer Jessica said. "Tell me what you want." 

"I need to make a call. Please?" He took a risk, glanced up at her, and he stared at this woman with big, damp eyes. Nick didn't try to hide his desperation, not this time. He probably looked pathetic. 

Good. Maybe he would be able to elicit some small spark of sympathy. Frustratingly, this was his only hope. He couldn't try to be competent. He couldn't take control of his destiny; rather, he had to rely on her sympathy and her mercy...For a very long time, women had employed the exact same strategies. Since they didn't have any kind of power, they had to look cute and helpless. 

It was now his turn. 

"Try begging," she said. 

His nostrils flared, his eyes tightened, and he pulled his hands out from behind his back as he rested his fingers on his knuckles, holding them under his chin in a pleading pose. Dipping his head down, he stared at the shine of her boots, "Please. Please, Officer Jessica. Please, can I make a phone call? I swear, I will be good." 

"Have you been good so far?" 

"Yes?" 

"You don't sound very sure of yourself," she mocked him. 

Hoping this would be the correct answer, he glanced up at her again, "It's not my place to decide whether or not I have behaved." 

She threw her head back and laughed. That lovely sound echoed off of the walls even as he kneeled there in front of her, shivering on the wrong side of the bars. 

"I want to give you a chance," she said. "But first, you need to tell me who you are going to call." 

"My sister," he said. 

"Why?" 

Nick gulped. This had to be reasonable. It had to be believable. If he told her that he was trying to get his reporter sister to use her clout to get him out of here, Officer Jessica would obviously change her mind and leave him locked up. "I haven't talked to her in a while," he said. "I want her to know that I'm okay." 

"If she was worried about you, wouldn’t she have checked on you herself already?" 

"I guess so," he said. 

"So why do you really want to call?" 

"Candy bars," he said before he could consider his answer. 

The words jumped out of his mouth, and now he looked embarrassed. "I haven't had a candy bar since I got here. I, I was hoping she could send me one." 

Officer Jessica seemed to consider him for several long seconds like she couldn't decide whether or not she should trust this prisoner. Finally, she nodded to herself. "That's not exactly an emergency," she said. "But you know what? I'm in the mood to have some fun, and you look like you might be up for a challenge. So yes, boy. You can try to earn the opportunity to make a phone call." 



Officer Jessica had him stand up, turn around, and hold his hands behind his back. She opened the gate to his cell, she strode forward, and she pulled out a leash. All of the guards carried them. 

Now she attached it to his collar and she tugged. She guided him past Samuel's cell. The other boy glanced over at Nick. Their eyes met for a moment, and it was obvious that his neighbor wanted to know what he had in mind. 

Very wisely, Nick remained silent. He kept his head bowed down, and he followed his prison chaperone like a well-trained, docile boy. 

At first, he assumed they were going to an office or something. At the same time, a different question kept reverberating inside of his skull: what did she mean when she said, "You can try to earn the opportunity to make a phone call"? He had to work for it? 

There was something special he had to do? 

His cock twitched in his chastity belt as he thought about one possibility. What if she demanded sex first? 

He knew that probably wasn't going to happen, but it was hard to push the idea aside. It reminded him a little bit of middle school. Right when he started to notice girls and admire their developing breasts, their shiny hair, and their pert bottoms, he started to wonder if some of them might have a crush on him. Were they checking him out the same way he studied them? Too often, he imagined that they might have a crush on him. He was pretty much always wrong. 

And yet, those fantasies had been so alluring. Now he did the same thing with Officer Jessica. He kept hoping that maybe she would take him back into her apartment, throw him down onto the bed it, let him out of his belt, and ride him hard. 

This time, it seemed like maybe his fantasies were coming true. 

She took him back to her apartment! 

He was escorted down a hallway lined with the works of art. 

She opened the door, and he saw her living room. 

Nick was only somewhat disappointed when she sat down on the edge of her couch. She snapped her fingers and pointed to a spot on the carpet right in front of her. 

For just a moment, Nick glanced around. He saw the TV, and he remembered how good it would feel to relax on a couch just like this one. He almost ached to hold a remote control in his hand and drift through the different options. He had spent so much time on various streaming services, wandering through the possibilities. At this prison, the boys weren't allowed to watch TV. What was the point? They could remain in their cells and contemplate their crimes or they were taken out and forced to work. 

Once he was in front of her, Nick peered up at Officer Jessica. 

He wasn't able to hide the look of confusion playing across his face. 

"There's a little game we like to play here called Sixty Seconds," she told him. "Basically, you get the chance to make me come in sixty seconds. If you succeed, I will give you a little treat. 

Maybe that will be some time out of your chastity belt. Or in this case, it sounds like you would like to make a phone call." 

"What happens if I lose?" 

"Well...normally, I would just have some fun with you." 

Nick nodded, actually content with that answer. These women could already tease the boys whenever or however they like. Losing a game might have offered them some sort of justification, but it wouldn't really change anything. "In this case," Officer Jessica continued, "I have an exam coming up, and I need to use a boy. I think I will use you if you lose." 

"What kind of exam?" 

"Don't worry your cute head about that," she said. "It just has to do with some training protocols." 

As an investment analyst, Nick understood the importance of reading the fine print. Too often, investors messed up because they didn't pay attention to those small details that could hide any number of sins. Even so, he wanted access to her cell phone, just for a couple of minutes. If he could talk to Chloe, then he could figure out what the heck was going on. Where was his sister? Why wasn’t she getting him out of here? 

His "trial" had been a joke. Didn't people want to hear about that? This was her perfect opportunity to write a bunch of articles, to get people angry, to get her clicks, and to get him out of here! Even if he lost his job, he didn't care. He would figure something out. 

"Okay," he said. 

"For the record, I could be really mean. I don't have to take off my pants or my boots or anything else. Maybe you just have to use your hands and hope that you might be able to excite me. Of course, this game also puts you at a severe disadvantage. You know why?" 

Reminding himself that he needed to look powerless and that he had to listen to this woman, he shook his head from side to side. 

"Boys might be able to get excited in just a few seconds, but that's not how a woman's body works. Nope, you need to take your time. You have to be patient. We need to be relaxed. If you seem desperate, we will be able to sense that, and it's going to make it a lot harder for you to succeed." 

There was the paradox; he had to seem relaxed and at ease with himself even though he only had sixty seconds... 

Swallowing back his trepidation, he watched as she leaned forward and unzipped her boots. She pulled them off, first the left, then the right. Next, she shimmied out of her pants to reveal her

black panties. She stripped from the waist down, and now she spread her legs. With the easy confidence of a woman who knew she was about to get whatever she liked, she leaned forward and rested her elbows on the edges of her knees. Then she grabbed her phone, pulled up the timer, and glanced back at this boy. "A ready to begin?" 

"I am," he said. 

She hit the button, and he watched as the numbers started to fall. 

 60

He could do this. Nick rushed into place. He braced himself down on his knuckles and knees and slid his head right between her inner thighs. His cheeks brushed along her skin, and his cock twitched in his cage. He hated how that happened over and over again, especially when he was close to her. 

 59

Nick was running a silent timer inside of his head. He tried to count down as best he could, but he had no idea whether or not he would be able to do this accurately. 

 58

Prisoner 616 leaned forward and slid his tongue along her sex. He tasted her again, and he tried not to enjoy it. Before this, the idea of going down on a girl had never appealed to him. But something was different now. Maybe it was the denial of fulfillment. 

This was as close to sex as he could get. 

 57

Nick kept counting. He slid his tongue gently along her opening. At the same time, he tried to remind himself of what she had said. If he just slammed his mouth up against her pussy and started lapping at her like thirsty dog, it probably wouldn't work. He had to take his time, so he started out slowly. Second by second, he kept counting, hoping desperately that he might be able to do this right. 

 44

Although he kept steadily licking at her opening, Nick hoped and wondered about what she was feeling. Then another thought occurred to him. He did his best to focus on her pleasure, but he

couldn't push this stray thought aside. If he could make her climax, then he might be able to assert just a tiny iota of power. He wanted to make this girl feel like she had lost control, like she had to surrender to her own instincts because he knew what he was doing. 

 36

His tongue danced up and down along her crevice. He pressed against the soft contours of her opening. At the same time, the tip of his nose rubbed along her pubic hair. It felt so good to be like this. His brows tightened, and he kept licking, but he also knew that he didn't have much time left. 

 27

As his heart pounded, he tried to count from one second to the next. He worked so hard to make sure he didn't lose his place. 

 20

Her boy didn't have much time left. 

 18

He licked faster and wondered if she was on the verge of her orgasm. Time slowed down and sped up at the same time. The moments kept drifting past, one after another. They were slipping through his fingers, so he tried to quicken his pace. He tried to lick harder and faster. He could hear her pant and moan. There were those quick little sounds she made, but they weren't good enough. 

 15

Desperately, he tried to come up with some strategy, something he could say to her. What if he pulled back or what if he stopped for just a moment? Would that taste of denial be enough to make her crave this? Would he be able to trick her? 

 10

He had to try something...so he stopped. He tensed and froze. His tongue stopped moving, and he heard that little gasp of surprise come from his prison chaperone. 

 7

Nick licked. He licked fast, plunging forward and sliding his tongue up and down again and again as he worked with everything he had to pleasure her. 

 4

 3

 C'mon!  That single thought shot through his head again and again as he waited for her to succumb. She just needed to let go for a few seconds, and it might be enough. It might be enough to get her off! Hot desperation coursed through his body as he waited for her to yield. She couldn't fight her instincts, could she? 

 2

 1

 ... 

Officer Jessica cried out. Her fingers tightened against his shoulders, and she threw her head back. She moaned. She screamed! Yes! He had done it! This had to be her orgasm. She lost control. It happened at the last possible fraction of a second, but that didn't matter. She came hard! 

The timer app buzzed, and she put her hand on his forehead, nudging him back. 

"Oh, I'm sorry," she said with mock sympathy, "That wasn't quite  good enough. I want you to know that you got be close, but you didn't succeed. Sorry, boy. Now, I think it's time for you to go back to your cell." 

"What?" The question fell from his mouth. 

"You heard me," she said, although the words still sounded labored. She had been panting hard as he brought her closer and closer to her orgasm. But he  knew  she had climaxed. For Nick, this was an absolute certainty. He had felt her orgasm in the way her hands tightened on his shoulders and he heard it in the sounds she made. 

"But, but I know you came," he said. 

"I'm a woman, and you're a boy. Are you contradicting me right now?" 

"Yes!" Nick shot back. At the same time, he jumped up onto his feet. 

Officer Jessica lifted her left wrist, swiped her finger along the small screen, and then she tapped in another command. 

Nick was about to call out some other protest or argument. He didn't get the chance. The chastity belt and collarbone activated at the same time. Their batteries unleashed storms of electricity that exploded through his body, lighting up his senses and knocking him

to the carpeted floor. He twitched, his arms punched out, and his legs kicked uncontrollably. 

His thoughts fractured and faded away into that white storm of pain, yet one image still coalesced at the back of his brain: Officer Jessica watching all of this with a little smirk on her lips. She may have been half naked, but she was still in charge here. She could do whatever she liked. She wouldn't be stopped. He couldn't resist; he couldn't possibly win, no matter how hard he tried. All of this felt like an unstoppable inevitability. 

The pain faded, and he was gasping. By now, she stood over him. Still half naked, she reached down and pressed her toes against his collar. She applied some weight and cocked her head to the side. "You should never contradict me," she said as she cut off his breath. She applied more weight, and he grabbed onto her ankle, but he didn't dare try to push her away. Instead, he stared up at her and desperately hoped that she would change her mind. 

Seconds later, she did. She pulled her foot back, and then she grinned down at him. "Give me a foot massage," she commanded. "I think I want to relax for a little while. Oh, and if you speak, I will punish you again." 



Like a model prisoner, he followed her commands for the next hour or so. He massaged her feet, and her shoulders and back. After that, she told him that she had some dishes in the sink, so he went off and cleaned them for her. Through all of this, he didn't make a sound. Then she reattached his leash, she got dressed, and she started to escort him back. 

As he walked in front of her, Officer Jessica wanted to know, 

"Is there something you want to ask me?" 

Knew better than to bring up the question of her orgasm. 

Even if she had one, it didn't matter because she said she didn't--

and she was a woman, so he couldn't contradict her. Maybe this had been a test. If so, he failed it. The thought made his muscles tighten, like he needed to swing his arms and break something. It was a primal and primitive instinct, but he couldn't just smother it either. 

Since he couldn't ask about her orgasm, he had to pick something else, "What about your exam?" 

"Don't worry. I will come for you when it's time. And remember, you don't want to embarrass me in front of the warden." 

Those are the last words she said to him before she locked him back in his cell. He grabbed onto the bars, and he watched her go. 

Because she could, she used her watch to send another blast of electricity through his body. The next thing he knew, he was on his back again, panting, powerless in this cell. 

He had to get out, he decided. Whether his sister helped him or not, he had to escape! 



Chapter 8:

There was one social dynamic that always fascinated Chloe: when it came to answering emails or text messages, how long was someone supposed to wait? Before women took over and decided that they should be in charge, The same dynamic had applied to dating. If a boy asked a woman out, how long should she wait before responding? Guys probably had to go through similar lines of reasoning, although she doubted they spent as much time worried about these questions. 

The biggest problem always came from waiting too long: if someone sent you an email, and you didn't answer it within a couple of days because you are busy or whatever, it started to get awkward, right? The message could spoil like rotten piece of fruit even if the text hadn't technically changed. 

And now she experienced a similar dynamic with her brother. 

Several weeks had gone by. At first, she hardly noticed. She was so busy with her research. Then she visited the prison. Then she started interviewing people. She was collecting all of this information. In fact, she knew she would write more than just a couple of features. This could turn into an actual book! She had started fantasizing about writing query letters two different publishers. She thought about her elevator pitch and exactly how she would convince them to support her work. 

What would it be like to walk by a bookstore and see her work on display? The thought made her stomach shiver deliciously. 

But she still had to go see her brother. She needed to go talk to him. 

Again and again, she held onto one thought,  Not yet. Not quite yet. 

Yes, she still held onto her initial conviction that there was something wrong with the system. Originally, it had been so simple to point out. They couldn't just have same-day trials and send the boys off for prison sentences, some of which might last for years. A fair trial could be speedy, sure, but this felt rushed. Could a judge really understand the circumstances of what a boy had done within just a few minutes? 

Probably not. 

And yet, there was still this little voice of the back of her mind that had started to wonder if maybe this was good for the boys. 

Cynically, she considered the possibility that these young men may not have deserved incarceration, but perhaps it would make them better. 

Then she spoke with Jamie Bolivar. 

Warden Montoya had supplied the name and contact information. The question had been simple enough, "Can I talk to someone who has close contact with one of the boys who has already served his sentence?" At the time, Chloe hadn't been sure whether or not the Warden would comply. There had to be privacy protocols in place, right? 

Pretty soon, Chloe received the email, and she started to reach out to different members of the public. 

Jamie was the first woman to respond. 

They bounced messages back and forth until they had a day and time that would work for both of them. So instead of going back to the prison to talk to another guard or remaining at her desk to continue her research, Chloe found herself driving through one of the city's subdivisions. She passed a gas station and convenience store, dozens of interchangeable houses, and there were plenty of kids playing outside. 

This surprised her. There were both boys and girls, and they were playing tag or something. Then she realized that the girls were chasing the boys. Occasionally, a boy would get tapped on his backside, his shoulder, or the top of his head. Then he would retreat to the other side of the street where he would sit down. The boys who had already been caught didn't look especially happy. 

Chloe vaguely remember to seeing an article about this. In so many ways, the children throughout society weren't supposed to be affected by the female supremacists or their agendas. Yes, schools were shifting, and more segregated classes were being introduced, but this was out on the street. It wasn't like any politician or government representative would show up and tell these children how to play. Even so, girls started to assert themselves more and more. They saw what was happening. The boys did, too. As their

aunts, mothers, and female teachers asserted themselves, these little girls did the exact same thing. The games changed. Once, something like Tag or Hide and Seek have been pretty neutral. Any kid could play, but now the rules were shifting. Girls hunted boys. 

Boys who lost were set aside like toys who had to wait to be freed. 

Or maybe they would face some other fate. Perhaps these boys would have to play the roles of dogs or ponies afterwards since they had been caught and now, one of the girls could "domesticate" them. 

Chloe shook her head as she drove through the

neighborhood. Her GPS, a female voice, announced at that she had arrived at the correct address, so she parked and got out. 

Later on, maybe she could write a story about how children's games had evolved since the last election or two. 

For now, she had something else in mind. 

Chloe made her way up to the porch, she knocked, and the door opened a moment later. 

"How may I help you, Ma'am?" He sounded so adorably stiff and formal, like he didn't want to mess this up. 

There was a young man standing at the door. He wore jeans, a white T-shirt, and a red collar around his neck. 

"I have an appointment with Jamie Bolivar?" 

"You must be Chloe," he said. "Yes. My wife is expecting you. 

Please, come with me." He kept his head out down as he stepped away from the door and held it open for her. 

Chloe stepped inside, and she marveled at the living room’s cleanliness. It looked like the windows had recently been scrubbed and the floors vacuumed. Even the bookshelves had been neatly arranged. 

"I'm sorry, what was your name?" 

"John," he said quickly. "Jamie is in the dining room. I was just making her some tea. Would you like a cup?" 

"That sounds lovely," Chloe answered. 

A few seconds later, they made their way into the dining room, and it was just as spotless as the rest of the house. The home wasn't sterile; there were pictures on the walls of John and Jamie. She also spotted several knickknacks in an alcove and posters adorning the hallway. 

But now, she faced a woman with light brown hair, a few freckles, and a golden necklace. She wore a white dress with little ruffles along the edges, and she glanced up as Chloe and John appeared. "Chloe?" 

"Yes, that's me. Thank you so much for taking the time to speak with me." 

"John, did you offer our guest something to drink?" 

"Yes, Mistress. I did. I'm getting both of your drinks now," he said. 

"Good boy," she replied. Jamie had stood, and now she reached out, embracing Chloe. The two women hugged for just a moment, and Jamie sat right back down. "Welcome to our home." 

"It's lovely," Chloe said. "I wish I could keep my apartment half as nice as this." 

"John does all the work," Jamie acknowledged. "But you should have seen it before." She pressed her lips together and shook her head as she seemed to wrestle with an unpleasant memory. 

"If you don't mind, can I record a conversation?" 

"Absolutely!" Jamie chirped. She leaned forward, smiled, and asked, "So what is this article all about? A boy from the warden's office called and asked if you could have our information, but he didn't really say a lot about what the topic of your article is going to be." 

"Actually, it's going to be a series of features," Chloe said. 

"I've been working on several different drafts, and my editor seems to be pretty excited." The journalist loved making this simple point, especially because fighting for space in print or online could be tricky. Sure, it was easy enough to publish content, especially on an app or a website, but there was still a question of the opportunity cost. Editors remained as important as ever as they sifted through the different articles and stories and decided how to organize and prioritize those different pieces of information. 

"That's very impressive," Jamie said. "In college, I was thinking about majoring in journalism." 

"Really?" 

"Yeah, I was really fascinated by newsgathering. The entire system of bureaus, sharing information, and trying to figure out what's going on at any given time struck me as a really fascinating logistical challenge." 

"So what did you end up going into, instead?" 

"Business and logistics," Jamie said, smirking. "It's a lot less exciting, but I think it's important." 

"Definitely," Chloe said. "Just because I'm not interested in how you can most efficiently get a package from one city to another, that doesn't mean it's unimportant. I mean, how many major tech companies are trying to figure out how to handle logistics and delivery services right now?" 

"Exactly," Jamie said with a pointed finger. "But anyway, we're here to talk about my boy." 

Just as she uttered those words, John reappeared with a tray. 

He set one cup of steaming tea down in front of Chloe and another in front of his wife. "Ladies, is there anything else you would like? I can make sandwiches or bring you some cookies." 

"His cookies are really good," Jamie said. "He has been working on the recipe for quite some time!" 

"A cookie sounds nice," Chloe said, mostly to be polite. 

Mainly, she wanted to get back to her keyboard and continue writing her articles, but there was still something so domestic and sweet about this couple and their home. Really though, Chloe needed to be amenable as she needed them to trust her so that they would share the truth of their circumstances, whatever that might be. 

As John scurried back to the kitchen, Jamie leaned forward a little bit more and smiled at her guest, "So, what would you like to ask?" 

Chloe double checked her phone to make sure the device would record this conversation. Then she focused her attention on the woman sitting across from her. "If it's okay with you, I would like to talk about John's incarceration." She tried to phrase this delicately, mostly because she understood that it might be a sore point between them. 

Then Jamie surprised her, "What would you like to know?" 

"Well, to start, how do you feel about it?" 

"It was one of the best things to ever happen to John and to our relationship, overall." 

Chloe blinked. "What?" 

"You sound surprised," Jamie said with an indulgent smile. "I guess that makes sense. I mean, you hear about someone being sent to prison, and it almost sounds like one of the worst things in the world, doesn't it? For a lot of people, it can be really bad. Not only that, I have heard horror stories, especially from when the men were in charge. Basically, people could go to prison, and they would come out terribly scarred emotionally or even physically. It could be brutal." She shook her head, "Of course, things are a lot better now." 

John came back into the room and lowered a tray onto the table between them. Sure enough, there were several cookies spread out artistically. 

Chloe took one, took a bite, and marveled at the soft crunch, fresh chocolate chips, and the perfect texture. "Wow," she said. 

"That's really good." 

"You'd never know that John used to hate cooking!" 

"What? Really?" Chloe asked and turned back to Jamie's husband. 

This man blushed just a tiny bit, and he glanced off into the distance like he wasn't sure exactly how he was supposed to answer this woman. His mouth opened, and it was obvious he wished to speak, but something kept holding him back. 

"It's okay," Jamie said, giving him permission. "This is Chloe Athens. She's here to interview both of us." 

"Yes, Mistress," he said. He seemed much more comfortable with that answer. 

"Come over here, boy," Jamie instructed. At the same time, she patted the side of her leg like she was calling to a dog. 

Like an eager lad, he rushed over to her, and then she pointed to the floor. He crouched down, lowering himself down onto his knees. "Don't worry," Jamie told her guest, "We can still send him off to fetch anything we might like. Isn't that right, boy?" 

"Yes, Mistress," he replied to dutifully. 

"So overall, you're happy that your husband went to prison?" 

Chloe asked. Again, she worried that this question might be viewed

as offensive, but her hostess just flashed a smile. 

First, Jamie glanced down at her husband, "I am. I really am." 

She leaned back in her seat, rested her hand on the top of his head, and absentmindedly ran her fingers through his dark hair. "Maybe that is hard to understand, but I guess it's important to understand what kind of man John used to be." 

"What kind of man was he?" 

"You tell her," Jamie said to the boy on his knees. 

He spoke with more confidence and certainty, like he had already been trained for the right answers this time, "I was disobedient, disrespectful, rude, and misogynistic. I didn't understand my place in the world." 

"Wow. That's a lot," Chloe said. Sure, she had researched the prison system quite a bit, and there had been allusions to the effectiveness of rehabilitation, but it was so different seeing this man kneel down before her. Remembering that she had a job to do, Chloe continued, "So what does that mean? You have any examples?" 

Again, Chloe gave her husband permission to speak, so he swallowed back some of his nervousness and told both women, 

"Before the female supremacists took over and before my incarceration, I focused on my career." 

"Is that all?" Jamie asked. 

"No, Mistress. I focused on my career because I thought it was more important than yours. I thought my goals, ambitions, and desires were more important even than being your husband." 

"Yes, you did," Jamie agreed. 

"Where did you see that? I mean, how could you tell?" 

Jamie chuckled, "It was obvious." 

John nodded reluctantly, perhaps even mournfully. With his eyes downcast, he told these women, "I teased my wife a lot. I mocked her for her ambitions. I even made these stupid comments about how men would always be in charge and how we would always rule the world. I was so foolish." 

"Yes, you were," Jamie agreed, "But that's okay. You're my husband, and I'm going to correct you whenever you step out of line." 

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress." 

"That he always call you that?" 

"He does!" Jamie chirped. She had no problem talking about her husband like he wasn't even there. "The moment he came home, he asked me how he should address me. First, I didn't really understand. First, I explored some possibilities. Princess? Ma'am? 

Goddess?" She smirked and shook her head from side to side. 

"Eventually, I decided on Mistress. And why is that, boy?" 

"Mistress is the female form of Master," he stated obediently. 

"It is!" Jamie agreed. 

"Did he do anything else?" 

"Honestly, it's not really a question of what he did but rather what he didn't do. My boy here had a lot of flaws as a husband. Yes, I loved him, but I had been brainwashed just like most women. As far as I was concerned, it made sense that he didn't want to cook or clean. These stupid, traditional notions of gender made me think that it was my job to take care of the home even if I had my own career." 


She shook her head like she couldn't believe how naïve she had once been. 

"It's funny," Chloe agreed. "Even after decades of feminism, lots of women still believed in their own inferiority. They would never have said it like that, but they always put themselves second. If one person had to stay home, it was supposed to be the woman. If someone was supposed to cook or clean, it was going to be the woman again." She paused at those words. Then again, societies changed and evolved. No culture could remain static, and every generation could look back on previous epochs and wonder what the hell people had been thinking…

"Exactly!" Jamie said excitedly. "But then my boy here decided to stay out past curfew, and he was sentenced to three months in prison." 

"Three months? Just for staying out past curfew?" As the disbelief rang in Chloe's voice, she couldn't help but think of her brother who had tried to attack law enforcement officers, not to mention running when they were going to arrest him in the first place. 

"That's right," Jamie said. "When I first heard about it, I was pretty surprised as well. Then again, I could have paid the fine." 

"That was an option?" Chloe asked. 

"Oh, yeah. It was definitely an option. I even went to see John when he was in prison, and he was so desperate. He was locked in his cell, and at first he made a demand. He told me that I needed to go pay the fine right away. It wasn't a request. It was an order. Can you believe it? My husband was trying to give me orders!" 

"What was going through your head?" Chloe asked of the boy. 

He glanced up at his wife who nodded, granting him permission to speak. 

Tentative at first, he said, "I was scared. I was scared and frustrated and upset. But I think there was something else happening as well." He paused for a moment, perhaps thinking one of the two women might decide to cut him off. He was a boy, and they had every right to speak over him. Their ideas and opinions were far more important than his could ever be. He was just a boy, after all. 

When neither of them interjected, John continued, "I was upset because I didn't really understand female supremacy. I didn't really understand how the world had actually changed. I was like a lot of men who thought that this was just some fad or maybe a temporary setback. I didn't think that we could really be stripped of our rights to vote or own property. That's why I went out past curfew in the first place." 

"I really like the new male mobility laws," Jamie said. "Are you familiar with them?" 

"Only vaguely," Chloe said. Like so many other women, she didn't pay attention to the new regulations, especially since they didn't really affect her. She didn't live with her brother, she wasn't technically his chaperone, and she didn't have a boyfriend or husband. As such, lots of new demands could be made of the boys, and she never would have noticed. 

"They're wonderful," Jamie stated emphatically. "Basically, the boys are only allowed in certain areas on their own. Then there are other blocks where they can visit, but only if they have a chaperone with them, or maybe even have to be leashed. It's very restrictive for the boys, but I think it puts them in the proper headspace." 

"I see," Chloe said with a nod of her head. 

"Frankly, I think the new restrictions are exactly what we needed. For way too long, men have been able to go out on their own. It gives them really foolish ideas, you know?" Jamie smirked for just a moment. "It makes me think of this guy I used to work with. 

Basically, he and I would compete for all of the same promotions. He thought he was so smart. He thought that men were just naturally more aggressive, which was basically his excuse to behave badly. 

Frankly, it was pretty disgusting." 

"Are you still competing with him?" 

"No, obviously not. He had a choice between getting demoted and begging for the chance to become one of our secretaries." 

"What did he do?" Chloe asked, surprised by the intensity of her own curiosity. At the same time, she experienced something, a little twinge of desire between her legs. Maybe her nipples stiffened, but she thought it was a little bit cold in this dining room. Then again, why were her cheeks feeling warm? 

"He begged," Jamie said. "Like the other boys who wanted to keep a position with the company, they got down on their knees at a company meeting, and they pleaded for the opportunity to remain employed. It was actually really cute. They had to go on and on about how they were inferior, all the mistakes they had made, and it was just fun to watch. Then, while we were discussing which boys should be allowed to stay, all of the men had to serve us cake and glasses of wine." 

"That's pretty amazing," Chloe said. As a freelance writer, Chloe didn't get to enjoy that kind of communal atmosphere. Simply having a desk had been strangely reassuring. "So was he allowed to stay?" 

"All of the women voted, and we said that yes, he would be allowed to become my secretary." 

"That must have been thrilling." 

"It was, but it didn't last. You see, he never got permission from his wife to actually keep his job, and she decided that she wanted him home to take care of their children. I guess he had two daughters, one little girl and a teenager." 

"That's sweet," Chloe said. "You didn't stay in touch, did you?" 

"Actually, I did. He basically begged me to try to talk to his wife to see if I could get her to change her mind. We met up once for coffee, and we hit it off. We are really good friends now, and we get coffee from time to time." 

"What happened to him?" 

"Apparently, those little girls are running him ragged. The teenager loves punishing him whenever he steps out of line, and his little girl can be really bossy. Basically, he is a slave for every woman in that house." 

"That's pretty incredible," Chloe said. Although some writers complained about the difficulties of coming up with ideas, she didn't think that was actually a problem. Ideas were easy; she just wished she had more time to conduct her research, plan her pieces, and get everything written. 

"It's wonderful," Jamie said with a nod. "And now, my boy has gone through something similar. Of course, he had to actually be imprisoned for his metamorphosis. Is that right, boy?" 

"Yes, Mistress," John said automatically. It seemed like he didn't know how to disagree with his wife. Or perhaps he did, but the prospect frightened him. Clearly, his wife intimidated him. 

"So, talking about John again," Chloe said as she tried to redirect the conversation, "How long did it take before you decided that you didn't want to pay his fine?" 

"One meeting." 

"Really? That's all?" 

"Yup," Jamie said without any hesitation. "Okay, so I was nervous about the whole thing. I mean, he was my husband, and I loved him, but my best friend is pretty much always been a female supremacist, even before there was a term for it. I started talking to her, and she convinced me that maybe I should let him wait for just a couple of days before I really decided what I wanted to do." 

"Did you miss him?" 

"Terribly," Jamie replied automatically. But then she seemed to consider that answer, and her head wobbled from side to side, 

"Well…" Again, she pressed her lips together, and glanced down at the boy on his knees. She seemed to evaluate John, then she made a decision. "Like I said before, my husband was something of a

misogynist, so when all of the new laws started to get passed, he got pretty belligerent. He was angry and upset pretty frequently, and I was kind of tired of dealing with him. Yes, I loved him, and I wanted to be with him, so it wasn't like I was thinking of divorce or anything, but his bad behavior was getting really tiresome. You know?" 

Obviously, their circumstances were different, but Chloe immediately thought of her brother once again and his little tirades and rants. Again and again, she went back to how he could so easily and casually denigrate her chosen vocation. It always seemed so unfair. Yes, he worked in finance, and yes, investment bankers could make a lot of money, but money wasn't everything. His arrogance still bothered her, even if she didn't want to admit it. 

"Yes," Chloe said definitively. "I can definitely understand." 

"So I was pretty ambivalent, I guess. I kept thinking about how I needed to go pay his fine and get him out because this was my husband and I didn't want him to languish in prison, but I was tired of his terrible attitude. Then I started talking to my friend, and she convinced me to wait just a day." 

"That sounds reasonable," Chloe said. 

"But it wasn't just a day," Jamie said. Now she flashed this precocious little smile. "That's how it started out, but then my friend suggested we go for coffee, and we started talking, and she started to suggest that maybe some time in prison would be good for him." 

"Were you scared?" 

"I was at first, but then my friend showed me some of the videos." 

Right away, Chloe knew which videos Jamie was referring to. 

Although the wider public hadn't been paying much attention to prison reform, different states had started to release videos for the mothers, wives, girlfriends, and sisters of the boys who had been imprisoned. Wardens, guards, judges, and psychologists talked about what these new changes were intended to accomplish. For the most part, Chloe had disregarded those videos as little more than propaganda. In some ways, they could be very reassuring, but they didn't strike her as particularly trustworthy. They seemed to rely on easy answers. 

"To be honest, his safety was probably my biggest concern," 

Jamie said. "But after a little while, I decided that this might be really good for him." 

"Do you feel like your friend convinced you?" 

John stiffened, and Jamie dipped her head down, pressing her chin to her chest for just a moment. At the same time, it was easy to see that smile curving along her lips and bulging at the corners of her mouth. Then she glanced up, and the grin remained, 

"Yes. Like I said before, she was my best friend, but she was also a female supremacist. She really thought John needed to stay in prison. Frankly, I think she would like to see every boy sent off to a concentration camp for retraining." 

"That would be pretty intense," Chloe said diplomatically without taking a stand one way or the other. Logistics aside, she wondered how that might alter society. Even now, she knew that there were plenty of rebellious young men who had simply learned to stay quiet or chose their moments of defiance. Out on the street, they might look like properly trained and differential young men. In reality, they were waiting for some opportunity to strike back. 

"I'm not in favor of anything like that," Jamie said quickly. "In my mind, boys should be given the opportunity to obey and serve. 

John here had that chance, but he messed it up. Didn't you, boy?" 

"Yes, Mistress," he said. He shoulders had relaxed, but he had flinched when hearing about Jamie's best friend. He probably didn't like that woman, yet it hardly mattered. Because he was a boy, he didn't get to influence who his wife socialized with. Really, he only enjoyed one choice: agreement. Anything else risked punishment. 

"You just let him serve out his entire term?" 

"Oh no," Jamie said. "I was willing to give the prison system a chance, but I was still really nervous. I have seen too many TV

shows and movies, you know? I was really worried about potential brutality. Besides, even the guards themselves acknowledged that they used shock collars and chastity belts." 

Chloe knew about this, and now she wondered about one particular detail. "You mind if I ask John a question?" 

"Go for it," Jamie said with a wave of her hand. 

The boy on his knees stiffened again, tensing because he probably worried that he might mess up if he provided the wrong answer. Perhaps he saw this as some sort of test, although Jamie really just wanted to learn more for her future articles. For just an instant, maybe there was a little flicker of doubt or sympathy at the back of her mind. He shouldn't be this nervous, she thought. And yet, there was something so intoxicating about having this man on his knees before these two women. They frightened him. They made him nervous. They could punish him so easily because they had every drop of power, and he was completely dependent on them. 

Pushing that excitement aside, Jamie concentrated on her job, "I have been reading a lot about the implementation of chastity belts. Do you think they affected your behavior?" 

"Yes, Ma'am," he said obediently. 

"How?" 

Since she wasn't asking him a question with a binary answer, John glanced back at his wife like he needed permission or reassurance. She gave it to him with a quick nod, but he still seemed very nervous. "Ma'am," he began, "It definitely had an effect on me." 

"How?" Chloe asked again. During this questioning, Jamie couldn't keep the bright smile off of her face. Obviously, she loved hearing about how her boy had been so thoroughly tamed, especially considering his previous behavior. 

"It's hard to describe," he said. 

"Try," commanded his wife. 

John took another breath, he licked his bottom lip, and he lowered his head once again. "When you're locked in a chastity belt and you know that a woman has the key, it reframes everything," he confessed. "It makes it hard to think. Normally, as a man, I guess you want to be aggressive. I guess you feel like the world is out there, and it's your job to reshape it. Maybe you're really ambitious and you want to remake the whole world. Maybe just some small part of it. But there is always this drive to pick some kind of goal and achieve something. Maybe it's just a job or a video game or something, but you still have to do it." 

"And what does chastity do to you?" Chloe asked. "How does that change the equation?" 

"Chastity focuses the mind," John said carefully. "Suddenly, you aren't thinking about your own desires or ambitions. 

Videogames, money, whatever, none of that really matters. I saw it when I was in prison." 

"How so?" 

"There would often be a couple of guys there who would start talking about escape. Even if they weren't thinking about escape exactly, maybe they would be defiant and determined to show the women that they weren't going to give up. They wanted to fight back somehow. Most of the time, that meant just causing trouble or refusing to follow basic commands." 

"Silly boys," Jamie said with a shake of her head. 

"Yes, Mistress," he agreed automatically. "But then those guys would start to succumb." John paused for another moment. "Maybe that's not the right word. I don't know. But yeah, we all had prison chaperones, and those women knew exactly how to tease us. They monitored us, tormented us, and trained us." 

"Tormented?" Jamie asked. "Isn't that a little bit melodramatic?" 

He inhaled, like he wanted to say something, but then he thought better of it. As a boy, he knew he needed to be quiet, especially if his wife expressed her disapproval. "Yes, Mistress. I guess I misspoke." John puffed out his cheeks and tried again. "The prison chaperones made sure that we learned how to behave. They were like tutors. Even when the guys thought they were all big and tough, they started to relax and obey." 

"Really? Just because of a chastity cage?" 

"It's not just that," he said as he struggled to find the right words. "It's the fact that a woman controls you at all times. She controls all of your pleasure, all of your pain. She can decide when to punish you. She can also decide to reward you. Plus, you can get taken to the Restraint Room. You can be chained to down, freed from your cage, and just touched." 

"Did you know about this?" Chloe asked Jamie. 

"Not at first," said his wife. "But then he told me about it on one of my visits, and I was upset for about a minute." 

"Only a minute?" 

"Well…" Jamie let her voice trail off as she collected her thoughts. "Basically, I saw how he was behaving. I saw how his body language and tone had shifted. He was learning. He was getting better. I mean, I was really sick and tired of dealing with this arrogant boy. I didn't want a misogynist in my marriage. I wanted him to learn to obey me. And that's what was happening. It felt incredible. Maybe I didn't understand how amazing it could be at first, but I was really starting to enjoy myself." 

"That's pretty astonishing," Chloe said with a nod. 

"It was." 

"Has there been any backsliding?" 

"What do you mean?" 

Chloe glanced back at the kneeling boy, "Once he got out of prison and once he was released from his chastity cage, was he ever disobedient?" 

Jamie smiled and started chuckling after another second or two. At the same time, the journalist thought she noticed a red tinge around John's cheeks, like he was trying to stop himself from blushing but couldn't quite succeed. "Oh," his wife clarified, "I never let him out of the chastity belt. I mean, I release him from time to time, when he's been really good and when he really deserves a reward, but that's a special treat. Isn't it, John?" 

"Wait. You mean he’s still wearing a chastity belt?" Chloe could understand the concept. In fact, she saw articles pop up in her feed pretty much every day where women discussed the benefits of male chastity. Even so, the idea had never really clicked. It always seemed so ancient, like a technique from the Dark Ages. 

"Would you like to see?" The corners of Jamie's eyes crinkled with amusement. 

Chloe glanced back at John, and she could see the reluctance plastered across his face. His expression seemed so brittle. At the same time, nervous energy radiated off of this man because he didn't want to face the possibility of being put on display. 

And yet, Chloe knew that it was going to be inevitable. They were women, and they could do whatever they wanted with him, so she found herself speaking before she could consider her own ideals or what she thought of this boy, "Yeah. That sounds like fun." 

John must have disagreed, but it didn't matter because Jamie said, "Show her." 

He mumbled out an obedient, "Yes, Mistress." As those words left his lips, he had already started moving. He rose up onto his feet, and now he loosened his belt, pulled down both his pants and his boxers. For a second, Chloe wanted to look away, like she was about to witness something personal or private. But then, she reminded herself that Jamie had invited her to see this. Besides, Chloe was a journalist, and this was part of the story. 

He revealed his chastity belt. There was the metal band, the silver contours of the cage, and she even spotted the locks near his left and right flanks. At first, she just stared. She could hardly believe it. Then she remembered her job, and she glanced back at Jamie, 

"Do you mind if I take a picture?" 

"No, you can't," John squeaked out. 

But now, Jamie rose to her feet, and she was shorter than her husband by a couple of inches, yet that hardly mattered. Anyone could have glanced at this couple and been able to discern the truth: she was in charge. She wielded the power in this relationship, and he would obey her, whether he wished to or not. His personal opinions and preferences didn't matter because she was a woman, and she made the decisions in this household. 

Chloe absorbed all of this, marveling at how their relationship played out in front of her. 

"What did you just say?" Jamie asked. Her tone had tightened, but she didn't sound especially angry or upset. If anything, there was a disappointed note of accusation in her question. 

"I said she can't take my picture," he said it, only his voice strained, like he couldn't believe those words had actually left his mouth. 

"Is that a decision you get to make, boy?" 

By this point, he saw the truth. "No, Mistress," he replied dutifully. 

"In fact, if a woman asks a question, and it isn't directly addressed to you, should you answer at all?" 

"No, Mistress," he said again. 

"And if you do try to answer it and if you assert herself without getting my permission, what does that mean?" 

"It means that I have been disobedient. It means that I have disobeyed." 

"Exactly," she said. Now her affect shifted completely. She looked so fierce and stern when she addressed this boy, but now she peeked back over at Chloe, and a huge smile stretched across her mouth, "Okay, so I have to be honest. I was hoping that he might do something like this. Obviously, I shouldn't punish him if he hasn't stepped out of line, but John did something really stupid just now. 

Didn't you, boy?" 

"Yes, Mistress," he agreed helplessly. With his pants pulled down around his knees, his chastity belt on display, and these two women in the room, it was obvious he had been completely cowed. 

His momentary outburst had disappeared into history, but he still had to deal with the consequences of his actions. 

"Should you be paddled or should you be shocked?" 

Chloe's eyes widened as she heard that simple question. 

Jamie made it sound so mundane, yet the reporter's chest tightened with something approaching excitement. Her pulse quickened, and she wasn't sure she was supposed to be watching this. In fact, she asked, "Would you like me to step outside for a little while?" 

"Only if you're uncomfortable," Jamie said. "Otherwise, if you would like to include this in your article, that's fine with me." 

Now, some of the color drained away from John's cheeks. It made sense, Chloe reflected. Perhaps he was the kind of guy who wanted to believe that his friends and family would remember him as an independent, strong-willed man. But if pictures of him appeared online, they would spread quickly. Everyone who knew this boy would see what he had become and how he had been reshaped according to his wife's whims and desires. 

Narrowing her eyes just a little bit, Chloe saw something in John: even now, after everything he had endured, he still had a core element of defiance and disobedience. Deep down, he still saw himself as a man, not a boy and not a husband who could be owned and lovingly retrained. Suddenly, it made sense why a woman like

Jamie would decide to keep her husband locked in chastity and subject to her punishments. 

"I think I'll stay," Chloe finally announced. 

"Pull up your pants, go fetch the brush, and get ready for your spanking," she said. 

"Yes, Mistress," he said as he obeyed. He scurried out of the room. While he was gone, Jamie couldn't help but laugh. "It's really sweet. I mean, I love it when he gets really nervous. You should have seen him before all of this. He always loved to insist that guys only had two emotions: hungry and horny. It was supposed to be some stupid justification for trying to stay stoic all the time, like that somehow made him better." 

"That sounds pretty annoying," Chloe remarked. 

"It was," Jamie glanced back and watched as her husband scurried back into the dining room. 

Jamie sat down, she pushed her chair back, and then she held out her hand. 

He gave her a wooden hairbrush. She took it, wrapped her fingers around the wooden handle and now she slid the tines along the palm of her other hand. Next, she flipped the brush over and smacked the backside against her palm. He heard that sound, and he flinched. "Pants down," she ordered. "And get across my lap, boy." 

Chloe could hardly believe it. He was a grown man, but he was about to get paddled on his wife's lap! 

Again and again, there was that flickering at the back of her mind. First, she thought of the basic etiquette: was this wrong? Was she being rude by observing this small intimacy between a wife and her husband? Or maybe it was something else. As a progressive, she didn't want to believe that this kind of discipline would be necessary. Then again, society was changing, and the beliefs she had formed in college needed to adapt. She couldn't just cling to old notions of right and wrong. 

Buried underneath all that insecurity, a different sensation lurked, one Chloe couldn't quite name. Excitement? Enjoyment? 

Something else altogether? 

Forcing herself to behave like a professional, Chloe watched. 

John had pulled down his pants, he had climbed across his wife's lap, and now he stared at the floor. "I know it's a little bit primitive, but I really enjoy this kind of punishment," Jamie remarked. 

"You see, it's good for him to feel like a little kid, at least for a little while. Well, he's not a little kid. Obviously, he's an adult, but I treat him like one from time to time, especially when he makes a foolish, immature decision. And what foolish, immature decision did you make?" 

"I spoke out of turn, Mistress," he said to his owner. 

"Yes," she agreed. "You did." Her eyes blazed, and she brought the impromptu paddle down. She struck the brush against his right cheek, then his left. She went hard and fast, making sure the pain flashed along his skin. He squirmed. Seconds later, he grabbed onto the legs of the chair. 

Chloe observed all of this. A grown man was getting punished right in front of her. She expected something like disgust or revulsion to shoot through her body. 

Instead, that amorphous tingling warmth continued to percolate just below her tummy. She kept thinking about what it would be like to be in a similar position. Maybe she didn't have a boyfriend, but would she punish him if he stepped out of line? The idea should have sounded ridiculous, and yet she found her hand drifting over toward that spot between her legs. Obviously, Chloe stopped herself, but the urge was there nonetheless. 

What was it? What did it mean? 

Jamie giggled like some wicked little schoolgirl even as she continued to punish her husband. She picked one spot, and she struck with the hairbrush one, two, three, four, five times in quick succession! His flesh turned a bright shade of red, but she didn't stop. Little gasps of desperation reverberated from within his chest. 

She still didn't stop! 

"I really enjoy punishing this boy. There's something always so amazing about hearing him cry out like this. I mean, I can tell he is trying to fight it. Even now, he wants to believe that he can take this. But he can't. He's just a boy. He's a boy, and he needs to be reshaped and retrained again and again." 

"Does that," Chloe started to say, only to feel her voice catch in her throat. That almost never happened, but it was hard to deal with the excitement fluttering from her stomach into the rest of her body. She tried again, more carefully this time, "Does that ever get frustrating?" 

"Maybe once or twice," Jamie acknowledged. "But overall, I really enjoy this. It feels so good knowing that I can put him in his place. He needs to be tamed. He needs to be trained. This is good for him. It's who he is, whether or not he can acknowledge it. He might forget, but that's okay. I'm going to give him what he needs." 

After her explanation, she went back to paddling him with the brush. She jumped her implement of discipline from one buttock to the other and back again. He tensed up, he hissed through his teeth, he whimpered and he moaned. 

Chloe watched all of this, she shook her head, and she found herself smiling. She had this vague association from high school; she had been on the track team, and some of the football players had been ordered to run laps for one reason or another. As Chloe and her teammates stretched, the boys ran by, shirtless, their flat stomachs, muscled chests, and toned arms on display. Obviously, she didn't want to appear obvious even as she snuck one glance after another. All of this was inappropriate, wasn't it? She wasn't supposed to stare at them, right? 

Now that same flavor of nervous embarrassment echoed through her body again. 

"What have you learned?" Jamie asked. 

"I won't speak out of turn. I won’t assert myself. I swear. I'm sorry, Mistress. I'm sorry I stepped out of line. I'm a stupid boy, and I messed up. I made a dumb mistake, but I will do my best to keep it from ever happening again." 

"You are a boy," she told him. "It's obviously going to happen again at one point or another. And then what will happen after that?" 

"You will punish me," he said, sounding utterly defeated. 

"And?" 

"And I will be grateful," he answered. 

She patted him on the head and said, "Good boy. Now, stand up. Hands behind your back. Oh, you can pull your pants back up." 

Her boy moved quickly and obeyed. 

"You mind if I ask him a question?" Chloe interjected. 

"Go for it." 

Chloe focused on the boy, and he stood there with his chest puffed out, his hands held behind his back, and his body rigid. "You just got paddled by your wife. How does that make you feel?" 

She studied him hard, wanting to see if she could pick out any errant detail, like maybe he secretly hated this. Perhaps he was going to get incredibly angry. Maybe he wanted to strike the table or lash out. Instead, she saw the way he swallowed nervously, stared off into space, and answered her obediently, "It reminds me that I made a mistake. I messed up, and I need to work harder to serve my Mistress. This woman is my wife, my chaperone, and I want to please her. I want to make her feel good. I want to make her happy." 

"I see," Chloe said. Yes, that was an appropriate response, but she wasn't sure she really understood all of this. After all, she still thought of how her brother would tug on her pigtails when they were both little kids. He loved teasing her. Even after they grew up, she always had the vague impression that he didn't really respect her. 

"Are you ready for the next part?" Jamie asked. 

"Next part?" 

Jamie reached into her pocket, and she pulled out her phone. 

She swiped her finger along the screen, and her husband continued to stare straight ahead, although it was obvious he wanted to look away. He understood what was about to happen, but he didn't want to face the truth. 

"The paddling requires a lot of effort, you know? I have to tell them to go fetch the brush or a paddle, and then he has to get across my lap after pulling down his pants. Sometimes, he just steps out of line, and I want to punish him immediately. I don't want to give him a chance to wait. I don't want him to think about what is happening." 

Chloe put the pieces together. "You're going to shock him." 

"I am," Jamie said. "How many times should we shock you, boy?" 

"I don't know," he said. "That's not my decision to make, Mistress." 

"Give me a number," she ordered. 

It was clear that her husband hated the idea of doing this. His throat tightened, and he probably strengthened his grip as he kept his hands behind his back. Nervous tension raced through his body, but there was nothing he could do except for obey his wife, "Three?" 

"I'm thinking six," she replied. 

She pressed the button, and he stumbled back. 

It was fascinating, Chloe thought. That quick, flashed spasm ran through his body all at once. He stumbled back, nearly losing his balance. Jamie pressed the button on her screen again. He hit the wall. He braced himself, and his nostrils twitched each time she disciplined him. 

"Would you like to do it?" Jamie asked. 

Chloe stared at this woman like she had just spoken words from another language. "Do it?" 

"Would you like to shock my husband?" 

"Are you sure?" Chloe asked as she scrambled to come up with a coherent answer on her own. 

"Go for it," Jamie said. At the same time, she held out her phone. When Chloe took it, it felt like some strange violation of her personal boundaries. Pushing those thoughts aside, Chloe glanced down at the screen. She saw the user interface. It was simple enough. There was a slide bar with an indication for the power of the shock. Currently it was set right in the middle. That made Chloe wonder what would happen if she moved all the way to the right? 

The red button right below the bar made it obvious; she wanted to shock him, she just had to push down on it. 

Chloe glanced over at John, and he kept his expression neutral. Or at least, he tried. Despite his best efforts, she could see the fear playing across his features. 

Wait. Chloe stopped herself. Right before her finger could push down against the screen, she froze. Exhaling slowly, she told herself that this was wrong. The boy had already been punished, hadn't he? Besides, this kind of electro-shock punishment had to qualify as cruelty. Right? The journalist searched for certainty, but she couldn't find it. 

"It's okay," Jamie said. 

"I don't want to hurt him," Chloe declared. Even as she spoke, she couldn't tell whether or not those words were entirely accurate. 

"You're not going to hurt him, not really. Trust me. He has received lots of shocks, and he's perfectly healthy. It's painful, but it's also very good for him. I mean, if you don't punish him, he's going to start acting out." 

The reporter only answered by swallowing. It seemed ridiculous. She still held onto the phone. Her grip tightened, and her knuckles turned white, but she still couldn't bring herself to do it. 

"If you think about it," Jamie said with a little smile, "this is for his own good." The skepticism must've been obvious on Chloe's face. "If you really stop and think about it, you will see that he needs this. All of the boys do. They might be willing to get down on their knees and acknowledge their inferiority, but what does that really mean? Do they understand that? Do they feel it? Or is it possible that they are just faking it?" 

"Would your husband do that?" 

"Not intentionally," Jamie said. "I thought about this a lot, and I came to a conclusion. The boys need to be trained. They need to be trained again and again. Their old instincts are still there, buried just beneath the surface. But if we work really hard, I think we can give them what they need. We can turn them into the obedient boys they were meant to be." 

Obedient boys? She meant  slaves.  Chloe waited for some flash of angry revulsion deep within her chest, but she didn't experience it. On the contrary, she glanced down at the device in her hand, and she pushed the button. She had followed that instinct, and she watched as he twitched again. 

Chloe braced herself for some flash of guilt. Instead, the excitement reverberated through her body once again. He still had two more, she knew. She pressed the button again and again. She punished him, she exerted her control, and she enjoyed every second of it. 

Although she was done, Chloe didn't hand the phone back to its owner right away. Instead, she continued to stare at him. He straightened his back, he returned to his wife, and he lowered

himself down onto his knees, exactly as he had while they had enjoyed their cups of tea. 

"Amazing, isn't it?" 

"I don't know," Chloe said, but she wasn't sure one way or the other. She couldn't decide whether or not she was lying, either to Jamie or to herself. 



Nick was seated alone at one of the tables. At that moment, he didn't know exactly how he felt. Different sensations and emotions must've been roiling through his body, but everything seemed somehow disconnected, almost like he thought he might open his eyes at any moment, only to find himself back in his bed. Or better yet, he would be back in the office, like maybe he had decided to work late and had fallen asleep. 

Unfortunately, that wasn't his reality. Whether he liked it or not, he was in prison. 

He searched for his rage. In the cafeteria with all of the other boys, he wanted to grab his tray, to pick it up like a weapon, and to swing it. He didn't even know what or who he wanted to strike. But something held him back. 

Then he glanced around, and he saw her. There she was, smiling and chatting with another one of the guards. 

Officer Jessica must have sensed his gaze because she glanced back at him and waved. His nostrils twitched, and he bowed his head down again. Distantly, he thought he could hear Officer Jessica laughing at him, but it might have been his imagination. 

He especially hated his ambivalence when it came to his little sister. Different possibilities kept playing out behind his eyes. First, he thought that maybe she had simply failed. Yes, she was a journalist, but that didn't mean she knew how to organize some kind of conservative backlash against the prison system. Lots of people already distrusted various elements of the government, so it should have been easy, but she was young and naïve. Maybe she screwed up. If not, then maybe she had simply betrayed him. 

Nick tightened his jaw as he considered that possibility. Again, he grabbed onto the edges of the table, and his grip locked in place. 

But then someone walked by. 

It was Samuel, he saw, but his neighbor didn't say anything. 

Then Nick glanced down, and he saw a tiny square of folded paper on the edge of the table. 

Tentatively, Nick started to open it, only to belatedly remember to turn and maneuver his shoulders as he tried to hide the piece of paper from any of the cameras or the guards' notice. 

Written in smudged, messy ink was the message,  The time is coming. You have to pick a side. 

Turning his attention back to Samuel, he watched as his neighbor talked to a couple of the other prisoners. Nick could pick up a couple of words here and there. They were talking about football. 

Their favorite teams? 

Nick narrowed his eyes and glanced down at the piece of paper again. For a moment, he ran through his strategic options and smirked. What if he turned Samuel in? Maybe that would reduce his sentence? 

Probably not. This piece of paper didn't say anything useful. 

Samuel had been very oblique about his plans, whatever they might be. Obviously, the boys were thinking about escape. They were prisoners. But would it actually help Nick if he betrayed him? 

No, probably not. 

Then again, it might have been a trap, Nick thought. Sure, Samuel seemed to hate this entire facility and the women who ran it, but all of that could have been an act. Maybe he was trying to draw out the most disobedient boys so that they could be punished, the resistance crushed under these women's boots…

Frustrated, Nick grabbed the paper, crumpled it underneath his fingers, and shook his head. 

No, he wasn't going to get involved in this one way or the other. If anyone asked, he could say he didn't understand what the paper meant. He didn't see any reason to turn his neighbor in, but he wasn't going to play a long either. 

Right as he made his decision, someone called out, "Betting day! Today is a betting day!" 

What the hell? 

A bunch of the guys immediately got up from their tables. Nick and some of the other newcomers glanced around as they tried to

understand what this meant. Betting day? It sounded like some old holiday from 1840s England. 

"Everyone to the main yard," one of the guards shouted out. 

"To the main yard!" another yelled at her prisoners. 

Nick glanced around. He wanted to find Samuel, to get some sense of what was going on here. Unfortunately, his neighbor had disappeared into the crowd of guys as they got up from their tables and started to file out. Next, Nick looked around for Officer Jessica. 

This time, he wasn't sure whether or not he really wanted to see her. 

Did he want to ask her a question? 

It was easier to follow the crowd, so he got up, shuffled away, and trudged down a wide corridor along with the other males. Within just a couple of minutes, he found himself standing outside. The sunshine felt good against his face, but Nick still experienced this chill, especially when he saw the stage. 

The men gathered around it. For once, Nick enjoyed being anonymous among so many males, all of whom were dressed in orange jumpsuits with their dark collars around their necks. Exhaling slowly, Nick did his best to pretend that this was normal. And yet, there was this excitement running through the air. He tried to tell whether or not it came from the guards or from the prisoners. 

The warden climbed up onto the stage, and she held a microphone in her hand. She brought it to her lips and said, 

"Welcome, boys." 

Some of the men smiled back and forth at one another. 

Others seemed nervous, like they had no idea what was going on. 

Or worse, it was possible they had a sense for what could happen next, only they didn't like it. 

"Prison life can be dreary," Warden Montoya acknowledged. 

"Each day, you wake up, and you find yourself in the same cell. Yes, you cook and clean and serve us. Yes, you occasionally make a mistake and need to be punished, but I believe that stimulation is still important. Don't you all?" 

A couple of the boys cheered. They cried out, shouted, clapped, and even stomped their feet. They sounded genuinely excited, like they were her fans or something. "I expect more

enthusiasm than that," Warden Montoya called out. "You can do better than that. Go on, boys!" 

She waited, and the same males still cheered as loudly as they could. A few others clapped halfheartedly, but they were obviously more concerned with what all of this entailed and what might transpire next. 

Nick stood back. Invisible in the crowd, he didn't think it mattered what he did. 

Unfortunately, Warden Montoya didn't seem impressed. She still held the microphone to her mouth, but now she tilted her head to the side, and she looked away from the prisoners. Instead, she turned her attention to the guards. "Ladies, maybe you should give these boys some encouragement." It sounded like a light, breezy suggestion, but the boys were about to learn what could happen when they misbehave toward disappointed a woman with this much power. 

In his peripheral vision, Nick saw the guards. They raised their wrists, and they brought up their smart watches. 

Oh, no. 

Nick glanced back at Officer Jessica, and she smiled at him. 

Just like the other guards, she had her arm up, and now she was reaching for that small screen. She was about to press the pixilated button! 

A couple of the guys called out. Just like Nick, they realized what was about to happen. They shouted, desperate to get these women to change their minds. 

Then the first cries went out. Men shouted, squeaked, and screeched as the electricity pummeled into their bodies. Nick braced himself, but his collar didn't activate, nor did he feel that electric bike between his legs. His muscles froze, and he remained tense from one second to the next, like he thought Officer Jessica might decide to shock him in the next few seconds. Maybe she wished to make him think he was safe before delivering that rush of electricity. 

"Let's try that again," Warden Montoya said about half a minute later. By now, the boys had climbed or been pulled back up onto their feet. Those who had been electrocuted wobbled uncertainly. The others looked around, nervous and cowed. Sure, 

these men might have boasted about their strength and bravery when they were alone. But under the watchful gazes of these women, the males gathered here all understood just how powerless and helpless they had become. Between their shock collars and battery-powered chastity belts, these males were powerless. 

"Cheer," Warden Montoya uttered that single word into the microphone, and now the boys obeyed with brash enthusiasm. Nick felt like he was betraying something important, but he went along with the rest of the crowd. He brought his hands together hard and clapped like he loved being here. Maybe he wasn't whistling or shouting like the others, yet he still clapped with apparent enthusiasm. 

Warden Montoya held her hands up in the air as she continued to encourage them. Seconds seemed to turn to minutes, but she still wasn't satisfied! Nick's palms started to hurt, but he kept clapping. Then he glanced over at Officer Jessica, and she had her eyes upon him. It was obvious; if he stopped, he would be punished. 

In fact, a couple of the other prison chaperones decided to punish their boys at one point or another. Whether they used their shock batons or their watches, these women were harsh and brutal. 

Electricity knocked the boys' legs out from under them. They went down, encouraging the other men to cheer louder! 

Nick still didn't shout. He still didn't whistle, hoot, or holler. He maintained some thin veneer of dignity, and he braced himself. 

Maybe this was foolish on his part. After all, he already knew exactly how painful the electrical stabs could be. Even so, he wasn't going to succumb. 

Only then he turned his gaze down to his hands, and he watched as he kept clapping. The noise roiled through the prison yard, and Nick pressed his lips together into a frustrated pout. He could tell himself whatever he wanted about his "dignity" or his "self-respect". In reality, all of these boys had already surrendered. 

They made that noise for the warden, and now she finally lowered her hands. Most of the cheers died away. The boys only really became totally quiet when she started to speak. At that point, her followers went silent as they listened. She was a woman, and

they were just boys; of course, whatever she had to say was far more important than anything they might do or think. 

"First off, it's a beautiful day, and I'm very happy to see all of you here. I really like your energy, especially because we don't get to do this very often. For those of you who don't know, today is a betting day. Basically, this will be your opportunity to entertain us. We make the bets, and you play the games. Like right now, we're going to show off some of our favorite specimens." Warden Montoya lifted her smart watch, and almost every boy in the audience flinched, Nick included. 

Within seconds, it became obvious she wasn't going to punish anyone. Instead, she just scanned the screen for a couple of different names. 

"Darren, Kevin, and Joel. Come up here now." 

Three of the prisoners climbed up onto the stage. Nick narrowed his eyes slightly as he wondered exactly what was going on. 

"Ladies, you know how this works. They flex, and you vote." 

Vote? 

Nick turned and looked around since he didn't understand the concept. Several other guys seemed equally confused, but the officers were all smiling as they got ready to enjoy this event, whatever it might be. At the same time, many of the other men stared forward, stony-faced. Doing his best to emulate them, Nick observed and remained tense as he wondered what he might have to do. 

The first boy, Darren, strode forward, pinched the edge of his shirt, and he pulled it off. He revealed his toned muscles, the contours of his biceps and pectorals. He looked like a bodybuilder, but he wasn't the only one. Kevin and Joel ripped off their shirts as well. The men started flexing, raising their arms into the air, making fists, and showing off. 

Nick furrowed his brows. 

"You know the rules, ladies. First, we vote to see who we think will win. Then we vote for the one we like best." 

Nick still didn't understand what all of this meant. 

Even so, the boys up there certainly seemed confident and eager. They were grinning, turning their bodies from side to side. But this was just the beginning. After several more seconds, they pulled off their pants, stripping until they were naked except for their chastity belts and collars. 

Why were they doing this? 

The question seemed unfair, but Nick already thought he knew the answer. They were prisoners, just like him. These boys had probably been chosen and trained. 

"Traitors," someone muttered to his left, but Nick recognized the voice. Samuel seemed mostly neutral, but there was that nearly imperceptible shake of his head. Not only that, he had his arms crossed over his chest with barely contained disgust. 

"What is this?" Nick needed to know. 

"It's a betting day. Basically, the ladies here get to play some games at our expense." 

"But those guys look like they’re having fun." 

"Like I said," Samuel replied. "Traitors." 

"How is that possible?" Nick demanded. Even as he spoke, he thought about that "game" Officer Jessica had played with him. 

He still remembered the taste of her slit and the taunting countdown. 

"You see it every day," Samuel reminded him in a low voice. 

"There are guys here who have forgotten what it's like to be in charge. For one reason or another, they have come to accept that women are in charge." His neighbor glanced around again. 

Apparently confident that none of the guards were paying attention, he added, "But we don't all have to be like that. We don't all have to surrender." 

Nick remembered those earlier entreaties, but he didn't say anything. Even so, there were those words and questions of the back of his throat, just waiting to be released. He was tempted. He was very, very tempted. 

"What do you all think?" Warden Montoya asked. "Darren, Kevin, or Joel? Who’s going to be the winner?" 

At the edge of his sight, Nick saw the women's press their fingertips down against of the screens on their wrists. He flinched, 

hating how he expected his collar or chastity belt to light up with a fresh barrage of electricity. But no, that didn't happen. 

He puffed out his cheeks and tied to relax. 

"Ladies, do you want to hear from these boys?" Warden Montoya asked. 

"Do we really have to be here for this?" Nick muttered. 

Apparently, he wasn't quiet enough because Samuel overheard him and answered, "It's all part of the game. They don't just want to have fun with those traitors. They want us to see what happens to those boys. They want us to see what it looks like to embrace captivity. Those guys have been domesticated. That's what they expect for us." 

Nick nodded along. Yes, all of this made sense, only part of him still ached to believe he would get out of here in the next couple of days, not years. He didn't want to think that a woman like Warden Montoya or Officer Jessica would be able to keep him. And yet, those other guys have probably spent months or even years training for moments like this. 

Again, he shook his head with undisguised disgust. 

"Let's start with you, Darren," she said. 

This young man straightened his back and looked out with his hands held behind him. "My name is Darren," he announced. "I am a loyal, female supremacist. I understand that I deserve to be on my knees." Then he blinked, glanced around, and lowered himself down before Warden Montoya. A couple of the officers cheered. Several more laughed. None of the men in the audience seemed to enjoy this, but their entertainment was irrelevant. 

"Very good," Warden Montoya said. She walked over to the next boy who immediately lowered himself down onto his knees as well. "Okay," she said. "It looks like we have a trend. What would you like to tell us about yourself, Kevin?" 

"My name is Kevin, and I'm intellectually inferior to every woman." 

Nick rolled his eyes. That kind of generalization seemed ridiculous. Every woman? Really? Even if he was going to surrender to these females and acknowledge a general trend of female

superiority, he had to believe he’d be smarter than at least  one woman somewhere out in the world. 

"Good boy," Warden Montoya said as she patted Kevin on the head. "And what about you?" she said to the final boy. 

"I'm Joel," he announced. "I just really want to please the women in my life. I don't know if I'm smarter or not, but I don't think it really matters. I just want to be obedient. That's really what counts." 

"Very good," she said. "Okay, gentlemen. Get back up on your feet, flex one more time, and let's see who's going to get the opportunity to take off his chastity belt tonight." 

Tentatively, like he thought he might get in trouble, Nick turned around and trained his eyes on the officers. Some of them seemed genuinely nervous or excited. A few were whispering back and forth as they placed their bets. Who is going to win the beauty competition? Which boy had been most impressive? 

"This is a stupid popularity contest," Nick growled. 

"You're right about that," Samuel said. 

"At least it's almost over." 

"It's not," answered his neighbor. 

Nick focused on Samuel for just a second, but his neighbor kept his eyes aimed directly at the stage. Realizing he didn't want to draw any attention himself, Nick did the same thing. 

Warden Montoya peeked down at her smart watch, and that's when she announced, "Ladies, we have a winner. Darren, Kevin, you are both good boys, and you have done an excellent job. I'm especially impressed with those pectorals, young men." She glanced back down after them. She stared at them hungrily for just a few seconds. "In fact, I might have you brought back to my office. But…" 

She let the tension hanging in the air, "I'm afraid that you boys will need to train harder and practice your speeches just a little bit more. 

Today, Joel is our winner!" 

The warden strolled over to the third boy, and she brushed her fingers down along his cheek to the underside of his chin. From there, she beckoned for him to stand. He obeyed, and now he flexed once again, turning his body to the left, to the right. He showed off his firm buttocks, his flat stomach and toned chest. A round of applause from the women rippled out across the air, right until the

Wharton called out, "Boys, you should congratulate your compatriots. Joel here is a really good example of what you should all aspire to be." 

 What?  Nick thought acidly,  Some ditzy boy? A himbo?  Heat clawed at his chest and down into his stomach as he fought to keep his expression neutral. Some instinct tricked against to the back of his neck, and he turned. Sure enough, Officer Jessica had her eyes locked on him. She smiled. She blinked. 

Nick flinched, suddenly worried she might decide to shock him, almost as though she could read his thoughts. Of course, that was ridiculous. 

Those boys in the audience who had already surrendered their overlords cheered and shouted enthusiastically. A few others remembered that they could be shocked at any moment, so they start clapping. Nick joined in the second group even if he hated every second of it. He cooperated. He made it seem like he was jealous of those boys up there. 

"And now, it's time for the dog show!" 



Chloe sat at her desk. She was listening through her conversation with Jamie and wrestling with those different impulses. 

Officially, she hadn't written anything yet. Or rather, she hadn't submitted any of her drafts to her editor. Normally, a writer lived by her deadlines, but Cassandra seemed to sense something special was going on here. Or maybe she had simply gotten busy and forgotten all about Chloe. 

One way or the other, she knew she needed time, so she tried to figure out exactly what kind of angle she wanted to take. The idea had sounded so simple, especially at first. She was supposed to expose the prison system and show the world just how corrupt it had become, especially with these trials. 

Each time she sat down and tried to start typing, her fingers froze. Normally, Chloe didn't believe in writer's block. Frankly, she thought the idea was kind of silly. Yes, someone might get tired, but it was just a question of typing one letter and another after that. She had to form words. After she formed a couple of words, she could make a sentence. Besides, ideas were easy. There was so much

about the world that needed to be examined and discussed. As a journalist, she hoped to explore so many different aspects of female supremacy. She just had to ask a few questions. It could start with something broad like, how did female supremacy affect the economy? That was a start. 

Okay, so she could narrow it down. How did female supremacy affect real estate? For a long time, both women and men had done well as real estate agents. This was a profession that required a lot of charisma. The paperwork was challenging, she assumed, but the real difficulty came from finding clients. Were the boys still working in this profession? Had they all been kicked out? 

What about other forms of sales? For a long time, pharmaceutical representatives had been almost exclusively beautiful women. They went to the hospitals and flirted with the doctors and administrators as they tried to sell their products. 

Were boys in that position now? 

Or maybe boys had been stripped of virtually every professional position? She doubted it. The world was too big and complicated for such a gross simplification. It seemed more likely that boys would wiggle and squirm their way into new niches, just as women had been forced to do. No, these men wouldn't enjoy any kind of real power or influence, but at least they would get out of the house, and they might be paid a small stipend for their efforts. 

Powerful women would want to use boys as props and decorations. It seemed natural. So yes, there would still be a place for the men. But what was it like for those boys? What kinds of rules to they have to follow? How did they get into those positions? These were all very interesting questions that Chloe would have loved to explore. 

But for now, she needed to figure out exactly what she wanted to say about the prisons. 

Chloe was sucking on her bottom lip as she contemplated the different angles. 

This was a feature piece. Remaining entirely neutral didn't seem possible or fair to her readers. 

As she tapped her fingers along the space bar, a little red dot appeared in the right-hand corner of her screen, indicating that she

had a new message. 

Grateful for the distraction, Chloe opened her messages, found a link, and clicked on it without really thinking. She saw that it came from the prison's administrative server, so she figured it would just be a new set of regulations or maybe a press release. If it can distract her, it could be useful…

Instead, a live stream opened. A loading icon rolled along her screen for the first few seconds, and then she saw three young men on their knees. There was Warden Montoya, and she was talking about something. 

"Ladies and boys, I'm going to be very honest with you. The dog show is probably my favorite part. Today, we have Officers Iris, Tricia, and Alexandra. They have been working hard with their boys for this betting day." 

Betting day. Chloe had first smirked when she heard about this tradition. It happened randomly at the prison, but it gave the officers a chance to have some fun and “blow off some steam” 

because “girls will be girls”. At the same time, it showed the boys how they were supposed to behave...like toys and playthings. 

Chloe didn't know exactly what she was supposed to expect here, but it wasn't  this: three young women walked up onto a stage. 

Along the edges of the window, Chloe saw lots of young men in orange jumpsuits. Quickly, she scanned for her brother, but she couldn’t spot him. A second later, she wasn't searching because those women were holding onto leashes, and young men followed up. They weren’t walking, however. They were crawling. 

Each boy wore a mask that gave him canine features. There was the muscle, the ears, and those same men more strange leather sleeves along their elbows and knees. 

Chloe watched all of this, and she could hardly believe it. 

Somehow, those boys had been demoted to the status of dogs. 

Something like this should have violated the Geneva Convention, but Chloe just smirked and shook her head. After another few seconds of staring at her screen, she brought her hand up to her mouth, and she tried to hide the laughter even though no one could see her. 

"Officer Iris, you have the stage," Warden Montoya announced. 

The first woman, a blonde with a long ponytail, removed the leash. Now she looked down at her boy, she grinned, and she called out, "Beg." 

The boy immediately scurried forward, only now he pushed himself onto his knees. Simultaneously, he raised his elbows like they were dog paws. A few of the other guards were whispering as they placed their bets or debated his posture. 

Chloe narrowed her eyes as she squinted down at the human dog on her screen. For a second, she wondered if one of the pets could be Nick? After a few seconds, she shook her head. As amusing as that would have been, she knew that these guys must've been thoroughly trained. 

"Excellent posture," Warden Montoya announced. 

The boy started whimpering. He wasn't wearing a microphone or anything, yet the sound still cut across the prison yard. Both the guards and boys in orange could hear that canine as he made these pathetic little sounds for the amusement of the women here. 

This was dehumanizing...literally. 

A few seconds later, the next boy crawled forward, and his handler had him roll around on the stage. 

"I shouldn’t be watching this," Chloe whispered to herself. No one could hear her, yet this twinge of guilt danced through her body. 

She could feel its start in her stomach and flare out up into her chest. 

Yes, these boys were prisoners, they committed crimes, had been tried, and found guilty, but now they were being treated like actual dogs? 

Was this going to happen to Nick? 

She doubted it. It seemed to be part of some kind of game. 

Little by little, the guilt faded. It was replaced by something she enjoyed but couldn’t name. 

As she watched, her mouth watered. There was something about seeing these men in this position that triggered something deep within her body. Fresh guilt? Excitement? Some combination? 

Every few seconds, she reached out and rested her palm on her mouse. She wanted to bring the arrow up and exit out of this

application. It would have been so easy. Just one click…

And yet, Chloe didn't do it. Despite everything she wanted to believe about her personal ideologies, she kept watching. Not only that, she found herself in enticed. As she sat there, she wondered what it would be like to have a boy on a leash. Yes, she noticed how men treated her differently now. They were far more respectful out on the street. Before, she used to have to be nervous when she walked alone. Catcalls and hungry glares could have followed her on any day and at any time. But now? She was a woman, and so she was in charge. If she saw a boy, she could make a demand, and he would probably obey. If his chaperone was nearby, then she could talk to that woman and report any bad behavior he may have demonstrated. Just like that, she could be certain that this male would be trained and punished him thoroughly subjugated, just as he deserved. 

When so many women told her that she had the right to take control, it was hard not to listen. 

But now, this third dog boy crawled forward, and his handler ordered him to bow his head down. He complied. She made him roll around on the stage. Again, he obeyed without question. He behaved just like a well-trained animal. He wasn't thinking for himself. He wasn't trying to assert himself at all. He was a boy, and he knew his place. 

Chloe's heart beat faster. Second by second, she watched and enjoyed all of this despite the fluttering ambivalence at the base of her stomach. 

Then the woman ordered him to crawl forward and to bow his head down. He obeyed. 

Chloe had leaned forward. She was staring at the screen. 

What was going to happen? 

She ordered him to lick her boobs. 

He wasn't going to do it, was he? 

Chloe understood that the boys endured a lot of humiliating activities in the prison, but incarceration had always meant some form of degradation. Simple uniforms dehumanized of the boys to some degree, right? But this was going too far! There was no way he would  really lick her boots in front of an audience like this. In that

same moment, she had to wonder how many other people had received this link. At that moment, the audience didn't just have to include the guards and prisoners. Hundreds or maybe even thousands of other women might be watching this "dog show" 

The boy licked. 

He dipped his head down low, and the reluctance seemed to play across his shoulders and into his neck. Then again, that could have been Chloe's imagination. Maybe she was seeing something that wasn't actually there. 

His tongue darted along her boots. He degraded himself for her amusement. 

Then there were the votes, but Chloe didn't see who won. 

She exited out of the window, and her desktop reappeared. She was breathing faster, and her cheeks were hot. She couldn't understand why her heart kept kicking so frantically behind the bars of its cage. 

At the same time, she stood up. Energy seemed to roiled through her body, making her Wonderware she should go or what she should do. In any case, she couldn't remain here. 

Chloe grabbed her keys. 

Almost in a daze, she headed back into the parking lot, jumped into her car, and she drove back to her apartment. 

Everything seemed to happen so fast, like she wasn't even aware of what she was doing. 

But then she stopped. It was only when she was at the threshold of her bedroom that she really realized what she had subconsciously planned. She puffed out her cheeks, grabbed onto the door, and squeezed those hedges tight. 

Gulping back her trepidation, Chloe took a step forward. She dropped her hands down toward the button on her jeans. She shimmied out of the den them, and she kicked off her shoes the same time. She pulled off her pants and her panties. Everything happened fast. She couldn’t think through her actions’ implications, but she knew what she needed. 

Soon enough, she was on her bed, on her back, and she closed her eyes. She slipped her left hand up underneath her blouse, and she wiggled her fingertips beneath the soft lace of her bra. 

It was the middle of the afternoon, but she didn't bother pulling back the curtains, so she found herself in this coolly dark twilight. In those moments, she didn't feel like a journalist, a reporter, or a writer. Her journalistic ethics dissipated because she wasn't a professional woman. Instead, she kept thinking of those boys down on their knees, masked and obedient—bound. 

They couldn't walk. They couldn't stand. They couldn't use their hands. Those limitations should have annoyed her. After all, she had grown up in a world where men were praised for their capabilities. A woman might've just been pretty and cute, and that would have been totally acceptable. 

But men? 

No way. If a man wanted to feel good about himself, then he had to be capable of something. Maybe he would be a football player or some other athlete. Perhaps he could program computers or build apps and make a bunch of money. Just looking good wouldn't be enough for him. He wasn't a girl. He couldn't simply bat his eyes or flip his hair. 

Only now, those boys were on display, and Chloe couldn't help herself: she  liked  it. It was their turn to be objectified. 

Wasn't this sick? Was it wrong? If she had a boyfriend, would she slide a mask over his face, restrain his arms, and bind his legs? 

Would she walk him around on a leash and play with him? Would she use him like he was nothing but her pet? 

Yes! 

In that moment, she could feel the fantasies coalesce behind her eyelids. Right then and there, she didn't need to worry about what was real, right, or ethical. She pursued pleasure and let go of every worry. She didn't care about her integrity as a journalist. 

Notions like "human rights" faded away because this was what she wanted; this was who she needed to be in that moment. 

Even if she needed to stop, then she could have justified all of this. It was just a fantasy. It wasn't real. The rules didn't really apply. 

Did they? For just a moment, she smirked, thinking about all those boys who had played at their consoles, tapping away on their controllers as they murdered one digital civilian after another. For them, ethics didn't apply because it was just a game. 

Chloe told herself that this was the same. 

She pictured a boy from college. James Trager; he had been cute in a shy sort of way. He sat in the corner of one of her journalism classes, and he seldom contributed to the group discussions. Even so, there was something about his hair, his smile, the curves of his cheeks or the contours of his shoulders. Now she imagined finding him again, sliding a collar around his neck, and the look of nervous panic on his face as he realized that she owned him. 

In her fantasy, she would take control. She could keep him on a leash. She would bring him home…

She could throw him down onto the bed. In her fantasy, she had a set of restraints ready for him. She could chain him down, locking his arms and wrists close to the corners of her bedframe. He might try to pull or struggle, but his attempts would be halfhearted. 

Deep down, he’d know who he was meant to be. 

She didn't have to worry about his satisfaction, not in her fantasy. Even if she took him in real life, she wouldn't need to worry about what James might crave. On the contrary, sex was now centered on the female orgasm. It started and ended with her pleasure and the choices she would make. 

In her fantasy, she would pull off her jeans, just as she had done in real life. As her fingers slid along her opening, she closed her eyes and relaxed into the sensations. With her left hand, she fondled her breasts and played with her nipples. With her right, she slipped her fingertips along her opening. She toyed with her pussy as she enjoyed every second of this. 

Chloe hadn't masturbated like this in a long time. In fact, she had never really seen the need. Sure, she could enjoy sex, but this was different. It wasn't about intimacy or romance. This wasn't about forging some connection with another person. Instead, she craved hot, animal pleasure. A different drive pushed her as she panted and the red heat played along her cheeks. She needed the satisfaction of taking whatever she liked from a boy like James Trager. 

At first, she fantasized about him gazing up at her with wild desperation simmering from his eyes, into his face, and down along his shoulders. Chained down and naked, he would beg for her. Even so, she would be able to climb up on top of him, lean down, and

push her pussy to his face whenever she liked. Perhaps she would kiss him first. 

Nah. 

This dismissive idea tasted so wonderful. She loved the idea of just getting to ride him. She could utter her commands, and he would obey. "Lick me, boy!" Yes, she could talk down to him. Yes, she could degraded humiliate him because she was a woman. And in this fantasy, she owned him! 

Better yet, he would obey. Without arguing or fighting, without protesting or rebelling, James would glide his tongue along her crevice. He would slide his tongue deep between the walls of her opening, and he’d be rewarded for his efforts. Bracing bolts of pleasure would shoot through her frame, hardening her nipples and making her cry out. 

In reality, she was only stroking her slit with her fingertips, but it didn't matter. She lost herself and drifted into those images. 

Only then she thought of something else. She rewound time in her fantasy, so now his lips were wet. She was damp with excitement, but she opened her eyes and stared up at her darkened ceiling for just a few seconds. Her breathing came faster, her heart kicked, and she knew she was on the verge of an orgasm. Still, she pushed that temptation aside. Little by little, her body began to settle down. 

When she imagined herself climbing on top of him again, he would be just as naked as before, only now she hoped to see anger on his face. She wanted to hear him call out defiantly, "You can't do this. You're never going to win!" 

How would she break him? 

Maybe she would just threaten him. She could grab him by his balls and squeeze. She could put one hand on his throat and push her palm down, making it hard for him to breathe. He’d gasp, whimper, and cry out. He would plead with her. 

Sadistic ecstasy flared through her body. 

Chloe always wanted to think of herself as a compassionate young woman. She was the kind of girl who believed in animal rights and taking care of people. Even if she sometimes thought maybe

men didn't deserve the same rights as the women around them, she never approved of torture. 

Until now. 

Her fantasies jumped to life again, and she reveled in the idea of having him chained down, on his stomach this time. She would smack his ass hard. She would balance against the small of his back, smack his backside, and hear that delicious sound of clapping as her palm came down again and again. Each time she connected, he would cry out, moaning. 

Or maybe she’d let him roll onto his back and slap him hard across the face. 

Despite all of this, he’d still snarl and rage at her. But little by little, she would wear down his defenses. He would still be mad at her, but he would call out his admission, "Fine! Fine, I’ll do whatever you want! I will be your slave!" 

 I will be your slave. 

Those words reverberated behind her eyes and between her ears; they were so addictive, so alluring. Obviously, James wasn't really there with her, yet that hardly mattered. She easily recalled the timbre of his voice, even if he rarely spoke. And now, she was biting down on the inside of her mouth as she pinched her nipples and stroked her crevice. 

Chloe would be able to look right down into his eyes and see the defeat right there. 

Rewinding her fantasy again, she forced herself to stop. This time, he would look up, but he wouldn’t be eager or angry. On the contrary, there would be something else in his eyes. 

Fear. 

Spread out on her bed in her apartment, Chloe giggled. She felt childish and silly as she did so, but she couldn't help herself. It was strange to run through these fantasies; she had never really indulged herself like this before. Sure, there had been those nights of exploration when she lightly brushed her fingertips along her knees, up to her thighs, along her hips and maybe over the contours of her stomach. Once or twice, she had been curious what it might be like, so she never told anyone about this, but she had caressed her forehead, the ridge of her nose, and even her own lips. Back then, it

had been so easy to imagine some prince climbing into her bedroom and kissing her softly. 

This time, a different fantasy consumed her attention; she imagined the boy on his back, spread out, chained down, and frightened of what she might do to him. 

Fear wasn't supposed to be an aphrodisiac, whispered her conscience. Even if the women of the world took over, they were supposed to be superior guardians and custodians. It was their job to train the boys and to teach them how to be better men. 

Was that true? Was that really the goal? 

Chloe giggled again. It probably wasn't funny, but she wondered how many women simply lied to themselves. She thought of those countless CEOs who talked about improving the world in one way or another. Maybe a tech company was supposed to foster connection between people while simultaneously utilizing addictive algorithms that made teenagers feel like garbage. Elsewhere, a search engine might promise to organize the world's information while stealing data from consumers and other companies alike. Then there were the bankers who promised to help people pursue prosperity while simultaneously taking in predatory fees for accounts that basically cost nothing to maintain. 

Was Chloe doing the same thing? Did these fantasies make her a hypocrite? 

"That is the nature of fantasies," she told herself. She whispered those words, and then she concentrated again on James. 

He would twist from side to side, jerking with his arms and his legs. He would attempt to tear himself free from this very bed, but he would be trapped. At the same time, his eyes would be wide and shiny with fear. He would know that this girl could do whatever she wanted with him. 

She wanted to give him a reason to be afraid, so she pictured herself holding one of the shock batons. Chloe had seen them in plenty of pictures; the guards and officers who worked at the prison carried them around wherever they went. With just a press of the button and a quick tap, a disobedient boy could be put in his place. 

Sometimes, the electrical shocks were fairly mild. They were just a reminder of how painful disobedience  might be. Then there were the

more intense shocks, ranging from ones that might knock a boy back several inches to those that were capable of robbing him of consciousness. There would be a torrent of pain followed by the uncertainty of waking up on the floor, or somewhere else entirely. 

Chloe pictured herself holding one of those batons. She imagined using the tip of the baton and brushing it down along his cheek to his neck, along his clavicles, down his sternum, all the way to his stomach, then his balls. 

Nervously, James would lick his lips as he waited for her to make a decision. 

"Please." She wanted to hear the tremble in his voice. It was so easy to imagine. "Please, I swear, I will be a good slave for you. I will serve you, Mistress." 

Mistress. She thought of John and Jamie all over again. But now, she wasn't contemplating that couple as a part of her news story. Instead, there was an amorphous sensation that rolled out inside of her stomach: jealousy. 

Pushing it aside, Chloe decided to focus on her own pleasure instead. She imagined James again. He would beg so beautifully, 

"Please. Please, I can't take this. Please, I just want to be your obedient slave and servant. I will be your boy. I will lick your feet, your pussy, whatever you want. I will pleasure you. Please, do whatever you want with me. You can lock me in chastity. You can punish me every day. You can do whatever you want. I will perform for you and your friends. I will be yours! I swear it!" 

In her fantasy, he sounded so pliant, so sweet. 

How many boys had uttered words just like those? 

"Lick," she said in her fantasy as she climbed up on his face again. With frantic, eager, pathetically sweet desperation, he would start licking. He would lap at her pussy like a thirsty dog. His tongue would glide along her opening over and over again, and she wouldn't have to worry about his sensations or desires. For far too long, way too many women had worried about what men craved when it came to sex. 

Chloe wouldn't have that problem. 

Instead, she could surrender to her own desires. She could be greedy and selfish! This simple freedom excited her just as much as

the idea of his tongue sliding along the walls of her opening. Yes! 

This was what she craved! More! She needed more! 

In the real world, she came so hard it was as if she was struck by a shock baton. She rubbed her opening, she played with her nipples, and she finally arched her back, curling her toes and slamming her heels down against the mattress all at the same time. 

Then it was done, and she stayed there on her back. 

"Wow." 

That was all she managed to say at first. Then she burst into laughter. She was giggling manically for a few seconds before she stopped herself. 

Slowly, she got drowsy. She had been working hard, and she didn't feel like she had very much left. Even so, she started to think about her brother. She wondered what he was doing and what he thought of the dog show. What did it make him feel when he saw the boys crawl around on a stage for the amusement of the women? 



Rage. 

Nick was proud of himself because he had always been very adept when it came to hiding his own emotions. Yes, the anger blazed through his chest, but he didn't need to growl or snarl. 

Frankly, he never understood why people got so angry when it came to driving. He remembered, in high school and college, going out with his friends. There were those moments when some idiot driver would cut them off, and suddenly his passengers would be screaming and shouting, raising their middle fingers and snarling. 

"You know, they can't see you or hear you," Nick always pointed out. 

For once, he understood the impulse they felt at those times. 

In that moment, he was tempted. Although the other boys remained quiet and watched the "dogs" prance and perform on the stage, Nick successfully remained impassive. Once or twice, he glanced over at Officer Jessica. Each time, she seemed to notice him watching her, like she was making a point of checking on him. Was she trying to read his expression? Was she trying to guess what this boy was thinking? 

Probably. If so, he intended to disappoint her. 

He wasn't smiling or laughing, although he was required to clap from time to time. 

As far as he was concerned, this couldn't get any worse. 

"How long will this last?" Nick finally whispered. 

"It's about to get worse," Samuel said. 

"You're serious?" The disbelief ran through his voice even though he managed to maintain a calm veneer. 

"Oh yeah. Next, we have the exhibition fight." 

"No way," Nick said. He barely managed to keep the frustration off his face. At the same time, he kept glancing downward whenever he spoke. He tried to turn his head away as much he could, like he was just glancing over at some of the other guards or maybe the cameras. With a sickening feeling, Nick realized something else. The cameras were there for surveillance, right? 

They only existed in the prison yard in case of an emergency, like a riot or something. At least, that was what he had initially assumed. 

Now he wasn't so sure. After all, Nick worked at an investment firm. Monetization had always been an important concept for every company he analyzed, especially those that operated in new fields without obvious sources of revenue. Now he had to wonder if maybe "betting day" wasn't simply intended for the guards or the prisoners. What if they sold access to this kind of content? 

Nick attempted to push the idea aside; it sounded so ridiculous. There was no way they could sell access to this kind of content. Right? 

Nervously, he licked his lips, and he glanced over at Samuel. 

His neighbor was studiously focused on the stage. Nick snuck another glimpse of his prison chaperone, but Officer Jessica was currently distracted talking to another woman. 

"Do you think they sell this?" 

"Probably," Samuel replied. "These women can do whatever they want." 

"There has to be something we can do. We could…" He stopped talking, mostly because he didn't know exactly what he wanted to say. 

Samuel guessed how that thought was supposed to finish, 

"What? Protest?" 

"Someone would listen to us," Nick insisted. 

"Who? You really think there are women out there who would feel bad for us? I mean, look around. They have cameras set up for every angle." So Samuel had noticed that same detail, and he had arrived at the same conclusion. 

"The cameras could just be for security," Nick said. "Besides, it's not like most women would want to watch this." 

Samuel dipped his head down for a moment and shook his head. "Back in the day, I would have agreed with you. I mean, for a long time, everyone thought that men were the horny ones. We were the ones who came up with ideas like Rule 34. That was supposed to be a strength and a weakness, right? Men were a bunch of horny bastards, so we could do whatever we wanted." Samuel shook his head from side to side. "I believed that. We were like animals, but then I walked in on my cousin once." 

"What?" Nick should have managed some other set of words or syllables, but he didn't know how to react. 

"Oh yeah," Samuel said nonchalantly. "We were hanging out at the summerhouse, and I walked into her bedroom by accident. We had only been there for a day or two, so it was an honest mistake. 

But then I saw her on her bed, and I had a perfect view of her screen. She was watching some woman dressed in black choking a boy who was chained to the wall. I saw that, and I had no idea what to think. Frankly, it should have taught me something." 

"Women can't enjoy this," Nick said. 

By now, it was time for the voting; the women were deciding who was going to "win." Which of these three boys was the best dog? 

Drifting from one side of the stage to the other, Warden Montoya kept talking, but Nick did his best to ignore her. As long as he kept his head down and his mouth covered, he figured Officer Jessica wouldn't pay any attention to him, so he wouldn't be punished for speaking out of turn. 

"I think we underestimated them," Samuel said with a shrug. "I think we all bought into that idea that girls are nice and sweet, that they really are nurturers or something. They're not. They're just like us. And now, they are in charge." 

Nick shivered, especially when he thought of how men had treated women for decades...and centuries. 

"If that's true, there has to be something we can do." 

"We could fight," Samuel said. There was almost an inquisitive inflection at the end of his simple statement. 

Nick thought about that. 

"No," he finally said. He thought about his sister. He thought about Officer Jessica and how she had teased and humiliated him. 

Even now, those memories were enough to make his hands tighten into fists, but he still wasn't going to make a stupid choice. "We can't fight back," Nick said. "Look around. They have their watches. They have their batons. All of us are locked up. Even if we got past the walls…" Without even bothering to finish, he shook his head. Then it was time to applaud again because one of the boys just won. 

Apparently, he was "best in show," and he looked genuinely pleased with himself. He seemed to be so proud as he pranced back and forth in his stupid little outfit with that demeaning and dehumanizing mask. 

"Right," Samuel agreed, only he sounded noncommittal somehow. 

Glancing back at this guy, Nick was wondering if Samuel wanted to communicate something else. “Do you have some kind of plan, some kind of idea?” 

They were both standing there, that question lingering between them. 

Warden Montoya held on tight to her microphone, and she called out, "Ladies and boys, we are almost done with our event. I'm sure a lot of you have made some good money." She chuckled, and there was laughter from the officers and guards. "This is my favorite part. We now get our exhibition fight. Now, we have two boys here, Andy Clark and Roberto Alvarez, also known as Prisoners 113 and 198!" As she called out their numbers, two boys ran up onto the stage. Both of them were shirtless, but they had been allowed the marginal dignity of wearing bright orange sweat shorts. 

Not only that, but they also had on boxing gloves. 

"What is this?" Nick asked. 

Warden Montoya answered, almost as though she had heard his question. "Tonight, these two boys are going to fight. We're going to see what they can do. The first one to get knocked out is obviously the loser. The winner will get a very special treat. Isn't that right, boys?" 

Roaring applause and enthusiastic cheers shot across the air, nearly deafening Nick for a few seconds. Although he hated to do this, he still brought his hands together. He clapped with apparent enthusiasm. 

As the sound started to die away, Samuel said, "There are a lot of guys who make the worst mistake you can." 

"What's that?" 

"They fall in love with their chaperones." 

Brows furrowed, Nick turned back to his neighbor. "You're kidding me. There's no way. There's just no freaking way." 

"Call it Stockholm Syndrome?" Samuel chuckled bitterly, "I mean, it sort of makes sense, right? You have this woman who can take care of you. She can protect you from all of the dangers of the prison." 

"As near as I have been able to tell, most of the dangers are other women," Nick snarled. 

"Yup," Samuel agreed. "Are you sure there's nothing you want to do now?" 

"Yes." This was the only possible answer, especially because Nick didn't want to make any commitments, especially right then or there. Then again, there was so much noise, and all of the guards were distracted anyway. If he and Samuel said something incriminating, would anyone have noticed? 

Probably not, but the possibility still tightened his chest and made it harder to breathe. The tickles of fear running through his body still felt like an alien sensation, especially for a guy who had spent most of his adult life parsing data for a living. 

"That's right," Samuel said starkly. "You're going to lodge a protest. Right? Maybe put together a think piece for  The New York Times? I'm sure their chief editor would love to hear your thoughts. 

She would give your strongly worded editorial lots of time and attention." 

This time, Nick didn't bother to respond. Like everyone else in the audience, he watched as the two men held up their boxing gloves and started to circle one another. They were both light on their feet. They probably didn't know what they were doing; Nick doubted they had any kind of real training, but that didn't matter. The guards were whispering their wagers back and forth as they played this game. 

At the same time, the men had to watch. They had to watch and to acknowledge the simple fact that they were there to entertain the women. 

The first fighter, Andy, had dark hair, but he was smaller. He also looked like he might be faster. 

Roberto was a bigger guy with a shaved head and a little bit of stubble along his cheeks. 

As the women called out taunts or encouragement, the boys continued to circle one another, hopping from foot to foot as they got ready to engage. Were they studying one another? Were they looking for some kind of opening, something they could use or exploit? That's what Nick would have done if he had been in their place, only then he smirked because he was never going to be dumb enough to get into a fight like this. 

The smaller guy, Andy, rushed forward and jabbed with his right. 

The fight started! 

Nick refused to enjoy any aspect of this. Hoping to distract himself, he glanced over at Officer Jessica once again. Sure enough, his prison chaperone had her eyes on the stage as she reveled in the violence. 

Roberto took that first hit, and he tried to duck away, but his opponent raised his foot and kicked out. It happened fast, just a blur of movement. And he wasn't quick enough. He stumbled back, perhaps having some of the air knocked from his lungs. Or maybe the pain disoriented him. 

Nick expected the other fighter to rush forward and attack again. Roberto held back. Instead, it seemed like the two fighters were still measuring and studying one another as they tried to comprehend exactly what it would take to win the bout. 

Seconds later, Roberto came at Andy again. He swept out with his right, and then he punched forward with his left. And he brought both of his arms up to cover his face; he blocked that first attack. The second one caught him in his flank, almost in the exact same spot where he had been kicked before. 

Nick flinched as he watched this. At the same time, he couldn't help but notice how some of the other guys, including the newcomers, seemed to enjoy the show. They were watching, making fists, and pumping her arms into the air. A couple of them even started to call out tentative cheers. 

"Go Andy!" 

"Roberto, my man, you've got this!" 

What would an anthropologist say about this? As the fight continued and the two combatants punched, dodged, and wove around one another, Nick could feel the excitement. Was this just a game for the women, or could it qualify as some kind of ritual? 

Maybe this was supposed to teach the boys something, like it proved they weren't capable of making their own decisions if they could be goaded into a fight so easily. As he tried to comprehend what all this meant, Nick glanced downward. He needed meaning. He needed some kind of explanation. 

Tentatively, he brushed his fingers up along his hip to the metal of his chastity belt. Even now, he couldn't help himself. He glanced back at Officer Jessica. He was frustrated. He was constantly frustrated. 

Maybe he could have focused on the fight and embrace some other instinct. Maybe he could have thought about fighting. 

Why were the women trying to get all these boys excited? 

They weren’t, he quickly realized. They just didn't care. They didn't worry about the boys getting angry or upset. Even if the boys tried to fight back, it wouldn't make any difference, would it? Between the collars and chastity belts, these males could be controlled. He snorted as he thought about the GPS trackers. He didn't remember who told him, but he knew that if he tried to leave or crossed some of those invisible geo-tagged boundaries, the shock collar and belt would both activate, knocking him out. It would be excruciating, and he would wake up back in his cell. 

 They really have won, haven't they?  Nick asked himself. 

Then he had to answer,  No. I don't care what it takes. I'm going to get out of here. If I can, I'm going to use Chloe. I'm going to get her to help me.  But what if he couldn't get his sister to rescue him? 

Suddenly wanted to move. He wanted to act. He needed to do something, anything. 

"Relax," Samuel whispered. In fact, his voice was so quiet against the din of cheers and the women's conversations that Nick almost imagined he hadn’t heard his neighbor speak. "You don't want to do something stupid. That's half the point here." 

"What are you talking about?" 

"They want us to be upset. They want us to get angry. They want us to act like animals, to act like men." Samuel smirked, probably because he couldn't tell whether or not he had made a mistake. “They get to enjoy this, but they get us excited and worked up, then we might mess up. If we mess up, they can punish us. At the same time, they can say that we deserve to be here because we could never control ourselves in the first place." 

It made sense. 

"What? No one else realizes this?" 

Samuel shook his head, "Maybe some of them do. Maybe some of them don't. Remember, they are trying to retrain us. They want to break us. Part of that means teaching us that we aren’t capable of making our own decisions. If we come in here, and do something stupid like rioting, then it justifies our imprisonment." 

Up on stage, the boys kept fighting. 

Andy came on fast, throwing out one punch after another. 

Roberto abandoned dodging and simply blocked them, enduring those blows as they hammered down, one after another. 

As Andy started to tire out and slow down, Roberto began to retreat back. He didn't have a lot of space, however. He was coming up on the edge of the platform. 

Only then, he jumped to the right, and now it was his turn to attack. With an uppercut, he caught Andy right in the gut. If Nick had been struck like that, he would have collapsed, probably doubling up or maybe even losing consciousness. Instead, this practiced fighter

stumbled away. He was disoriented; that much was obvious, yet he managed to rebuild his defenses. As Roberto roared and rushed forward, he attacked again, punching out. 

Andy blocked one and managed to counterattack. It was a sloppy blow, however. 

Roberto leaned to the left, avoided it, and came on just as strong as before. He attacked hard, striking with his gloved fists again and again until Andy stumbled away and collapsed. 

"Cheater!" someone yelled. 

Nick couldn't tell who called out that single word. Judging by the confused expressions on the guards' faces, the women didn't know exactly who called out that indictment either. 

It didn't matter because several other guys started to push. 

They started to fight. What? Having bets? Or maybe these guys knew what was expected of them? Nick's eyes narrowed as he wondered if maybe these were the same boys who worshiped the women. Perhaps, without even realizing it, they adopted those unconscious mannerisms the women expected and even secretly demanded of them. 

Nick tried to step back, only to bump into another prisoner. 

Like him, the other boys in this section didn't know what to do. Even if Nick and Samuel understood what was happening, it hardly mattered. 

With a nervous gulp, Nick quickly glanced around. On the other side of the prison yard, a fight had broken out. Guys were punching and kicking, attacking one another. What was this? A prison riot? 

Then he heard a grunt as someone nearby took a blow and dropped. Someone else shouted. There was a snarl. The fear quickly combusted, morphing into anger. 

"Come on!" Samuel shouted. 

Working together, they tried to shove their way forward. 

But it was too late. 

Nick heard the first shouts and screams. The sounds weren't as loud as he expected; maybe that was because they didn't last for long. 

As the other men attacked one another, venting their frustration and fury, Nick finally understood what was happening. 

These women allowed those boys to riot for a little while. How long had it been? One minute? Two or three? He tried to shove his way forward, but it didn't work. Someone bumped into him, thrown back by a push or a punch. He nearly stumbled; Samuel grabbed him by his arm and helped him stay up. 

Right as Nick was about to thank him, the Warden's voice boomed out across the prison yard, "Boys, boys, boys. Today, we have a wedding day. This is supposed to be fun for everyone involved. The ladies here get to enjoy a show of your finest, and you boys get to enjoy some sun and a nice little show. And this is how you thank us? You throw your little tantrums? You act like  boys?" 

Montoya didn't seem angry or upset; instead, she sounded disappointed. She spoke like an adult talking down to a bunch of children who had been given an opportunity to enjoy something special, but they ruined it because they weren't mature enough or smart enough to realize what they had. 

"Oh well," she said. "I guess that's why you're here in the first place." She took a breath, and Nick could already tell what was going to happen. He wondered if he could get over to the wall. If he could run up to the guards, maybe he wouldn't suffer the same fate as these other men. 

"Proceed," Montoya instructed. 

Nick didn't need to look up or to check to see that the guards had all raised their left wrists. They pressed the buttons, and that's when the collars and belts activated. Desperately, he closed his eyes as he hoped that maybe he had covered enough distance. 

Nope. The punitive devices surged with electricity. Those hidden electrodes flared; the pain burst through his body, lighting up his senses and making him scream out. 

It took an instant. Less than a second. 

That didn't matter. 

The reality of his situation, the numbers or measurements suddenly became worthless because his knees buckled, and he collapsed into darkness. 

He had no idea what happened. He had no idea what was going on. For some undetermined length of time, Nick Athens simply ceased to exist. 

Then he came back into his body, he opened his eyes, and he tried to speak. He didn't know what he wanted to say or who he should have addressed. Immediately, he thought of Chloe, but that didn't make sense. She wasn't here, and it had been days since he saw her last. Officer Jessica? What was he going to do? Beg? 

Plead? Worse, his body twitched, and there was this aftershock of electrical discharge. It stung, and he tried to bite down, only to feel the rubber between his teeth. 

That sensation made him start to wake up. But then, he wasn't on his back. Nick was down on his knees. His arms up and pulled behind his back, and he tried to stretch them, to move his limbs, but they refused to obey. Instead, he could feel the shackles around his wrists and ankles. 

Finally, he lifted his head. He was on his knees, along with all of the other men from the prison. They were all chained, all restrained. All of them had been forced up into this kneeling position, their arms pulled back, their legs shackled together. The restraints weren't long enough to allow them to get up. They were trapped like this, a bunch of young men all on display, and Warden Montoya stood over them. 

"Boys, boys, boys," she said again. "I thought I could trust you. I thought maybe some of you were starting to learn how to behave." 

A few of the men moaned. They struggled to shout through their muzzles and gags, probably because these were the boys who wanted to please these women. They had already been convinced that men need to be owned. Now they had messed up. They had made a mistake. They needed to make amends. 

Nick immediately tried to stand up. He couldn't help himself, not as he listened to the other guys. 

"It's okay," Warden Montoya continued despite the noises coming from her audience. "We all make mistakes. I made the mistake of trusting you, and you made the mistake of listening to your boy instincts. Don't worry. Your prison chaperones are going to

take excellent care of you. All of you boys are going to remain locked up, and you will be punished thoroughly. The first shock was just the beginning." Her eyes seemed to sparkle as she swept her gaze across her audience. For just a second, Nick felt like Montoya was staring at him personally. 

In spite of himself, he gulped. He swallowed back his trepidation and turned his eyes to the concrete right in front of him. 

"Now, let's start with just a few shocks. Hopefully, this will help you remember your place. You are prisoners. You are boys. You aren't capable of making your own decisions. Say that right now." 

Nick couldn't believe it, but a bunch of the men complied. 

Despite the fact that their hands had been pulled behind their backs and locked to the chains between their ankles, these males surrendered. They started to make noises once again. Not only that, Nick tell that they were actually cooperating. Since every boy was gagged or muzzled, none of them could utter a coherent sound. 

Language was a privilege which had been taken away from them. 

Despite this, they tried to speak. The rhythmic sounds fell together, and it was obvious that they were giving Warden Montoya exactly what she wanted. 

"Good, but you can do better. Say it again. Tell me that you're prisoners. Tell me that you're boys. Tell me that you aren't capable of making your own decisions." 

Right as the men started to speak, Warden Montoya hit a button on her watch. A fresh jolt of electricity surged from his neck. 

The commander of the prison wobbled her head from side to side as she considered the result. Currently, all of the boys were silent as they waited for her judgment. 

She hit a different button on her watch. Now the sparks shot from between his legs and around his waist. Nick cried out. He tried to jump to his feet, only to stumble and fall right back against his knees. Whether he liked it or not, he wasn't going anywhere. 

All of the boys had to call out. They all had to try to speak despite the limitations placed on them by the guards and officers. 

Nick glared at her; with every second, he wanted to jump to his feet and to defy her. 

But then she pushed the button again, and every male endured another shock. 

The next chorus started, and Nick shut his eyes, bowed his head down, and he knew he couldn't take another zap. He wanted to be stronger, but he couldn't resist. These women could do whatever they wanted, and he understood this. He felt it deep within his gut. 

Adopting the same rhythm as the others, he started to say, 

"We are prisoners. We are boys. We aren't capable of making our own decisions." Obviously, he couldn't make the exact sounds, yet it hardly mattered. 

Then he felt something on the back of his head, a soft touch. 

Officer Jessica had snuck up on him, and now she grabbed him by his hair. She pulled his head up, and she forced him to look at the stage. 

"Again," said the Warden. 

All of the prisoners tried to speak. They all tried to say exactly what she wished to hear, "We are prisoners, we are boys. We aren't capable of making our own decisions." 

"Again!" The Warden laughed as she uttered those orders. 

Nick didn't dare turn around or try to face the other guards, but he could still catch a few glimpses of these women in his peripheral vision, especially since there were other chaperones standing by their boys. He saw the feral grins on their faces. They almost reminded him of felines. These cats had caught their prey, and now they enjoyed playing with these boys, and Nick was no exception. In spite of everything he wanted to believe about himself, he was just like these men. 

"We are prisoners. We are boys. We aren't capable of making our own decisions," he said. 

"Silence," she said next. And now, she made a signal with her hand. At once, Officer Jessica pulled the ball gag out from between his teeth. 

Nick was about to say something, only a fierce glance from his chaperone quieted him. The Warden had ordered all of the boys to remain silent, so now he had to comply. 

Nick waited for someone to mess up. If just one of the boys screwed this up, then they would probably get zapped and muzzled

all over again. Perhaps they would have to start from the beginning. 

This was a prison, after all. It wasn't like these boys had other tasks they had to accomplish. The women could spend hours or even longer training them and wearing them down. 

Eventually, the last of the guards finished. Every boy could speak, yet they all remained silent. 

Although he hated it, he could sense the excitement radiating off of the women. They felt like they were accomplishing something right here and now. They were watching as something important broke within the psyches of these men.   I don't care what I have to do. I'm not going to let them win. I'm not going to let them own me. 

 I'm not some slave. I don't care what they say. I don't care what they believe! Even if I am a prisoner here, I'm going to hold out. 

Inside of his head, those bold declarations may have sounded courageous, but the Warden grinned and she uttered another word into her microphone, "Again." This time, she didn't raise her voice; she didn't need to. 

This time, he wasn't gagged. He could speak clearly. At the same time, he knew perfectly well that Officer Jessica was standing right behind him. She wouldn't accept anything less than his total acquiescence. He needed to utter those words. He needed to say them one after another. 

They were right there, etched on his brain, and it would be so easy. 

The other boys started speaking. 

Even if he hated himself for doing this, Nick joined them. "We are prisoners. We are boys. We aren't capable of making our own decisions." 

"Again," Montoya demanded. She didn't yell or shout because she didn't need to. She whispered that word, and it was picked up by her microphone. The speakers thrummed with those two syllables, and now the boys obeyed. 

"We are prisoners. We are boys. We aren't capable of making our own decisions." 

Again and again, they made those declarations. But after a little while, they started to feel more like promises. 



Chapter 9:

This was a new sensation, like a new flavor of emotion, something he had never experienced before. It wasn't quite shame. 

It wasn't quite energized excitement or fear either. It was some strange combination, a new emotion for this boy to experience and discover for himself. 

One by one, the boys were released from the restraints. 

Leashes were attached, and they were allowed to walk back to their cells. 

Officer Jessica took him back. The gate clanged shut behind her, but she didn't just leave him there. 

"Don't speak," she said. Perhaps she saw that his lips were about to start moving. At once, he closed his mouth, and she smirked, perhaps viewing this as a victory. "Prisoner 616, I want you to focus on this feeling. I know what you are going through. I can see it in your face. I have seen it before with some of the other boys." 

He narrowed his eyes, and he opened his mouth as he waited for her to chide him. If she told him to be quiet, then he knew he would. And yet, part of him wanted to hear the command, like he would have that excuse for remaining silent. 

His prison chaperone didn't say anything; she was going to allow him to make this decision. So what was he going to do? Would he attempted to defy her? Would he risk her wrath? Or would he embrace this new sensation, this new emotion? 

After three more seconds, he closed his mouth, just as she knew he would. "Like I said, you should focus on that feeling. 

Concentrate on who you are right now. It might not last, but that's okay. You see, we are going to teach you. That's what we’re doing. 

Think about how good it feels when you surrender to me. Think about how much you want to be on your knees in front of a woman like me. It might be your sister or a friend or maybe a stranger. It doesn't really matter, so long as you can hold onto this feeling. It’s subservience. It's the natural state for a boy like you. For far too long, men have denied their natural impulses, but we're fixing you. 

That's our gift, Nick." 

He hated how she sometimes referred to him by his name or number. As she alternated, she made it harder for him to think of the person he wanted to be. 

"Say it again," she commanded. He tensed up because she didn't need to be more specific. This time, he couldn't even rely on a group pronoun. 

Another three or four seconds limped by, and he dipped his head down. He was about to speak, but she wouldn't let him hide. 

"Look at me." 

When he obeyed, it was right there again: fluttering along his lips, down his neck, in his shoulders, and burrowing through his chest. That feeling wouldn't abandon him, no matter how hard he tried to push it aside. "I'm a prisoner. I'm a boy. I'm not capable of making my own decisions." 

"Very good," she said with a smile before she turned and strolled away. Humming to herself, she made it quite clear that she was pleased with the work she had accomplished. 

Nick remained there on his knees at the center of his cell for a long time. At some point, he heard the other gates open and close as the prisoners were returned to their cells. 

Held in place by indecision, Nick still didn't move. It was like he had forgotten how to operate his arms and legs. Of course, he still had the shock collar around his neck and the chastity belt around his waist and down between his legs. Even so, he reached for his crotch. He cupped the cage and sensed that unyielding solidity. 

As he did so, he endured another jolt of sensation. This time, it wasn't an electrical shock. It was worse. It was that sense that he really was inferior, that he was just a boy, and he needed to obey these women. For the first time, he could understand why the men would get down on their knees and offer their servitude, fidelity, and obedience to a woman like Officer Jessica as she strolled by their cells. She wasn't there for them. She wasn't responsible for them, yet they still offered her everything they possessed. They saw her like she was a goddess or something. 

And in that moment, he could understand why. 

"Samuel?" Nick pushed, and he managed to get those words out onto the air. 

"What?" 

"We have to do something," he said. 

"What? What are you thinking we're going to do?" 

Nick knew he should keep his voice down. Obviously, all of the prisoners were monitored by cameras. But were there microphones? At this point, he didn't care. He jumped up onto his feet, and he fought against that "new emotion". He wasn't going to let these women get away with this. 

"I don't know," he said. "But we have to think about some way of getting out of here. I don't care if it's legal or not. We have to fight back. We can't let them get away with this!" Again, he fell into his old habit of pacing back and forth like a caged lion. 

Sounding exhausted, Samuel just answered with, "I’ll think about it." 

"Please. Come on. There has to be something we can do. 

You...you're planning something, aren't you?" 

"I'll think about it," Samuel said again. Even though he couldn’t see his friend's face, he thought he could hear a smile in his voice. 

The answer was obviously vague and noncommittal. Even so, Nick stopped, and he finally succeeded in banishing that's strange urge to obey the women around him. Instead, he concentrated on solving the puzzle: Samuel only said he would think about it because there was something to consider. That meant it was a plan, that meant Nick could join, and that meant they had a chance. 



If she had wanted to, Chloe could have gone back through her notes and found the exact date her brother had been arrested and incarcerated. But really, she didn't want to know exactly how many days or weeks she had left him there. 

What was it doing to him? 

She knew she wasn't supposed to smile as she thought about it, but she kept learning more and more about the retraining and domestication protocols. Apparently, each individual prison chaperone enjoyed a lot of freedom when it came to managing her boy. 

Although Chloe didn't rush over to try to get her brother out, nor did she whip up an angry internet mob, she still thought about her big brother. In particular, she made sure to check on him. She called in, and she could have asked to speak with the former analyst. 

Instead, she ended up talking to Officer Jessica, his prison handler. 

"This is officer Jessica," announced the voice on the other end of the line. 

"Hello," Chloe said. Normally, she could fall into the easy cadence of an interview without any trouble. But now, Chloe hesitated. She was back in her apartment, she held up the phone, and her grip locked around the soft contours of the device. "I'm going to be coming in soon to talk to my brother. But first…" 

But first, what? Chloe had already made the appointment and the arrangements. Strictly speaking, this wasn't necessary. And yet, the receptionist had given Chloe the opportunity to speak with this woman, and she had taken it. Why? To delay the inevitable? 

What was wrong with her? Why couldn't she just make up her freaking mind? 

Because she knew this was wrong. But she also knew it felt so good. 

She thought of the dog show, and her mouth actually watered. 

She wondered what it would be like to stand on a platform like that and have some powerful boy brought low, bound and masked, powerless and ready to do whatever it took to please her. He might have once been a CEO or some ambitious young man, but all of those desires would have been bridled and brought under control. 

He would be ready to please her and pleasure her however she saw fit. Maybe he would look at her toes or place his face between her inner thighs…

No, she was in the middle of an interview, and now she needed to focus. 

"I'm happy to give you a status update," Officer Jessica said, filling the silence. 

"Thank you," Chloe said smoothly, as though she hadn't hesitated. For lots of women, ambivalence remained. But for others, it was a simple equation. Women and men had struggled against one another since the beginning of their species. For thousands of

years, women had acceded to male whining and complaints. Now it was time for women to seize control and to hold it. In fact, they never wanted to give it up. "So how is he? How's my brother doing?" 

"To be honest, I'm a little bit concerned about him." 

"Is something wrong?" 

"Nothing physical," Officer Jessica said. "And officially, he hasn't even really misbehaved." 

"But unofficially?" 

"I'm getting the sense that he is very frustrated," Officer Jessica said. 

"Isn't it understandable? He is in prison, after all…" As she uttered those words, Chloe endured another little twinge of guilt. She couldn't help herself, not when she thought about how she should have been fighting to get her brother out. Instead, she had taken this as an opportunity to advance her career? Excitement, uncertainty, and doubt kept swirling through her chest. 

"Yes and no," said the officer. "On the one hand, you're absolutely right. The men who arrived here are usually very upset and angry. But once they are locked in chastity belts and shocked a few times, they usually start to cooperate. And like I said before, your brother has followed the same pattern, at least superficially." 

Even though the other woman couldn't see her, Chloe nodded. 

The officer continued, "Still, I'm getting the sense that he wants to do something foolish. I think he might try to pick a fight or something. Obviously, we guarantee the safety of all of our inmates, but I think he's going to need something special." 

"Like what?" 

"Extra chores, extra punishment, that sort of thing," said the officer. 

Another flicker of guilt ran through Chloe as she heard those words. 

"But please, don't worry about him. Your brother may not be as obedient as many of the boys here, but he isn't a threat. In fact, he seems like the kind of boy who, once he’s thoroughly trained, will be one of our very best." 

Chloe actually smiled. She wasn't sure why, but it felt like hearing about a pet dog who had excelled in obedience school. 

"Do you mind if I ask you a couple of questions?" Chloe wanted to know, although she couldn't tell if she said that because she needed a distraction, like she couldn't think about her brother in that moment. 

"Absolutely," Officer Jessica said. "I like talking about my career." 

"So you think of this as a career?" 

"Well, I'm pretty new. We all are. But yeah, I think that is part of the excitement. We get to rebuild this entire system from the ground up. I don't have a lot of input when it comes to the administrative stuff, but I really like the hands-off approach the wardens are taking with us." 

"Hands-off? What does that mean for you?" 

"That's the joke, especially around the staff dorms.," Officer Jessica explained. "The bosses are hands-off, so we get to be hands-on." 

 Are you hands-on with my brother?  Chloe thought about asking this question, but something stopped her. Ultimately, she decided she didn't want to know one way or the other. "Is that more effective?" she asked instead. 

"I think so," Officer Jessica replied. "I'm not a scholar or anything, but I see what happens to the boys on a daily basis. They show up, and they are so angry and upset. I mean, they think that the world has been turned upside down. They don't see the improvements for what they are. That's where we come in. That's how we can help." 

"You think of it as brainwashing?" 

"We don't like that term here," Officer Jessica replied. "A lot of the boys accuse us of this, but it's not like that at all." 

"And what is it like?" Chloe asked. As she spoke, she knew that she was being silly. She was letting some of her own feelings get out. As an interviewer, she knew it was impossible to suppress all of her perspectives and reactions, but she didn't need to be antagonistic, especially in a situation like this. After all, Officer

Jessica was just a woman who was doing her job. She wasn't a politician or some powerbroker. 

 And what if I make her angry? What if she decides to take out her frustrations on my brother?  Chloe closed her eyes for a second. 

There was nothing in the guard's voice to make it sound like Chloe had really messed up, but still…That possibility lingered. The reporter imagined her brother tied up or strapped down, spread out, and disciplined. Maybe he would get electrical shocks. Maybe they would paddle him. Maybe it would be something worse…

Chloe didn't know one way or another, and she didn't want to find out. 

"I don't have any fancy terminology for it, but I think you could just say that this is all about education. The boys are here because they can't recognize how things have changed. We help them. I mean, doesn't that make sense? They show up, and they are so frustrated because they think the world should go back to the way it was. We help them see that this isn't going to happen. They are prisoners here, and when they leave, they will be…" The guard let her voice trail off, probably because she needed to find the perfect word. 

"Property? Slaves?" Chloe asked with just a hint of accusation in her voice. 

"I was going to say, 'supportive'," Office Jessica answered. 

That's something most of the boys really don't understand. They have always viewed themselves as the center of their worlds. They never put anyone else first. They've never considered what they could do as receptionists, secretaries, or house husbands. They don't see themselves as helpers or subordinate, not yet." 

"Is that fair? Is it fair to ask them to change?" 

"I'm not sure fair is really a question we need to deal with," 

Officer Jessica said. "Like when I was first hired, I was shadowing another guard, a woman who had been working here for just a few months. Her name was Officer Shayla, and she did an amazing job. I saw her as she dealt with one boy. Basically, this young man refused to speak. It was childish, and he must've known it, but he had decided he was going to give us the silent treatment." 

Chloe started to chuckle; she couldn't help herself. 

"Anyway, Officer Shayla decided that boy was going to speak. 

In fact, she would tell him what to say. A few of the other guards had already worked on him. That spanked him and shocked him and did all of the usual stuff." 

"So what did Officer Shayla do?" 

"She took him to the Restraint Room, strapped down on his back, and she let him out of his chastity cage. Then she started touching him. She stroked him and made him climax." 

"That doesn't sound like much for punishment," Chloe commented. 

"The boy must have thought the exact same thing. He was panting, but he still managed to remain silent. He was a very, very stubborn boy." 

As she touched him, she lectured him. Officer Shayla told him all about the world and how it was changing. She talked about the politicians in power, and she was very specific. She started at the president and worked her way down. She talked about the president's cabinet and advisors. I swear, Shayla must have spent hours just memorizing all of this information. She sounded like a girl in a civics class, you know?" 

Chloe remembered some of those assignments from high school and how she would have to talk about a proposition, a law, or some election. Her teacher seemed to really enjoy that presentation assignment. 

"Of course, he had been there for several weeks at least, and I doubt he had ever earned an orgasm, so that first release must've felt incredible. But she didn't stop. She gave him a couple of minutes, and she continued her lecture. She reiterated these points, and she provided a little bit of analysis." 

"Propaganda?" 

"No, not exactly," Officer Jessica said as she enjoys the memory. "There was a little bit of commentary, but not a lot. Mostly, she just talked about how one politician was really impressive or what she had accomplished. She would talk about how a certain law would help the women in society or reduce male power even further." 

"I bet he loved that." 

"Remember, his whole form of resistance was supposed to be silence. So after that first orgasm, she let him rest, and then she started stimulating him again. At that point, I still think he really understood what was going on. After all, Shayla kept talking to him. 

She was telling him all about the outside world. On some level, he must've been really curious. I didn't read his file or anything, but he seemed like a smart boy. Those are always the most dangerous. It's the dumb boys who like to bluster. They get so angry, and they love talking about how they're going to get a bunch of guns and tanks or missiles or whatever and lead a rebellion. Those are the boys who think shouting is the same thing as bravery." 

"What usually happens to those guys?" 

"They break in a couple of days," Officer Jessica said. "I just last week, we had this one guy show up. Apparently, he had been trying to buy rocket propelled grenades. I guess he wanted to lead an actual rebellion. It just never occurred to him that the military is made up of women now, that we own all of the technology, and that we can easily track fools like him." 

"Right," Chloe said with a nodded. She had witnessed the same thing. Even before women took over, there was always that awkward question of rebellion and the spirit of American independence. Yes, the citizens of the United States were skeptical of their government, especially when it came to their liberties and freedoms. But at the same time, they loved having a powerful police force and the nearly unstoppable military. Americans love the idea of potentially rebelling, but did they really think they could win in any kind of actual engagement? Even the best equipped militias would get stomped by even just the tiniest fraction of American military might. 

Fortunately, Chloe wasn't writing about that particular dynamic. Rather, she concentrated on the guard and her story as Jessica continued, "Shayla was very reasonable with him. She didn't even talk down to him, not exactly. And pretty soon, he came again. 

His whole body shuddered and shook as he enjoyed himself. After weeks, this must've felt incredible." 

"So he came hard?" 

"He did! He came again and again, and she kept touching him and talking to him. She focused on the new taxes and how boys were going to have to pay more if they wanted to have a job. She talked about the male mobility regulations and how men wouldn't be allowed in certain areas or on certain blocks. She sounded a little bit like a tour guide." Jessica chuckled again. "And pretty soon, he was hard, but he was shaking his head from side to side. 

"He still didn't say anything?" 

"He didn't," Chloe said. "Not for a little while, but Shayla knew exactly what she was doing. She could see it in his eyes. I could too. 

Maybe this boy liked to think of himself as smart or strong-willed, but that didn't matter. She kept stroking him and teasing him. She fondled his balls and played with the tip of his cock. She turned his manhood against him as she taught him the new order. Society had been restructured, she told him, and there was nothing he could do about it. If he was really smart, then he needed to surrender. Fighting an unwinnable battle isn't smart or noble. It's just foolish, especially because she pointed out that there are all of these women who want to take care of him. They want to train him and to use him. They want to make sure that he fulfills his potential!" The officer exhaled with satisfaction. "And finally, he was begging. He was begging for her to stop." 

"Did she?" Chloe asked, enraptured. 

"Not right away," Officer Jessica answered. "Instead, she drew him closer and closer to an orgasm. Then she stopped. She drew him closer and closer again. I knew a lot about orgasm denial, but she had forced him to climax until he finally broke. Now, because she really wanted to mess with him, she told him that he had to be silent while she touched him." 

"Really?" 

"She took his will and used it against him, in more ways than one," Officer Jessica said with a little chuckle. "And yes, that definitely worked. By the end of our session, he was making one promise after another. And when she finished, she whispered something to him. I don't know exactly what she said. It was probably something about how she could bring him back to the Restraint Room whenever she wanted. They could do this over and

over again. In fact, maybe she was even hoping for the chance to break him." 

"What happened to that boy then?" 

"He served out his sentence, and he was sent home with his big sister. Shayla showed me a picture of him. Apparently, he’s something of a family butler now. He does all of the cooking and cleaning, and he has really helped his sister. I guess she just got a big promotion with a tech company." 

"Good for her," Chloe said. 

At the same time, she had to wonder about something: did she want her brother to be her slave? 

No, not really. She was a journalist, after all. She didn't need someone to take care of her small apartment. She was content to fly from one assignment to the next, to write and to research. 

"So…" Chloe continued, "Do you think something like that will work on my brother?" 

"Well, he hasn't been as outwardly defiant as that boy. So I don't know. But I can promise you this: one way or another, we will shape him into a docile male. We'll teach him how to be whatever we wish." 

"And what if we don't know?" Chloe flinched even as she realized what she had just asked. At the same time, she braced herself for some facile or overly simplistic response. 

"That's the joy of being female in this new world. We can do whatever we want, which means we can change our minds." Jessica paused for a moment, "So, if you don't mind my asking, are you thinking about selling him?" 

"Selling him?" 

"I understand, a lot of judges are recognizing the validity of domestic service contracts. You could sell him. You could probably make quite a bit. Your brother is cute." 

Chloe felt something constrict at the back of her throat, but she shook her head and forced herself to chuckle instead. "No. I don’t think I would be able to sell him." 

"Well, you don't have to worry about him. We know what we are doing, and we will give him exactly what he needs, whether he likes it or not." 

 

Nick knew better than to demand an answer. As the days dribbled by, he did his chores, ate his meals, and did his best not to sneak glances at Officer Jessica. It wasn't fair. Even now, his shaft twitched. Before his imprisonment, Nick had been pretty good about ignoring his sexual impulses. Sure, there had been those awkward moments, but he wasn't like some guys. He didn't allow his libido to completely control him. 

Only now, the denial wracked at his psyche, making it harder and harder for this male to control his thoughts. To make matters worse, it wasn't like he could focus on work. Back in the office, he used to deal with fascinatingly difficult and complicated questions. 

There were these challenging cause and effect relationships. If a new product succeeded, was it based on its own merits? The timing? 

The pricing structure? Or maybe it was just a matter of advertising? 

Analysts and investors could argue about these points for hours, days, months, or even years. He thought of some of the most popular cell phones and why they consistently sold well at outrageous prices. Yeah, they were status symbols, but their users also insisted that they had the best software and hardware. Their cameras were supposed to be second-to-none. Did that really justify paying an extra six or seven hundred dollars? 

Occasionally, Nick allowed himself to fall into those same thought processes. Obviously, he couldn't do anything with his conclusions. Even when he was back at the office, the women in charge of the various funds rarely listened to him. Still, he was good at his job, he came up with coherent arguments. Better yet, they sometimes forgot that he was a boy when he sent out his memos and analytical reports. Because they were so busy, they didn't glance at his name on the individual documents, so they ended up agreeing with him. If they had known that a boy had written one of those messages, they probably would have disregarded it outright. 

The distractions didn't last, especially because there were those moments when Officer Jessica decided to bring him back to the Restraint Room. 

On one day in particular, she seemed especially playful, like she was really enjoying this. He tried to stay quiet, but that only

made this young woman redouble her efforts. She savored the way he squirmed against his bonds, his muscles twitching and flexing as he fought. It was also futile, and he had to know it, but that changed nothing. 

Sometimes, she shocked him. At other points, she actually released him from his chastity belt. She seemed to enjoy the length of his erection, like she could play with him. 

"I like to think of boys as musical instruments," she said. "If I touch you in just the right way, it's like plucking a string. You make so many pretty little noises for me." 

"Blow me," he had growled back at her. 

If he hoped to insult or anger her, he must've been disappointed because Officer Jessica just giggled. Then she climbed up onto one of the benches, she pulled down her pants, and she spread her legs. She started stroking herself in front of him. 

As all of this happened, Nick could tell that this was some sort of test or trick. One way or the other, she expected him to react and respond. 

He did. 

He stared eagerly. He couldn't help himself. What was it about this young woman? 

Immediately, he could come up with a clinically intellectual answer, especially since it was so obvious. He was aroused, and his desires had been suppressed. Not only that, his stoked libido made it impossible for him to truly resist. That's why he didn't shut his eyes. 

That's why he stared at her and watched as she enjoyed herself. 

She came three times. And when she was done, she held her hand up in front of his mouth. Her fingertips were slick and shined with her excitement. He tried to hold out. He tried so hard to defy this young woman, especially because it was obvious what she expected. Worse, she didn't make him guess. 

"Go on," she said. "Go on and suck them clean." 

His nostrils twitched. Obviously, he had tasted her before, yet that hardly mattered. He wanted to protect some flimsy sliver of his dignity. He ached to defend this boundary.. 

With her other hand, she stroked and massaged his cock. 

She worked him up, drawing him closer and closer. 

"I could let you climax right now," she said. Her eyes shined with amusement. "I could make you come so, so hard." 

That was the moment when he broke. He wrapped his mouth around her fingertips, he sucked, exactly as she desired. He surrendered to her! He lost…

To make matters worse, she pulled away once she was satisfied, and then she pulled up his chastity belt. She was going to make him relax. And if he couldn’t, a couple of zaps might have been enough to make his cock soften. He protested immediately, pulling and twisting against his restraints, "You said you would let me come!" Nick hated how pathetic he sounded, like some little kid who insisted he deserved a treat. 

"I said I could," she replied. "I never said I would." 

That night, he had been on his cot, alone in the dark, his eyes open, he still had his hands between his legs. He kept thinking of Officer Jessica. 

At first, he had fantasized about what he might be able to do to her. He wanted to be angry and aggressive. 

Those thoughts always fractured into nothingness. Instead, he started picturing himself down on his knees, licking her feet, begging, pleading for the chance to go down on her. He could worship her body and make her feel so good. Then, maybe then she would let him get off. 

Then there were those other little moments. Sometimes, when she wanted to enjoy herself, she leashed him, took him back to her apartment, and ordered him down onto his knees. In those moments, he always wished he could be stronger. He always thought about how he could insult her or maybe even attack her. It would be a futile gesture, but at least he would show her something important about the man he could be. 

Instead, he always licked her. He eagerly pressed his mouth up against her opening, and he worshiped her body just as she demanded each and every time. In exchange, she rewarded him. 

No, she didn't take Nick out of his chastity belt, nor did she allow him any kind of sexual release. Even so, she had little pieces of chocolate, and she let him eat them out of the palm of her hand. 

As that sweet candy melted in his mouth, he always told himself he

would never succumb again. Again and again, he broke those promises. 

Despite all of this, Nick didn't pressure Samuel. 

If anything, Prisoner 616 got the impression that he was being watched. 

It wasn't just Samuel who seemed to be observing him. From time to time, Nick would glance around, and he would get the impression that some of the other inmates might have been paying attention to him as well. What were they looking for? What were they hoping to see? 

Then he figured it out. 

 They want to see if I am breaking. They want to know if I am giving in. 

This seemed like a simple enough question, especially because Nick watched it happen to some of the other men. Guys would show up, beat their hands against their chests, and promise that they would break out. They shouted this, and sometimes they were immediately punished. Occasionally, men were dragged off, locked in stocks, and spanked, paddled, whipped or caned out in the prison yard. Each time, Nick told himself that he wasn't going to watch. 

After the third or fourth time, Officer Jessica came up to him, took him by the hand like he was some little kid, and she guided him over to the viewing area. Then he had to stand there and watch as one of these rebellious men was chastised. Like so many other guys before him, the prisoner grunted and growled. He fought as hard as he could, but it didn't make any difference. Inevitably, he surrendered. He begged and he pleaded. He made one promise after another. 

"That could be you," Officer Jessica whispered. She made it sound like good news. 

"I know," he had answered truthfully. A second later, she squeezed his hand reassuringly. He was supposed to hate this. He was supposed to be angered by her condescending response. And yet, he liked it. 

And now, Nick did his best. He tried to ignore the feelings these women provoked. 

Every few days, those other feelings would come surging back through him. They always came on strong. Fortunately, they didn't last. But while they clouded his thoughts and stormed through his chest, Nick wondered what it would be like to embrace what they said. Could he become a slave? Could he get down on his knees and pretend that he had never known what it was like to be a woman's equal? 

Sometimes, those thoughts made him wonder about future generations. He considered the boys who were in school now or those who would be born in the coming years. They would never know what it was like to feel strong, independent, or powerful. They would always be objects and pieces of property for the women around them…

Even if they were loved, they would be cherished as prizes and trophies. 

Out in the world, other men probably promised to resist this new state of affairs, but Nick wasn't so naïve. More and more, he could tell that he wasn't going to be able to win. He wouldn't be able to fight or lead some revolt. 

So what could he do? 

He could wait for Samuel; he could hold out and hope for the chance to escape. 

Of course, the former heir to the Trike fortune may have already decided that Nick didn't have whatever it took to join his conspiracy. Maybe Samuel had decided that Nick was already too far gone, like he would embrace this subjugation. 

And then it finally happened. 

Officer Jessica came up to his cell. Nick was on his back with his hands laced behind his head, and he stared up toward the ceiling. 

"You have a visitor," she said. 



When she attached his leash, Nick desperately ached to ask. 

Right away, he jumped to the obvious conclusion: it had to be Chloe. 

Okay, it might be, he silently acknowledged. But then, why had it taken so long for her to get here? Hope and anger mixed together. At the same time, there was something else: fear. 

What if it was someone else? What if the guards had brought him a "visitor"? But who could it be? An old girlfriend? A former coworker? 

As they proceeded through the prison, Nick glanced down at his orange jumpsuit. That would be embarrassing, but he imagined one of those women ordering him to remove his pants. He would be forced to show off his imprisoned cock and balls. His manhood would be locked away, and these women would be allowed to point and laugh. 

Holding onto his leash, Officer Jessica guided him to a different part of the prison, one he had never visited before. 

She brought him through another door, and there was a couch, a small dining room table, and a kitchenette off to the side. 

What was this place? 

Then Nick decided he didn't care because he saw her. 

Chloe! 

She was seated there at the circular table, and she had her eyes down on her phone. Nick opened his mouth, like he knew he should say something, but what? This strange confluence of anger, hope, familiarity, gratitude, excitement, and fear all mixed together. 

As a logical guy, Nick thought he could sift through those emotions easily enough. He could push most of those feelings aside, but one niggling reaction seemed to squirm its way through his defenses. It was this twisting desire to obey, like he saw this young woman, and thought he should get down on his knees in front of her. 

But no, she was his little sister. That's why he tried to focus on the anger. He pressed his fingers up against the palms of his hands until his nails dug into his skin. 

Officer Jessica finally chirped out, "Look who we have here!" 

Chloe glanced up at him. She saw the collar around his neck, his orange jumpsuit, and she didn't seem to react at first. He didn't know what he was supposed to expect. A smile? Maybe she was supposed to jump up onto her feet and to rush over to him, to throw her arms around him? 

"Hello, Nick," Chloe said. She walked over to him, and he experienced it again. The urge to get down in front of her and to acknowledge her superiority swept through his body. He could feel

those tendrils of need work their way through his frame. Yes, she was still shorter. Yes, she was still his little sister, but that hardly seemed to matter. 

The last time they were in the same room together, he had felt like her equal. No, that wasn't true. With a sickening twist in his stomach, he knew that he still thought of her as his superior. But now, what would he do if she gave him command? After weeks of obedience, he felt like he should be beneath her. 

Tentatively, Chloe wrapped her arms around her brother. She gave him a hug, and he returned the embrace. Even so, he still felt so strange, so awkward around her. 

"Have a seat," Chloe said. 

At once, he took the chair next to her. "I'll just be over to the side if you need anything," Officer Jessica said. 

"So…" Chloe said as she sat down across the circular table from her brother. 

"Where were you?" Nick asked in a low voice. Over the course of his imprisonment, he had sometimes wondered if maybe something happened, like she had been in a car crash or a boating accident. So many different, wild explanations for her absence had blossomed inside of his head. 

"I've been busy," she said. At once, she raised her hands and added, "I know that's not an excuse. It's just that things are really complicated." 

"Complicated?" Nick spat out the word like it was some filthy insult. "Complicated? You're telling me things have been complicated?" He bit down and swept his gaze around the small room like he couldn't handle seeing his sister in that moment. Only then, he turned back around, faced her, and snarled, "I have been here. I have been imprisoned, and you're telling me things have been complicated?" 

"Calm down," she said. "You're getting emotional." 

His eyes widened; he could hardly believe that she had just uttered those words. Some tiny voice deep down within his psyche also seemed to note the look of surprise on her face. Chloe probably hadn't anticipated those words. Maybe she meant to say something else. 

The self-control that he had been proud of for so long stretched and frayed. This cloud of jagged anger pulsed through his body, matching the speeding tempo of his pulse. "I'm getting emotional?" Nick asked, barely able to keep from shouting. Before this, he couldn't remember a single time when he wanted to raise his voice. Yes, he could get angry, his tone had always frosted over. The volume of his voice had dropped. "Chloe, you don't get to tell me to calm down." 

"I'm just saying that the situation is complicated." 

"How?" 

He knew how to read his little sister; there was something she wasn't telling him, something she couldn't decide whether or not she should share. What was it? What had she found or discovered? For just a moment, he was tempted to give her the benefit of the doubt. 

Perhaps she had discovered some grand conspiracy, and her reporting really would change the world. Maybe she would be able to bring down the entire government with some revelation about how they were lying to the public, skimming funds, or maybe the entire government was completely illegitimate, like the votes had been rigged. All of these thoughts helped him settle those volatile bolts of emotion that kept flashing within his skull. 

"I started to wonder if maybe this is good for you," she said. At first, she sounded so tentative, but then she looked back at her brother, and her position seemed to shift. She straightened her back, and she looked right at him. "I want you to know that I haven't made a decision yet, but I'm thinking that maybe this can be good for you." 

"Good for me?" Nick whispered back to her, like he couldn't find his voice, like those words didn't deserve breath. 

"Yes," she said with more force in her voice. "Like I said, I haven't made a decision, but you are a boy, and I know you, Nick." 

She took another breath as she allowed those words to sink into him. 

"For a long time, you have been fighting all of this. You don't think the government's legitimate, you don't think you should have to learn or adapt. Maybe this will be good for you." 

"No." 

"What was that?" 

"This isn't complicated," he said, his voice low--barely audible. 

"It is complicated," Chloe told him. "It's complicated, and you need to listen to me. Just relax for a minute." 

At some other place or time, maybe this would have worked. 

Not here. Not now, not when that rage clawed at his insides. 

He could feel the gashes of disappointment burn from one second took the next. 

Chloe probably wanted to say something else, but it was too late. 

He jumped up onto his feet, and he slammed his palm down against the table. "Screw you! How can you say that? I'm your brother, and you have to get me out of here. Come on. Where's my sister? Where's the journalist? You have always gone on and on with your nonsense about telling the truth. Fuck you! The truth is that you're in a dying industry that doesn't have any clout. No one cares what you have to say. You have the chance to help me, and you blew it because you're just some dumb girl who couldn't focus for five fucking minutes!" 

"Nick, sit down," Chloe commanded. 

In that instant, he had to make a choice. He could have obeyed. He could have listened to this young woman and done exactly as she said. If he had, then maybe he would have been able to remember his position. Even if everything he said happened to be true, did it matter? Did it change anything considering that she was a woman in this prison while he was one of the inmates? 

But Nick didn't want to think about this question; he didn't want to reason through the logical implications, not here, not now. 

Instead, he made a pair of fists, and he drew his arm back. 

For him, time seemed to slow down, but Officer Jessica had been paying attention. 

Before Chloe's brother could do something stupid, Officer Jessica hit the button. 

Electricity flared out from his collar and the chastity belt all at once. It was enough to knock him away from the table. In one moment, he was ready to attack. In the next, he was on his back, twitching with those aftershocks. Officer Jessica stood over him, and she had her boot pressed down against the side of his neck. 

Perhaps he should have tried to say something, but he became aware of his surroundings. He heard women's voices and knew he needed to listen... 

Damn it, no! Just because women were talking, that didn't mean he had to focus on those sounds. 

And yet…

"Oh, it looks like he's coming around," Officer Jessica said. "I actually wanted him to be aware of what was going on for this next part. Your brother is going to need to be punished. Would you like to do it or should I?" 

Right away, Nick tried to scramble up onto his feet, only the guard pressed her down against his throat, making impossible for him to move from the spot where he was pinned to the floor. 

She applied a little bit more pressure, cutting off his airway. 

In the meantime, Chloe seems to consider him. His eyes fluttered open, and he saw his little sister standing above him. Both women seemed so much more powerful; they reminded him of goddesses or other celestial beings. Again, he came to that same refrain: they could do whatever they wanted. They were women, and they were in charge. He was just a boy, a prisoner, and he was completely in their power. 

For a couple of blissful seconds, Nick couldn't even recall exactly why he was down on his back or what had happened. 

Then it flashed back: the anger, the accusation, 

"complicated," and the profanity. His eyes bulged, and he experienced this bizarre urge. Part of him actually wanted to apologize. Another part wanted to somehow grab Officer Jessica by her ankle, twist her leg, and knock her to the floor. 

In any case, his urges and instincts had become irrelevant because he couldn't move. He grabbed at the smooth contours of her boot, but Officer Jessica knew how to keep him trapped right there. She made sure this boy remained trapped as she came to a conclusion. 

"You're going to punish him?" 

"That's right," Officer Jessica said. "If you want, you can head out. Or if you want, you can be a part of this." 

Nick turned his gaze back toward his little sister, and he silently attempted to plead with her. His lips shaped the words, but he still couldn't force the air from his lungs as he mouthed something like,  No. No, you can't do this. You have to help me!  Even as he tried and failed to speak, Chloe seemed intrigued as she nibbled on the inside of her mouth. She was thinking about this. She was trying to come to a conclusion and make her decision. 

"I'll observe." 

"Are you sure you don't want to participate? It can be a lot of fun, especially when they start to surrender." 

"I'll observe," Chloe said again. 

Officer Jessica shrugged like it didn't really matter, but now she pulled her boot away, and she bent forward to looked down at him. Strands of her hair fell forward, and she grinned playfully. "Now, I want you to realize that you have brought this upon yourself. Your sister was very nice. She came here to visit you, and what did you do? You had to act out. You had to lose control because you're just a silly boy." She pursed her lips and shook her head from side to side with mock disappointment. 

Nick swallowed as he tried to breathe in enough air. "It's not my fault," he started to say. 

Officer Jessica immediately brought her boot up, only this time she pressed it right on his chest, and the message was clear: if he insisted on arguing, then the punishment could become far more severe. Was that a risk he wanted to take? 

No. The answer pounded through his head, and he stayed quiet. 

"Strip, boy," Officer Jessica said. 

At this point, the guard kept her eyes locked on him. "I can't do that," he said. "Not in front of my sister." 

"You're wearing a chastity belt," she reminded him. "Besides, you're a boy. It's not like you really need to worry about modesty." 

His brows creased, and he glowered at her, but his prison chaperone would only tolerate his hesitation for a few more seconds at most. One way or another, he had to make a decision. 

Officer Jessica just smiled at him. Clearly, she had predicted what he would do, and now she was just waiting to see whether or

not she was correct. She couldn't be, he told himself. He had to maintain some line of defense, some point which he would not cross. 

And yet, he glanced over at Chloe, and he kept waiting for her to interject. 

Wasn't she going to say something? Wasn't she going to point out that this was wrong? 

Instead, she watched him, and her expression had shifted, becoming curiously neutral and detached. She didn't seem upset. 

She didn't look like she was going to say anything either…Nick gulped, and he realized he would have to provoke her. "Please," he said to his little sister. This wasn't how he meant to start. After all, he sounded pleading and desperate. He sounded pathetic, and he knew it. "You can't let her do this." 

"Can't I?" Chloe asked, only to blink like she was surprised by her own question. 

"I'm not supposed to be here! I'm not supposed to be in prison! I'm a freaking analyst!" 

"I didn't like the way you spoke to me," Chloe answered. 

Again, her voice seemed somehow detached. It was a simple statement, one that belied the precariousness of his position. 

"Fine. Look, I'm sorry." 

"If you beg her for forgiveness, she might intercede on your behalf," Officer Jessica suggested. Her tone made it sound like she wished to be helpful, but he spun on her. 

For just an instant, his worst instincts flared to life all over again. It was the same drive that had pushed him toward his outburst. Only now, he saw the black wristband, the baton, her uniform, and her sly smile. She understood what he experienced in that moment. In fact, she enjoyed it! And now, she wanted to see whether or not he would be able to protect those thin threads of self-control. If he did, that meant he would cooperate. If he didn't, there would be another outburst, it would justify his imprisonment because he was a boy and he obviously wasn't capable of controlling himself. 

Either way, the women won. Nick put these pieces together, but he didn't know what to do about the conclusion. He wished he could alter the scenario somehow, but Officer Jessica chuckled and said, "What are you going to do? Strip? Beg?" Left unspoken, there

was another possibility: he could try to fight back. Yes, the option lingered, but he already knew that it wouldn't change anything. 

The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he shook his head from side to side. No, he couldn't fight. 

That's why he took one step forward, then another and another. He made his way over to his little sister. This was a girl whose pigtails he had once tugged. He had mocked her routinely, always assuming that he was smarter because he was older and more mature. Even if he was physically stronger, that didn't matter, not here. In this place, she was his superior in every way imaginable. 

At first, Nick attempted to convince himself that these were just words, and they didn't really change anything. He could talk, telling her whatever she wanted to hear, and that would mean he was still in control. He would still hold some iota of power. Those ideas sounded good, but he understood what this really meant. If he lowered himself down onto his knees, he would be sacrificing his dignity, all to get her help. 

Nick about bow before her. He dropped himself to the carpet, and he found himself on his knees in front of this girl. 

At first, he managed to keep his eyes closed, but then she cleared her throat. Clearly, this wasn't going to be good enough for her. 

Nick brought his hands up, he pushed his elbows down against his chest, and he wrapped his fingers around his knuckles. 

Then, tentatively, he looked up at her. His eyes were big; they shined. Chloe had never seen him like this before. He never looked quite so desperate or pathetic. 

Perhaps she was thinking of how he had once teased her, how he had easily mocked her. Yes, he could be a good brother from time to time, but there was always supposed to be a hierarchy. He was always supposed to be in charge…

"What do you have to say to me?" Chloe asked. If she attempted to keep her voice neutral and professional, she failed completely. The corners of her eyes crinkled, and the edges of her mouth rose upward as a barely controlled smile revealed itself. 

"I'm sorry," he said, nearly frantic. "I'm so sorry that I spoke out of turn. I used really bad language, it was inappropriate, and I

messed up, I'm sorry. Please, just don't make me do this. Please, you're my sister. You can talk to her. Please!" 

"Are you learning your lessons here?" 

His lessons? What the hell was that supposed to mean? For that first second, he didn't understand, but then Nick started to comprehend what she meant. The lessons were supposed to be clear and easy: he was a boy, a prisoner, and her inferior. He needed to be trained. He needed to be domesticated. If a woman spoke, he had to listen because she was smarter than him. If a woman gave him a command, then he needed to obey because she knew what was right. 

"Yes," he said, whispering the word. 

Chloe wasn't going to settle for his simple surrender. She wanted to hear him embrace it! 

"What was that?" she asked. "I couldn't quite hear you." 

"Yes. Yes, I'm learning my lessons here." Hot, angry bile gathered at the back of his throat as he spoke those words, but he didn't see any other choice, especially if he didn't want to be stripped and punished in front of this young woman. 

"I'm glad to hear it," she said. Then she turned her attention back to Officer Jessica. "I understand that you want to punish him. I understand that he spoke out of turn." Yes. She was doing it! She was really going to defend him! Strictly speaking, the decision would still be Officer Jessica's, but she would probably listen to Chloe, right? 

For just a moment, Nick floated on the sensation of being completely powerless. There were two women standing above him, and he was still down on his knees, and he understood that he couldn't influence what was going to happen here, not after his apology. That had been his best effort, and now he had to wait for the women to decide what they were going to do with him. 

Chloe took another breath and continued, "You saw how desperate he sounded, didn't you? Just now, he got down on his knees for me, and he apologized so beautifully. I mean, I just look into his eyes, and I can tell that he is ready to surrender." 

It was ridiculous and foolish, yet Nick still felt the urge to interject. Part of him wanted to contradict her, even if that meant

undermining her points. Because he wasn't a complete moron, Nick bit down, and he tried to remain unseen, like he no longer mattered. 

He was just a piece of furniture. He was a boy, and the women didn't need to worry about him as they made their important decisions. 

His little sister continued, "I think he has made a lot of progress here. And that's why you should continue with what you're doing." 

What? Nick jerked his head up, and he searched his sister's face, stance, and body language for some indication of where she was going with this. Then he heard those next words, and he tried to interrupt her, but his voice locked up, "My brother needs to be punished. Yes, he apologized, but I think he was trying to manipulate me. Do whatever you want." 

"Are you sure you don't want to punish yourself?" 

His little sister hesitated for several long seconds. "If it's okay with you, I'm going to observe," Chloe finally said. 

"No, that's not fair!" Nick started to call out. 

Officer Jessica brought her wrist up, she hit the button, and the electricity surged through him. It wasn't as powerful as some of the previous zaps he had endured, but it still snapped through his body and robbed him of his ability to speak. But with his mouth dry and his chest tight, he made a pair of fists, and that's when Officer Jessica stepped up in front of him. 

She leaned down, she touched the underside of his chin, and then she uttered just one word, "Strip." 

Next, she stepped back, and now she rested one hand on the hilt of her shock baton. 

Nick started to undress. It happened quickly and easily, one fluid motion flowing into the next as he pulled off his shirt, shoes, and his pants. Next, he stripped off his prison issued boxers, and just like that, he was naked in front of these women. Yes, the chastity belt offered him some sliver of modesty, but he couldn't bring himself to turn his body back in Chloe's direction; she was his little sister! She wasn't supposed to see him degraded or objectified like this! 

"When it comes to punishments, we have a couple of different options. Sometimes, it's about giving him something like pain. 

Sometimes, it's about taking something away, like his dignity. Right now, I would actually like for him to serve me. Would you mind?" 

Nick turned back to the journalist, and he desperately tried to convey something without making a sound. He held his breath, and he stared back at Chloe, but if she noticed his desperate expression, she gave no sign of it. "Like I said before, I would like to observe." 

Again, she sounded like a neutral journalist. She was simply there to see how the prison operated. 

The guard sat down and pulled off her boots. 

Perhaps he hoped to delay the inevitable, or maybe he really believed he could distract her. Either way, he called out, "May I massage your feet?" 

Standing back now, Chloe chuckled as she heard those words, but it was Officer Jessica who addressed him, "Is that really what you want to do right now? You think you belong on the floor and at my feet?" It was a test and an exercise of his obedience, but he didn't see any choice. He gave her the only possible answer. 

"Yes." 

His prison chaperone considered Prisoner 616 and shrugged, 

"That sounds nice." She made it seem like this wasn't a big deal. 

"Okay, boy. You can massage my feet while your little sister watches. 

She should see what you're learning anyway." 

He flinched as the hot aggression spiraled through his body, but Nick didn't see any choice. He leaned forward, and he started to massage both of her feet. She lifted them up, just an inch off the floor, he worked her heels, her arches, and her toes. His digits played along both of her feet at the same time. 

Moment by moment, Nick kept trying to think of something he could say to Chloe. He tried to summon up some good memory, something he could use to manipulate her. As hard as he tried, he couldn't come up with anything, not while he worked Jessica's dainty feet. 

"That's very nice," Jessica said. Then she pulled her feet away, she rested the left one on the floor, raised the right, and crossed her legs. Then she wiggled the toes on her right foot and said, "Suck them." 

"What?" 

"Suck them," she said again, enunciating clearly as she stared down at this boy. 

This mouth went dry all over again. Tentatively, he shook his head from side to side, so she gave him another shock. The electricity flashed through his body, knocking him back. 

He heard a sound, and he thought it was coming from Officer Jessica but no, it was Chloe who giggled. 

He spun on her and glared. In that moment, he was her big brother, and they were both children all over again. But then the guard reached up with her foot, and she stroked her toes along his cheek. He refocused on his chaperone, and he opened his mouth to say something, but her eyes were bright with amusement. She was practically daring him to step out of line, to say or do something inappropriate and disrespectful. Because if he did, she could punish him, and he would regret it. 

"My toes," Officer Jessica reiterated. 

Tension bunched along his shoulders, down his biceps, and into his forearms. He leaned forward, down on his hands and knees now, and he started to suck her big toe as commanded. In this position, he felt like a dog. 

Then again, that was the point. She intended to strip away another layer of his dignity, and she succeeded. 

As he worked his tongue and mouth along her big toe, she chortled, "This feels really good. Have you ever had a slave boy lick your toes?" 

"No," Chloe said. "To be honest, I'm usually pretty busy with work." 

"You should really try it. Even if you don't want to use your brother here, I can always bring in another one of the prisoners." 

"Maybe later," Chloe said. When Nick heard her answer, he exhaled through his nostrils. Relief flooded through his body, especially because he didn't want to see that. But now, he realized that she meant it. She was actually considering taking advantage of some other guy. Nick didn't know whether or not he should be relieved, especially because there was nothing stopping her from tormenting him. 

Yeah, his little sister had been a female supremacist for quite some time, but she still held onto specific ideals about freedom and justice. She believed in human rights, but maybe she was starting to change her mind? Nick had never really paid much attention to her beliefs. He knew that they were naïve; when she was in school, she talked about all she had learned in her literature, art, and philosophy classes. At the time, he had snorted. Those weren't marketable skills. No one was going to pay her to expound on the nature of morality. 

And yet, this other ugly thought punched into his gut: maybe if society had studied ethics in greater depth, the boys wouldn't be in this prison, collared and locked in chastity belts. While the men had been in charge, perhaps they would have made better choices, which would have prevented the female supremacists from ever winning their elections and taking over…

Officer Jessica pulled him away from those thoughts, "Work the other toes." With one leg crossed over the other, she seemed so refined and powerful. Having this boy down on his knees, braced on his knuckles as he leaned forward and sucked certainly added to the impression of her power. 

"I'm very proud of what we do with our boys here. Every day, I get to see young men show up, and they are defiant and willful, but pretty soon, we can break them down just like this." The prison officer nodded to the boy on all fours and smiled as she leaned back in her chair. Deeply relaxed, she still smiled and continued, "This is who they should be. This is how they should behave." 

He braced himself and waited for Chloe to argue or disagree. 

There had to be something she was going to say. After all, she had campaigned for human rights and equality back in high school. 

Chloe didn't say anything. He wanted to turn around, but Officer Jessica must've sensed that imperceptible movement because she put her hand on the back of his head, gripped his hair, and held him in place. Whether he liked it or not, he would continue to lick her toes. 

"This feels incredible, Officer Jessica announced. "If you decide to take advantage of a boy, you should learn about him. He should see who he used to be before he ended up here." 

"Does that make a difference?" 

"Absolutely. Just look at this boy. He used to be some kind of financial analyst? I bet he was hoping to get rich and powerful. He was probably the kind of guy who was willing to pull sixty-hour weeks as an intern and get dumped all over because he couldn't wait for the day when he would be in charge. Is that right, Nick? Oh, wait. 

You're busy." 

A giggle came from behind her mask as Chloe enjoyed all of this. Not only that, she agreed, "You're definitely right about that. 

Nick wasn't exactly greedy, but he was definitely the kind of boy who thought you should be able to attach a price tag to pretty much everything." 

"Very foolish," Officer Jessica said with a shake of her head. 

He opened his eyes and looked up along the length of her leg to her chest, to her smile. 

"You think so?" Chloe asked, almost sheepishly. 

"Absolutely. Yes, money and political power matter, but you need to be able to go deeper than that. You need to get past short-term thinking and consider what is best for everyone. If you only focus on a couple of people who are trying to get rich, then the system will start to fall apart. You can't reasonably ask people to work hard if they aren't getting enough in return." 

"He would say money." 

"But is it enough?" Officer Jessica said. "When the boys were in charge, look at teachers. Yes, most teachers looked at their jobs as if they wanted to help people, but it's clear that they were there for purely economic reasons. They needed a paycheck, but they also needed that sense of satisfaction. They needed to try to make the world a better place. And those teachers put in extra hours. They tried so hard. Frankly, I think they did make the world a better place, but that wasn't good enough. Teachers worked to make society better over the course of years and decades. They didn't bring in a lot of revenue. They couldn't generate massive profits, so they were neglected. So how many of them had to quit because they couldn't afford rent? Because they were tired of working a second job?" 

Officer Jessica pulled her foot away for just a moment. At the same time, she tugged on his hair, drawing his mouth away from her

toes. "I bet you are the kind of boy who laughed at teachers when they complained about how they had to buy supplies for their students." 

He had been, it was true, but Nick was smart enough not to say anything. She pressed her lips together and shook her head from side to side. "If everyone is greedy, the world falls apart. 

Communities can't survive if everyone is a predator." 

Chloe blinked, apparently surprised by the officer's declaration. Maybe she didn't expect that kind of introspection from a prison guard, but it gave her something to consider. 

"We are improving you. We are making sure that you aren’t a selfish bastard." She wiggled her toes again, let go of his hair, and he dipped down into position. He wrapped his lips around her toes, ran his tongue along the contours all over again. 

As he licked, Nick hated to admit it, but he could feel something shift within him. That feeling from before was flooding through his system. His sister was watching, but the anger faded. As hard as he tried to hate this, he wondered if maybe she was right. At first, he tried so hard to push that idea aside, but he had to concentrate on the truth. Whether he liked it or not, he was down on his hands and knees while his little sister watched. She was respected as a journalist, and he had been demoted to the status of a slave. Technically, he might have been a prisoner, but the label didn't change the kind of power these women had over him. 

"Now I want more," she said. That's when she loosened her pants, she pulled them down, and she spread her legs. 

Nick expected Chloe to excuse herself. She was supposed to walk away and to leave him there. Yes, he would have to serve this girl who tormented him, but she wouldn't want to watch. 

His sister didn't say anything. 

Was she watching? 

With the officer's eyes burrowing into him, he didn't turn away. 

He didn't dare move away or attempt to retreat. By now, she was naked from the waist down. She still wore her blouse and seemed completely professional as she spread her legs, but Chloe would know what her brother was doing. 

He slid his head up between her legs, and he closed his eyes. 

As all of this happened, his shaft twitched again, and he heard Officer Jessica speak, "This is going to feel good." 

"You're not embarrassed?" Chloe asked. 

 Yes, this is so humiliating!  Nick's thought ran through his head before he could try to stop it. Then he remembered that she wasn't talking to him. His embarrassment and shame didn't matter because he was just a boy. 

Again, he attempted to coax that anger, but he was so close to Officer Jessica, and his cock strained, and he knew this was going to feel good...for her. At the same time, that other feeling continued to wash over him. It felt so good to think of what he could do for her. 

He would slide his tongue up and down along the length of her crevice. He would worship her body, and he would satisfy her. 

 But what about me?  Instantly, Nick knew the answer. It felt like a smack across the face as he got closer and closer.   I'm just a boy. I'm just a dumb boy, so I have to serve these women. I belong to them. Officer Jessica is my chaperone. I must work hard to please her. I must pleasure her. Her satisfaction is all that counts. 

In the next moment, Nick began to lick her. 

"Why would I be embarrassed?" Officer Jessica asked. She sounded genuinely curious, like she couldn't imagine any possible answer. "I have no problem using him. And I'm not ashamed of my body or what I can enjoy. He belongs to me, at least while he is here." 

"I see…" 

"Are you sure you don't want one for yourself?" Officer Jessica asked. 

 Are you sure you don't want one for yourself?  The question echoed inside of Nick's skull as he slid his tongue up and down. 

Worse, he worked harder and moved faster, bobbing his head up and down along her opening. He was worshiping her with everything he had, yet Officer Jessica was enjoying a conversation with her guest like this was a normal occurrence. 

For her, perhaps it was. 

He bristled at the thought. But it wasn't just that sense of subservience that ran through his body now. There was something

else, something worse. 

Jealousy. For some reason, he hated the idea of another guy going down on her. He wanted to be the only one. He yearned for the opportunity to pleasure her, so he started working even harder. 

He channeled all of his efforts. He concentrated and focused on this young woman. Sure, she tormented him. Yes, she was forcing him to do this in front of his little sister, yet none of that mattered. 

"I'm sure," Chloe replied. 

"That's one thing that I really like about working here. All of us know why we're here. It feels incredible to train these boys. It's a powerful thought because we know we're making a difference. But there's something else," she said. She twitched, and Nick realized he was doing a good job. He loved the way her body tightened, like she was bristling, only it wasn't anger or annoyance that splashed across her body. It was pleasure. Yes! For a few seconds, he felt like he was in control. The anger from before dissipated, and he could hear these women talking, but that didn't matter. 

"And what's that?" 

"It feels good," the officer said simply, and now she placed her hands on the back of his head. He glanced up along the length of her body, and he saw her tilt her head down for just a moment. He worked up and down, in tight little circles. He nuzzled her clit with his mouth as he focused on her. 

Nick sensed the tension in her body as she came closer and closer. She was almost there. She was close, so close! 

Yes, his shaft was still pressed out against the confines of his chastity cage. His cock was locked up, and this girl was the only one with the key, but he didn't care in that moment. That desperation became background noise. As he focused on her, he couldn't worry about his own selfish urges. He was just a boy, so he needed to serve her! The different pieces fit together, locking into place entrapping him right there on his knees, exactly where he belonged. 

Officer Jessica cried out, and then she pushed him away. She kept her head down for several more seconds. Face flushed, she glanced up at Chloe, "That was incredible." 

"That was his punishment?" Chloe sounded skeptical. 

"Part of it. Believe it or not, but Nick here is learning. 

Remember, punishment is just about inflicting pain. The question is whether or not we can teach him. And right now, I'm getting the impression at this boy is learning. Stand, Prisoner 616." 

Nick hated himself for doing it, especially as he heard that explanation, but he obeyed immediately. He jumped up onto his feet, his back was ramrod straight, and he was still naked, yet he instinctively crossed his wrists behind his back. 

"Now, your real punishment can begin." 

Frightened tension played across his body. He swallowed back some of the fear, but Officer Jessica pulled the key away from her neck. She set it down on the table. 

"That's the key to his chastity cage?" Chloe asked. 

"It is," replied the officer. "It's good for him to see it on me from time to time. It serves as a pleasant reminder of his status. Because right now, I think he would be willing to do pretty much anything for the chance to get out of that belt. Isn't that right, Prisoner 616?" 

"Yes!" He didn't raise his voice, nor did he shout. Even so, the desperate desire reverberated through his voice. 

"Good boy," she said. Officer Jessica pulled up her panties and her pants. Next, she slid her feet back into her boots, and she zipped them up. Now she stretched her arms over her head, and she came up to him. That's when she placed her hand on his chest, and she shoved him up against the wall. 

Nick stumbled backwards. He hit the wall, and she grabbed his wrists. She pulled them up toward a set of panels. He hadn't noticed the seams in the walls before, but now they opened, and she pulled out a set of shackles. She locked them around his wrists, first of the left, then the right. 

His eyes widened, and his lips parted, but he didn't speak. 

"Spread your legs," she commanded. 

Tentatively, he obeyed. When he didn't move fast enough, she kicked his right foot into position. Then she did the same with his left. 

Now she bent down and chained him in place. The shackles locked on, and that's when she held out her hand. "Can you give me the key?" 

Chloe picked it up. 

Nick didn't want to turn back to his little sister, but he realized that this could be a moment. If she held back the key, perhaps she would realize that this was wrong. She wasn't supposed to be able to control him like this. He was still a person, and he had rights! She believed in human dignity, didn't she? 

One glance at his little sister told him the truth: she was confused. Again, he opened his mouth to speak, but if he tried to argue, then he would have to defy that warm feeling of obedience that was now lodged deep within his frame. He didn't understand it, but it overwhelmed him. It was far too strong for him to be able to defeat. 

Like an obedient boy, Nick stayed quiet. Yes, his lips moved a tiny bit, but he couldn't push those sounds out onto the air. 

For a second, Chloe held up the key. She let the chain dangle from her fingertips as she studied this simple item. The key drifted back and forth then she walked over to Officer Jessica. With her hand still outstretched, the guard took the key, and now she used it on his belt. 

"Are you sure you don't want to participate?" 

"I'm just a neutral observer," Chloe said, again the words sounded automatic, like this was just the force of habit. 

Officer Jessica shrugged, "That's fair. I understand the importance of journalistic integrity." 

A quarter smile made the corner of Chloe's mouth rise up, and she was likely wondering whether or not she should be watching this. She must have decided that she could do this with clinical detachment. It was a professional obligation, so she saw her brother's guard use the key. But what was she feeling? 

Nick glanced over at her. Part of him almost expected her to be gleeful, like she finally got to see her brother endure the punishments he deserved. And yet, there was something else playing across her innocent face. Uncertainty? Concern? Doubt? He wished he could use that against her, only those coherent thoughts abandoned him the moment his guard unlocked him. The belt came away, and he enjoyed the cool air against his skin. Except for the shock collar around his neck, he was completely naked now. 

Some small flicker of defiance ran through him, so he glanced back at Officer Jessica. "Please, please don't do this. Please, you don't need to do this in front of her," he whimpered. 

"It's for your own good," she said. 

It was ridiculous. It was insane. Even so, he believed her. 

Nick didn't know why or how such a thing could be possible, yet this was a woman, and she was speaking, so he experienced the urge to accept everything she said. He tried to concentrate on something else. Wasn't Samuel going to try something? Couldn't he attempt to manipulate his sister? 

Only now, he was hard, and he couldn't think clearly. The ideas didn't fit together, and he didn't know who he was supposed to be. In fact, there was just this urge to listen to this woman as she stepped up in front of him. "This for your own good," she repeated. 

"You're a boy, and you need to be trained." She cupped his balls in one hand. She lightly stroked him. With the other, she pressed her fingers to the base of his cock and worked her way up. 

Shudders of pleasure ran through him. 

"Tell your sister about your time here. Tell her about this punishment." 

"While I've been here, she touches me. She punishes me and rewards me. She strokes me, and she makes it feel so good, but I'm not allowed to get off," he said. At some other place or time, Nick probably could have been far more coherent and articulate. But right then, with the sensations shooting along his nerves, Prisoner 616

hardly think. He clenched his eyes shut, yet he had no problem envisioning the look of concerned interest on Chloe's face. 

Officer Jessica leaned in, and she whispered, "Tell your sister that you belong here." He could feel her hair against his cheek. 

There was the soft warmth of her breath. In that instant, Nick couldn't decide whether he loved or hated her proximity. It had to be both. 

Her breath was light and warm against his skin. At this point, Nick didn't try to resist that pleasure. 

If he did that, he would be giving Chloe all of the justification she needed to keep him as a prisoner here. She wouldn't need to fight back. 

Although he understood this with easy clarity, his chest tightened nonetheless. "I, I belong here." 

"Good boy," she replied. "Now tell her that this is good for you." 

"This is good for me," he replied automatically. 

Nick wasn't surprised when she expected something harder, only he wasn't sure exactly how he should respond when she gave him his next command. "Now tell your little sister  why  this is good for you." 

Prisoner 616 picked up on that little note of extra emphasis. 

Even so, his body tightened as he attempted to come up with a reasonable answer. What was he supposed to say to her? 

Glancing away from the officer, he turned his attention to his little sister. In that moment, he tried so hard to read her expression, only she had schooled her features now. Her lips, eyes, cheeks and chin all seemed so neutral, like she was just watching a science experiment or something. 

Then he licked his bottom lip, and he raised his gaze toward the ceiling. "I'm a dumb boy, and I need to be trained. This is good for me because I need to be taught the truth. I can't think for myself. 

No boy should be expected to think for himself. We all need to be caged we all need to be locked in chastity." 

"Oh? And what does chastity prove?" Officer Jessica asked breezily. 

"It proves the boys are just a bunch of dumb animals," he said. None of the guards had told him that specific point. He wasn't parroting back one of their talking points this time. Even so, the words felt so true and honest. "We need to be domesticated. We are wild on her own, and we make dumb choices. I make dumb choices. 

That's why I'm here. I need to be trained." As he spoke, Officer Jessica continued to reward him. 

"There's just one thing I don't understand," Chloe said. 

"What's that?" asked the guard as she continued to stroke his shaft. Her fingers lightly played along his left side and right. She teased him, sending sparks of delicious anticipation running through his body. The tip of his shaft was wet with excitement, but Officer Jessica continued to tease him. She did it without thinking, as though

she knew exactly how to fondle him and keep him stimulated without allowing him to cross that threshold. 

No, this boy still wouldn't be allowed to climax, no matter how desperately he wanted it. 

"He seems to like it. I mean, I get it. Pleasure can be used to encourage good behavior. The reward. But how is this a punishment?" 

Jessica's features darkened. She pressed her lips together, and her eyes narrowed as she looked at this trapped boy. The color drained away from his cheeks, and he clearly needed to say something as the cold rippled through his body. 

"Stay with him for a moment. I'll be right back," Officer Jessica said. 

The door closed behind her a few seconds later, leaving Chloe alone with her brother. 

Nick realized that this might be his best opportunity. Equally important, he might not get another one. Even so, what was he going to say? 

Intellectually, he knew he had to push through that feeling of subservience. He couldn't just surrender to this young woman. 

Then she spoke first. She walked up to him, and he was naked. She studiously avoided glancing down toward his crotch, but her eyes still tightened a little as she examined him. "How do you feel?" 

"Angry," he spat out the words, but he didn't sound genuinely enraged. If anything, he came off like some little kid attempting to mimic the symptoms of rage. 

"Really? Because it looks like you are doing pretty well here," 

she said. 

"No," he said. "This is a prison. I don't belong here. I didn’t do anything wrong! Come on, Chloe. You have to see that. You have to know that I should be released." He followed the momentum of his previous desires even as another little voice at the back of his head whispered a different set of answers. 

Chloe opened her mouth like she wanted to say something else, only the door opened again, and she stepped away. 

"Examining your brother?" 

"Something like that," Chloe replied. 

Officer Jessica set a bucket down on the table. Then she reached in, and she pulled out an ice cube. 

"You want to see how this is a punishment? Okay. Let me show you." 

"No," Nick said with more disbelief than anger or fear. 

"Yes," Officer Jessica said. "I'm going to run this all over your body to make sure that you understand your lessons. Besides, your sister doesn't think that this really qualifies as a punishment. I need to show her that she's wrong." 

"Please. Please, don't. Please!" He started struggling twice as hard, only the metallic shackles held him in place. He channeled all of his strength into his limbs, but they couldn't possibly tear through those bands. 

In that moment, he didn't see the look on Chloe's face. He didn't get to see whether she seemed terrified, angry, or excited. 

Maybe her eyes flashed with delicious desire as she looked forward to seeing him squirm helplessly against his restraints, knowing he would never be able to get free. Or maybe she covered her mouth as the horror played through her body because she couldn't believe that she was letting this happen. There could have been guilt. 

Right then, Nick couldn't turn away from his handler. She came up close, so now her breasts nearly touched his chest, but he had to brace himself. There was a second where he thought he could feel the cold radiating off of those little pieces of ice. 

The fear glanced through his body, followed by that sharp sensation. She trapped his cock between those ice cubes, and now she ran them up and down the length of his manhood. The chill cut straight to his core, making him thrash helplessly. He whimpered and moaned. He begged incoherently, but these women weren't going to stop. He understood all of this, but his erection started to dissipate. 

Even though his desires lingered, Nick couldn't hold out. No matter how hard he tried, he wouldn't be able to resist. 

In that moment, he imagined tentacles penetrating his body, sliding up into his torso and reaching through his arms and legs. 

Jagged cold seemed to grip at him, but then it all stopped. He slumped forward, exhausted. 

Nick didn't know how to speak. In that moment, he felt utterly drained even as Officer Jessica returned the chastity belt. She locked it around his waist and between his legs. She slipped his flaccid manhood back into its small prison. "Your cock got to enjoy a few seconds of freedom," Officer Jessica said. "It's a shame you couldn't earn an orgasm." 

He raised his gaze, and he glared at her, but his handler just chuckled like this was some kind of game. More importantly, she was having fun! 



The women excused themselves, and they went off to talk. In the meantime, he remained there against the wall, trapped like some sort of display. 

Eventually, Officer Jessica returned, but Chloe wasn't with her. Apparently, it was time for her to go. 

"Did you like how that went?" Officer Jessica said. 

Nick answered with a timid shake of his head. 

"Oh, you poor boy. You probably thought that this would be your chance to escape, didn't you? Maybe you thought your sister would come in here and rescue you? No, that's not how this works. 

You are a boy, so you belong here. You’re disobedient, and we need to get you tamed. We need to prepare you for a nice girl who will get to own you. Tell me that's what you want." 

"That's what I want," he said, only Nick couldn't tell whether or not he was lying. 

"Good," she said, patting him on the cheek. 

She kissed him, cupping his cheeks between her palms, tilting his head to the side, and pushing her mouth against his. It was almost feral, and then she pulled away, and she grinned fiercely. "I'm having a lot of fun with you. I can't wait until you are completely broken." 

 That's not going to happen,  he attempted to utter those words, but one glance at this beautiful girl stopped him. She may have been younger than him. She may have been smaller. None of that mattered, not when she had that watch and that baton. 

Eventually, it was time for her to return him to his cell. She allowed him to get dressed, she attached his leash, and she

hummed to herself quite happily and she took him back. 

Within just a few minutes, the gate banged shut, and now he was locked in here all over again. 

"Get down on your knees and thank me for letting you see your sister." 

Nick obeyed. He lowered himself down, and he said, "Thank you. Thank you for letting me see my sister." 

Despite his obedience, she lifted her wrist, tapped the control, and the electricity spurted through his body. It burned along his skin, making him cry out as his muscles tensed. 

But then it was done, and Nick blinked. He looked up, only to realize that he was down on his hands and knees. 

Then he heard a voice; it was Samuel's. 

"How are you feeling?" 

What were the right words? Nick worked hard to sift through his feelings. He closed his eyes, locked his jaw, and concentrated. 

Right then and there, it would have been so easy to tell his friend what the women would have liked. Maybe they were eavesdropping. 

Maybe not. Either way, he imagined pleasing Officer Jessica. Maybe if he cooperated and surrendered, they would let him out of his chastity belt. Maybe they would let him actually enjoy the relief he so desperately craved. Even now, those yearnings continued to swirl and spin deep within him. 

"Angry," he said. He imagined powerful hands pushing down those other urges and desires. No, he didn't want to be a slave. No, he didn't want to surrender. 

"What did she do to you?" 

"A lot," Nick said, each word cold and brittle. 

"And you're still angry?" Samuel sounded impressed. 

"Yes." 

"Good. Then I think you're ready." 

"Ready? Ready for what?" 

"To fight back." 



Chapter 10:

Warm sunlight soaked the street. Seated at a small table underneath an umbrella, she watched as different people walked by. 

Most of them were women. A few looked like they were on their lunch breaks. Others were out shopping or just going for a stroll. One young woman jumped as a few cars passed. 

As she sometimes did, Chloe wondered what they were all thinking. What were their dreams, their desires? What were their fantasies? As a journalist, she focused on the truth. Just as importantly, she knew that there were specific boundaries. 

Journalists generally focused on politics, sociological concerns, economics, technology, that sort of thing. A few may have explored personal feelings of perspectives, but that was rarer. Even then, those reporters didn't get the same kind of respect that Chloe desired. 

"Hey," came a voice. "It's been a while. What have you been up to?" 

Chloe glanced up to see one of her friends, Deidra. 

Right away, Chloe got up, and the two women hugged. It felt good, especially since Chloe had been on her own for a while now. 

Yes, she chatted with some of the other reporters, but she was a freelancer. She didn't get the same kind of respect. Just as importantly, the others knew that she would be gone soon enough, so it wasn't like they would be friends. 

"A lot," Chloe said. Then she dipped her head down, grinned, focused again on her friend, and told her, "My brother got arrested, thrown in prison, and now I’m working on a series of features for Cassandra Blake." 

"Well. Okay, that is a lot," Deidra agreed. 

"But if it's okay, I don't know if I really want to talk about work, not specifically. I guess, I guess I just wanted your perspective on something." 

"I'm here for you," Deidra said. "What is it?" 

"Well, I guess you can think of it as an attack of conscience?" 

Chloe started to say. She stopped herself and let her gaze slide

across the street, over at the passersby, the cars, all of it. Everything seemed so peaceful here. 

"Really?" Deidra asked, leaning forward with surprise. "I don't think I have ever seen you struggle with something like this before." 


"What do you think of this? What do you think of the gynarchy?" This new word had entered the vocabulary. Well, technically it had existed for a very long time, but almost no one ever used it. 

"I like it," Deidra said. 

"Even if it means the boys get subjugated?" 

"  Especially  because the boys get subjugated," Deidra said as she started to laugh. Within a few seconds, she stopped because she saw the solemn expression on her friend's face. "Wait, this is bothering you." 

"It is," Chloe finally said. "I guess I'm just wondering about my feelings on the whole thing." 

"How so?" 

"Okay, let's rewind. Just a couple of years ago, especially in high school, I really believed in certain inalienable rights for everybody. But now…" Chloe, despite writing for a living, couldn't articulate exactly what she meant. Only then, the universe decided to be kind because she glanced down the street, and there was a girl. 

She looked like a teenager, or maybe she was in her early twenties. 

She had this big smile on her face, and she held a leash wrapped around her wrist. Behind her, there was a boy who looked like he was about her age. "Is that right?" Chloe asked and pointed. 

Her friend turned around, saw the young woman, and didn't respond immediately. 

"What's wrong with that?" Deidra finally asked. 

"It's obvious I wouldn't want to be leashed. Neither would you." 

"We aren't boys," Deidra replied. 

"So what? Why is it okay for him to be leashed?" 

"Personally?" 

"Yes. I trust you. I respect you. What do you think? I mean, how can we justify something like this?" 

For a little while, Deidra remained quiet. She stared off into some random point in the distance, and then she gave herself an almost unnoticeable nod. Once she was ready, she placed her hands on the table, leaned forward, and started, "I understand why this can be difficult and stressful, especially for women like us. First, I think we need to remember that it's important to be flexible." 

"Flexible?" Chloe asked with obvious skepticism. "There is a boy right there on a leash. His rights have been stripped away!" This felt good, really good, Chloe realized. These thoughts and doubts had been bouncing around her head for a while now. Instead of just talking to some random person who would think she was crazy for questioning this new order, she could trust her friend and maybe excise some of these doubts. "As far as this boy is concerned, he's nothing but property." 

"Does he look unhappy?" Deidra asked. When she couldn't answer right away, Chloe stared down the street as she tried to pick up on some hint of that boy's thoughts or feelings. Deidra continued, 

"Because right now, he looks pretty happy to me." 

"He doesn't look happy," Chloe finally said. 

"He doesn't look unhappy either." 

"And what if he did? He would probably be punished for being insolent, disobedient, or even just sullen." 

"He's a boy. He should be cheerful and happy for his chaperone. I mean, look at her. She's taking him out. He's getting a nice walk." 

"You make him sound like a dog," Chloe said. "And that's exactly my point. Before all of this, he would have been able to go out on his own. But now, that girl is in control of him." 

"What makes you think he was capable of making his own decisions before?" Deidra asked. "Remember, crime rates are falling. For all we know, that boy would have been out vandalizing property, bullying one of his peers, or getting into other trouble." 

"Does he deserve the chance to behave himself?" 

"On the one hand, that makes a lot of sense," Deidra said. "I mean, you might be right. Maybe that boy earned straight A's in school and was the leader of the debate team or something. He could have been the exception, but I think we can acknowledge that

boys do stupid things, especially when they get together. They get drunk, they get loud, they get aggressive, and they make these really stupid assumptions about their place in the world. They never learned any kind of real humility." 

"Maybe that's not their fault, not as they grew up in a society where all of those traits were encouraged in boys." 

"But that was the society they built," Deidra pointed out. "Men have always had a disproportionate amount of power. Whether we're talking about business, media, politics, medicine, any of it…" 

Leaning back in her seat, she crossed her arms over her chest and shook her head with obvious disgust. "If we are going to say that men got messed up based on social conditioning, then we have to also acknowledge that it was entirely their fault." 

"Women raised them," Chloe said. 

"So? Women were the product of social conditioning, just like the boys. Only the women had to deal with so much garbage. 

Harassment, political subjugation, and economic oppression." Deidra shook her head again, "Look, the system won't be perfect. I don't think anyone can argue that it will be. But we can ask a much more realistic question. Are things going to be better? With boys collared and leashed, when they are monitored by chaperones, will the world be a better place?" 

"You could take that to the other extreme," Chloe pointed out. 

"We could give total power to the government, and strip away all rights. That would probably reduce the crime rate, don't you think?" 

"It's a question of balance," Deidra retorted. "I see where you are coming from, and you are right. I'm sure a lot of the boys would think that this is far too extreme. If we asked that young man whether or not he should be allowed to go to college or get a job or even a driver’s license, I'm sure he would love all of those opportunities. But if we give them back to him, what kind of message does that send? 

What would he do with his newfound freedom?" 

"Women make dumb mistakes too." 

"They do," Deidra answered. "But this isn't just a question of stereotypes or generalizations. Let's look at the actuarial tables. 

Insurance companies have been tracking this kind of information for a very long time." 

"I know," Chloe said. 

"So what?" Her friend cocked her head to one side as she seemed to consider the different possibilities. "Should we ignore the facts? Should we pretended that men are less likely to get into trouble and commit crimes? Should we pretend that they are less likely to get into accidents, or should we do something about it? Is it time for the boys to face extra restrictions? Even before female supremacy became popular, the boys still had to pay more for insurance. Is this really all that different?" 

Chloe watched that young woman and her leashed boy walk by. She turned back to her friend, "Yes. Yes, this is really different." 

"It's just a matter of degree." 

"Boys are going to prison without any kind of real trial," Chloe said. 

"Have any of them been falsely imprisoned?" 

"Not that I have been able to discover," Chloe said. "But these new reforms are still being tested." 

"If a boy goes to prison, he probably needs it. It will probably be good for him." 

Chloe was about to say something, but then she stopped. She had to wonder about her brother. She recalled that expression on his face as he was teased and tormented, as he was punished…

Was taming to be good for him? 

"Just because it's good for them, that doesn't mean they should have to do it. I mean, you wouldn't want to see regulations requiring people to eat healthier, would you?" 

"Honestly, I don't know." Deidra wobbled her head from side to side as she seemed to consider it. "I see where you're coming from. There's obviously a point where we see overreach. The government and law enforcement shouldn't be able to do whatever they want, and people should be free to make their own choices, but only to a degree. Everyone should be required to get their brakes checked before they drive on public streets. So where do we draw that line?" 

"Right now, the boys are on the wrong side of that line," Chloe said. 

"Is that how you really feel?" 

Chloe sucked in a breath, and she waited for the automatic answer. "No. At least, I don't know." There. She said it. And now she waited for some revelation, some grand detail that might tell her exactly what she needed to know. And yet, the quiet stretched between them, and Deidra continued to study her. "What?" Chloe finally asked. 

"Sorry," her friend said. "I guess I just find this to be pretty fascinating." 

"What?" 

"A couple of my friends have gone through this. There's also a lady at work who was wondering about this exact same issue. It's fascinating to see, especially because most of our politicians are pretty straightforward. As far as the women in power are concerned, this is the new system, but I can see the ambivalence further down." 

Chloe opened her mouth and wondered if she should try to interview some of those women. Instead, she asked, "Have they been able to find any kind of resolution?" 

"The woman at work did." 

"How?" 

"Apparently, her fiancé asked her to smuggle him out of the country." 

"What?" 

"I guess he thought he could run off to another country and live life as an independent man?" 

"And what did she say?" 

"Up until that point, she was really worried about him. She thought it might be unfair. After all, he used to have a job. He was a delivery driver, and he loved his work. Not only that, he hated the chores she gave him. At the time, he did a really bad job, so she had to go back and do them anyway." 

"Interesting," Chloe said with a nod, probably because she knew what most women would have done in her place. In most instances, it would have been easier to shock him or spank him or come up with some other humiliating punishment. Eventually, he would understand what he had done wrong. He would learn how to behave and how to please his handler. 

"She felt that. I mean, he wasn't a bad guy. He didn't really do anything to deserve this kind of training. So she tried to help ease him into his new status as a boy in modern society." 

"Was she going to help him?" 

Deidra snorted. "No way! She loved her fiancé, so she wasn't going to let him run off to some other country. It could be dangerous for a boy. A lot of the guys think that female supremacy is only becoming popular here, we can see it in every major power all across the planet." 

Chloe knew it was true. Even societies that weren’t especially democratic had started to shift. From the new Chinese Premier to a coup d'état in South America and various Pacific Islands, females were assuming power, and the boys seemed helpless to stop them. 

Now that women could see what had happened in the United States, they were pressing hard for control everywhere. Sometimes, the men stood up and tried to assert themselves, but they always underestimated the strength and frustration of their opponents. 

Besides, deep down, many of the men must have understood that this wasn't working. They had been in charge for so long, and the world had so many problems. Maybe they were just tired of holding power. Or maybe they realized they had messed up and needed to be punished. Perhaps there was some lingering guilt...? 

With a quick shake of her head, Chloe knew that most boys were too stubborn to really feel that way. Then again, she recalled that look of total subjugation on her brother's face. 

"My coworker loves her fiancé. She wasn't ever going to help him run off to some other country, probably a country where he couldn't even speak the language. Seriously, this boy did not think about what he was saying. So she told him no. At first, I guess she was trying to be nice about it? Anyway, he threw a tantrum. He started going on and on about how she didn't really love him, how she wanted to enslave him. It’s pretty ironic if you think about it." 

"How so?" 

"She told me that was the moment. Up until then, she had been able to understand his frustrations. Losing his job, his driver's license, his access to the Internet, all of that was really hard for him. 

But now, he was pacing back and forth and just spouting off with all

of this nonsense. He was talking about how he would join a resistance cell, how he would get a gun and how he would go after soldiers and police officers, and that's when she knew." 

"How." 

"Exactly," Deidra said. "Until that point, she had never used his shock collar. She never even made him wear it. But now, he was just lost in his head, and she could tell that he wasn't capable of making his own decisions. Call it the male ego or his instincts or just getting overloaded on testosterone. But one way or another, he was so worked up that he didn't even notice his fiancé grab the collar from one of the drawers. Then, when his back was turned, she slipped it around his neck and locked it on." 

"What did he do?" 

"Obviously, he tried to take it off." Deidra smirked. "But he couldn't. The boys can never get them off. Seriously, some of those collars are so well designed. They're reinforced and just work so well." 

"So what did she do?" 

"At first, I guess she tried to reason with him. That was a big mistake. She stood up tall, and she told him that he needed to calm down. They could talk about this, but first he needed to get his emotions under control." 

Boys. They can be so erratic and irrational, especially when they get upset. 

"He didn't," Deidra continued. "Basically, he tried to take it off for a couple of minutes, and she tried to reason with him, but that didn't work. He still saw his fiancé as his equal. He didn't understand that something had changed. So that's when he acted like your typical dumb boy. He made a pair of fists, he came up to his fiancé, and he told her that there would be consequences unless she took the collar off of him right then and there." 

"He was threatening her?" Chloe asked. It made sense. She had lived in a world where violence was a possibility, especially when the boys ran around without collars or chastity cages. Even so, it was hard to imagine, like the threat of violence belonged to a bad dream or something. 

"He would probably disagree, but yeah. He was threatening his fiancé. He thought he could intimidate her. Even when she was holding the controller to his shock collar, he didn't really believe she was going to use it. Maybe that has always been the problem. Men have never really expected women to assert themselves. They never think we can stand up for ourselves." 

"Did she use it?" 

"Yup," Deidra popped her lips. "At first, she thought she was going to feel so guilty. She thought that he would be knocked back or something, and he would lie there on the floor. Instead, he got really angry, so she shocked him again and again until he finally fell to his knees." 

"How did she feel about that?" 

"Again, she expected to feel terrible. She thought she would feel awful. It makes sense. Personally, I hate the idea of shocking a dog. Personally, I think those anti-bark collars are pretty inhumane." 

Chloe agreed. 

"But you have to remember, she wasn't shocking some animal. She wasn't trying to hurt a dog that was just following its instincts. This was different." 

It was easy enough to guess what Deidra meant, but Chloe waited. The rest of the world faded away as she concentrated on her friend and imagined what all of this would have been like. 

"We are talking about his fiancé, and he should have been able to understand the consequences of his actions. Besides, he freaking threatened her! Even if we pretend this wasn't self-defense, she had every right to discipline him. All of this clicked for her all at once." 

"Really?" 

"She told me," Deidra said with a shrug. "Basically, she gave him a couple of quick zaps. When she stopped, she was breathing heavily, and she wasn't exactly sure what she was supposed to do or feel." Now her close friend lowered her voice, "And that's when she decided she wanted him. Badly." 

"They had sex?" 

"Well, apparently  she had sex. She made him go down on her again and again. I guess that was always a sore point in the

relationship, like he expected blow jobs, but he was never willing to go down on her. She needed him to understand that the world had changed. He could get frustrated about it, but he couldn't stop it." 

"Wow." 

"And now, I guess he has been tamed?" Deidra said with a shrug. "Either way, maybe that's what you need to do." 

"Excuse me?" 

"I'm serious. Maybe you need to spend some time with a boy. 

Maybe if you experiment, that will help you decide what you really think. I mean right now, have you ever had a boy on his knees in front of you, ready to worship you?" 

"I…" As she spoke, Chloe immediately remembered Officer Jessica's offer: she could come in and spend some time with one of the prisoners. 

Chloe anticipated some visceral revulsion, only she saw some of those young men. Quite a few of them were pretty cute, especially with those collars around their necks. Up until now, she hadn't really allowed herself to acknowledge that reaction, but now…



They were in the prison yard, enjoying the sunlight that streaked down through the air. With the sun directly overhead it, they could enjoy the warmth despite the mountain breezes and occasional gusts. But today, Nick wasn't going to worry about the weather, not as the adrenaline pumped through his body. 

Outwardly, he seemed completely normal. He did everything he could to seem bored and frustrated like so many of the other prisoners. And yet, there was now something candling deep within his stomach. It wasn't hope, not exactly. It wasn't anger either. He didn't know how to name this new sensation, but that seemed to be the prison's biggest effect on him. Up until he arrived here, he had always been in control of himself, and he had been able to understand his own emotions. Somehow, these women had taken away his certainty. 

Nick walked out into the prison yard with a bunch of the other men. He glanced around, spotted Samuel, and waited for a minute or two. Then, like he didn't have anything better to do, Nick wandered over to his neighbor. 

Surreptitiously, a couple of other guys also wandered over, seemingly at random. They appeared to be talking. There were some dumb jokes, and Nick listened to their stretched laughter. 

Moment by moment, Nick almost expected one of the guards to interrupt, to demand what was so funny. Instead, the women continued to chat amongst themselves or to scan the assembled men for any signs of problems. 

"We are going to break out," Samuel said without any kind of preamble. 

"How?" Nick had to ask. "Between the collars and the belts, it's not like we can leave the prison." 

"First, we're going to cause a distraction. Second, we're going to shut down the gear. Third, we're going to grab some of the SUVs and drive out of here. Speed is going to be the most important factor." 

"You make it sound easy," Nick struggled to hold back his disbelief. Oh, they just had to go fast? They just needed a distraction and to somehow magically shut down all of the equipment that could be used to automatically stop their prison break? It sounded so simple! 

"I know, it's a lot," Samuel said. "But here's the thing. We work together. We can rely on one another. That's the most important part. 

And right now, if you want any other details, you're going to have to prove yourself." 

"How?" 

"Go up to your prison chaperone and try to take her baton." 

"What?" Nick blinked a couple of times like he couldn't believe what he had just heard. "You have to know that I'm not going to be able to get it from her." 

"That's not the point." 

Nick was about to ask what he meant, only he stopped himself because it made sense. If they were going to work together, they had to trust one another. 

"Fine. How much time do I have?" 

"They take us back inside in about ten minutes," Samuel said. 

Instinctively, Nick twisted around, and he searched the walls for some sign of his chaperone. Then he saw her, but she was down

on the ground with a couple of the other guards. In theory, Nick could walk right up to her. 

"The clock is ticking," Samuel said. 

Before, he had been just a little bit nervous, but now hot anxiety mixed with this potent stab of dread. His skin felt cold, his stomach tightened, and Nick wondered whether or not he should just back out of this whole thing. Maybe Chloe would finally come through. Maybe if he wrote her a letter or something, he would be able to convince her…

No. She was one of them. She was a woman, and she would never be able to understand this kind of subjugation or humiliation. 

That's why Nick started walking. He forced himself to take one step after another. He tried not to think about what the future might entail, but then he was standing right in front of her. 

"Hello, Prisoner 616," Officer Jessica said. Another guard stood right next to her. He had interrupted their conversation by approaching, but neither of the women seemed to mind. If anything, they were curious about why one of the boys would so brazenly approach. Generally, the prisoners did their best to stay away. They didn't want to be noticed. They didn't want to get in trouble. Because even if they hadn’t done something wrong, maybe the women would be in a "playful" mood. 

"Excuse me, Ma'am," he said formally. "I was hoping we could speak? Alone?" 

Officer Jessica glanced at her colleague, and she shrugged before heading off. "You two have fun," said the other guard. 

"What can I do for you, boy?" 

"Maybe we could leave the yard? Maybe we can go somewhere else?" 

"No," Officer Jessica said casually. 

He tensed up for just a moment, and then his eyes drifted down toward her baton. She noticed! Nick didn't know what prompted him to react in that instant. Maybe it was fear. Maybe it was the desperate desire to finish this as quickly as possible. Either way, he lunged forward, grabbed the handle of her baton, and he pulled it free from the holster. Suddenly, he had that black rod right there tight between his fingertips, and he stared down at it. 

Officer Jessica reacted almost instantly. She pulled up her wrist, and she hit the control button. All of a sudden, a maximum blast of electricity surged through his body, and everything turned to a bright shout of pain. 



When he opened his eyes again, Nick found himself on his back. He was down on the cot, and this was his cell. He turned around, and he almost expected shackles around his wrists or ankles, like he would be chained down, and a bunch of women would be surrounding him, and now they would start his punishment. 

They hadn't bothered. 

Nick rolled onto his hands and knees. He slid his legs off of the mattress, and he rested his feet on the floor. Leaning forward, he let out a quiet groan. 

It seemed it wasn't quite enough because his neighbor chuckled. "You did it," Samuel said. "Impressive. Really impressive. 

Frankly, none of the other guys were able to do it." 

"I'm not sure I ever want to try to do it again," Nick said. 

"Here's the thing," Samuel told him, whispering now, "The collars and belts are all connected to the prison network. If we can shut that down, then they are no longer a threat. The batons, on the other hand, are a more primitive technology. They have their batteries, and there's nothing we can do about it, but if we can get some of those batons away from the women…" 

"Then you think we have a chance," Nick said. 

"Exactly. Not only that, the women don't think we're really going to be able to fight back." 

"What? They’ll never notice a bunch of us trying to grab their batons?" 

"Like I said, none of the other guys were able to do it. In fact, I don't think the guards even knew what they were trying to do. You were quick, and I'm impressed." 

"So what is the plan?" 

"No, that's not how this works," Samuel said, still careful to keep his voice low. "Only one person knows the plan." 

"You?" 

"Only one person knows the plan," Samuel repeated. "Now, rest up. I think you have a guest coming." 

That's when Nick strained, and he could hear the protestations, the pleas, and all of those promises. Those boys who had entirely surrendered called out their vows of servitude as they hoped for some special attention or reward. He couldn't tell who it might be, but it was easy enough to guess that it would be his prison chaperone after his bout of bad behavior. 

Less than a minute later, Officer Jessica appeared. Her boy quickly scurried back, and he stood there at the center of his cage as she studied him. At first, he couldn't even look up at her, but Officer Jessica remained quiet for a little while. The nervous tension scratched at him and broke through his patience. "What's going on?" 

"It's still a beautiful day out there. So you and I are going for a walk." She opened his cell, raised the leash, and waited for him to approach. 

Did she know about the escape plan? 

Nick couldn't guess one way or the other, but she attached his leash, tugged, and started to guide him through the prison. At first, he thought this was going to be some kind of trap, like they were headed to the Restraint Room. In fact, they headed there first. Only a few seconds later, they walked right by those doors, and she glanced over her shoulder at him. There was a little smile on her mouth, and his shaft twitched all over again. 

Even now, with the nervous energy running through his body, some instinct took a hold of him, and he studied the contours of her hair, the shine along those tresses, the shape of her shoulders, and at the curves of her butt. This young woman was gorgeous, especially as she strode ahead and the light played along the shine of her black, leather boots. 

Then they came to a set of metal doors, she swiped her key card, and he heard the automatic lock release. She pushed the doors open, motioned for him to step forward, and he obeyed. 

Bright sunlight washed over him. At first, his eyes needed a few seconds to adjust, only then he realized he was standing on a flattened, grass path. There were trees all around, and he could hardly believe it. He saw some huge, blue-gray stones and boulders. 

He was outside, in nature. Right behind him, there were the enormous walls of the prison, but she gave him a few seconds to enjoy his new surroundings before commanding, "Walk." 

Nick obeyed. He moved forward, almost rushing ahead. With every stride, he was tempted to break out into a run, but he remained on a leash. At the same time, he knew that she would be able to shock him so easily, either with her baton or smart watch. So no, he couldn't rush off. He couldn't try to turn this moment into his escape. 

What was going on? Why was she taking him out of the prison? 

"What are you thinking?" 

Stupidly, he answered with complete honesty because the trees, the fresh air, and the warm sunlight all distracted him. "Did my sister bribe you or something? Are you escorting me out of the prison? 

"Don't get too excited," his prison chaperone said. "I'm just taking you for a walk." 

That still didn't make sense. He had tried to steal her baton, so he tried to brace himself for some agonizing punishment. Yes, there had been the explosion of electricity through his body. It had been enough to knock him unconscious. He didn't even wake up when the guards or other prisoners had carried him back to his cell. 

So what was this? What did she have planned for him? 

On some level, Nick tried to get scared, but another part of him just wanted to enjoy his time out here. Without a watch of his own, he couldn't tell how long they had strolled along this path. It curved up, down, around trees, and pretty soon he couldn't even see the prison when he glanced over his shoulder. This seemed like a massive security risk, only then he recalled her certainty. 

"This is what I want to show you," Chloe said as she guided him over to a set of trees. At this point, she brushed ahead, walking past him. Again, he saw her, and he was tempted to tackle her, only he knew it wouldn't do any good. She was stronger and faster. If he tried to attack, he would fail. That simple reality made him follow along on his leash like an obedient boy. 

And then he heard it. 

The sound of rushing, falling water. 

He pushed past the foliage, and that's when he saw the massive waterfall. Blue and white, the torrent fell and scattered into mist and rain. Nick stared. For weeks now, he had been surrounded by the colorless walls of concrete. But now he saw this incredible vista. Not only that, he spotted a graceful deer down near the riverbank down below. The sleek creature leaned down and drank. A few seconds later, it raised its head, tensed, and loped off into trees. 

"I love it up here," Officer Jessica said. She lowered herself down onto the ground and leaned back against one of the large boulders. Then she patted a spot beside her. "Come on. Sit down." 

"Why did you bring me out here?" 

"Shush," she said. "I'm busy enjoying the view." 

His eyes narrowed for a moment, then he remembered his place, so he relaxed. After another few seconds, she rested her hand on his leg. Then she cuddled up to him. 

At first, Nick didn't understand what was happening, but she rested her head against his shoulder. He froze up, thinking this might be some kind of trick. 

"You have an interesting sister," she said. "I started reading some of her work. Her articles are good. Her editorials are honest." 

"I guess," he said. 

"You haven't read them, have you?" 

"I read a couple of them she was writing in high school." His answer sounded lame, even in his own ears. 

"She's very passionate." 

"Is this about my sister?" 

"No, not really." 

"Then what is this about?" Again and again, he had to wonder if this was some kind of bizarre interrogation technique. For another second, he even wondered if maybe he had been drugged, and he was actually off in some cell somewhere, chained to a chair, helpless as these women peppered him with questions, but this was where his subconscious mind brought him. 

No, this was real, Nick quickly decided. Even so, that didn't give him any answers. 

"You," Officer Jessica finally told him. "Seeing you talk to your sister was different. To be honest, I've been thinking about you a lot lately. You're not the first boy I have trained, but I think you're different. I think you have potential." 

"Potential? Potential as what?" 

She answered with a knowing chuckle, but this didn't provide him any clarity or insight. She must have enjoyed his nervous uncertainty as he sat there and squirmed. 

"It's not usually this warm," she said. "In fact, during a really cold winter, it can snow up here. But right now, I think you will be comfortable enough." She pulled away, stood up, and looked down at him with bright, vivacious eyes. "Strip." 

Nick glanced around, like he expected some logical reason for her command, but then she raised her left wrist, and he immediately jumped to his feet. He pulled off his shirt, his shoes, his pants and his boxers. By this point, he was getting pretty fast when it came to stripping for this woman. 

"Very good," she said. "Now turn around and cross your hands behind your back." 

Entirely naked except for his belt and collar, Nick obeyed. He crossed his wrists, turned around, and that's when she stepped forward. He heard the crunch of her boots against the soft ground. 

Then he felt the cold metal of her handcuffs as she snapped them around his right wrist, then his left. Her prisoner automatically tugged against them, but he knew he wouldn't be able to break free. 

Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth, especially when she grabbed him by his shoulder and turned him around again. "Have you thought about what you're going to do when you get out?" 

"No." 

"You know, your sister could be your handler. She could become your chaperone, and you could live with her and serve her." 

"My sister is a journalist. She spends a lot of time traveling," 

he told her. "She’s too busy to just be living in her apartment." 

"Would that be so bad?" 

"I need to work. I need to do something." 

"So you want a chaperone who is around, someone you can pleasure and please?" Officer Jessica asked. 

"I want my old life back." 

"Oh, sweet boy, we both know  that's  never going to happen." 

Nick inhaled. He wanted to view himself as a realist, so he had to face the truth. Whether he liked it or not, Officer Jessica was probably right. 

"And what do you suggest?" 

"Find another woman," she said. "Find someone who would care about you, own you, train you, and give you the discipline you need. I see it in your eyes. I saw before when I was punishing you. 

You're smart, and that makes it harder for you, but you also want to succumb. You want to embrace your new status." 

"No, I don't," he said. Those words should have been a defiant, nearly barbaric growl. Instead, they came out more like some squeaked whimper. 

Nick was about to try again, but she touched a finger to his mouth. "You like it up here. You like being on this leash." This time, she wasn't asking a question. 

Even if he didn't admit it, he knew that she was right. 

Up here, everything was so beautiful. It wasn't just the waterfall. It was the air, the vibrant blue of the sky, the way the trees swayed against the breeze, the mountains and stones, all of it…

Out here, he could feel free. Or at least, he did until he swallowed and felt the collar around his neck. Then he tugged on his arms, and there were those handcuffs. 

"I'm not free," he said. 

"No, you're not," Officer Jessica agreed. "You're a boy, and you need to be owned. I think you understand it. I think, whether or not you are willing to admit it intellectually, you can feel it." He thought of that emotion from before, that new sensation that had coursed through his body. It was the desire to get down on his knees, to obey these women, to serve them and follow their commands, no matter what they might be. 

Nick still didn't want to admit it, not even to himself. 

"You don't need to be free. You need to be happy. Those are the same things," she said. And now she looked at a small patch of

grass, she pointed, and said, "Bow down before me." 

Obediently he lowered himself to his knees. Now she touched the underside of his chin before she cupped his cheeks against the palms of her hands. "Think about this feeling right now. Search yourself. Be honest with yourself. You like this. You need it. You want to belong to a woman." 

"That's just because I'm aroused," he said. Nick hated admitting this, but it must've been obvious. When the boys weren't allowed erections, let alone orgasms, for days or weeks at a time, it made sense they would live in a state of constant need. "That's all this is." 

"No," she said with a condescending shake of her head. "The arousal is good for you. That's true. You shouldn't feel like you are in control of your own body. But it gives you clarity. When you are constantly running around, thinking about your next orgasm, you can understand who you were really meant to be. Like right now, if you say that, I might give you a kiss. Would you like that?" 

His lips parted, and he knew that he was being manipulated, but it hardly mattered because he looked up at her shining eyes, her soft lips, her perfect cheeks, and the way her hair glistened. 

"You want me to say I should be a slave." 

"I want you to admit that you need to be owned," she said like there was a distinction. 

He tried to turn his head away, but she didn't release him. Her fingers were soft and warm against his skin. His breathing quickened, and he tried to concentrate on something else. Even if he no longer had to worry about his career or paying bills, Nick still ached to believe that he retained some kind of power. 

And yet, she was so beautiful, and she might kiss him. 

Jessica could press her lips to his mouth, and the sparks of desperate desire would run through his body. Yes, that was what he craved. His insides clenched, and then he heard a voice. In less than a second, he realized it was his own as he told her, "I want to be owned." 

Officer Jessica didn't require anything more elaborate than this simple declaration. She leaned down, and she kissed him. She pushed her mouth up against his, and she nibbled on his lower lip. 

She played with him, their tongues teased one another, and he was suddenly panting. Worse, he could feel the strain of his cock against its container. He wished he could break free, but he still had his hands locked behind his back. Collared and powerless, he could only enjoy whatever she decided to give him. 

This kiss stretched on and on, but it still ended way too soon. 

When she let go of him, the cold chill of fear had dissipated, replaced by new types of need and primal desire. Yes, he wanted out of the chastity cage, but there was something else. The drive to please her had returned. He was down on his knees, and he looked up at her. She was gorgeous and she was perfect. Not only that, this intuitive urge made him say, "I want to be owned. I want to be owned by you. By someone like you. I want to be owned by a woman because I know I'm inferior." 

A wicked smile stretched across her mouth. 

"Good boy," she said. "You see. This is who you are supposed to be. You want to love your owner. You want to be loyal. You want to feel like a pet." 

Nick struggled so hard to push down those nascent feelings, but it was futile, and he knew it. 

He couldn't help himself, not when she was so close. It was her uniform, her power and authority. Maybe it was something else entirely. 

"I want you on your back," she said. That's when she placed her hands on his shoulders, and she nudged him down to the soft, green grass. Those blades of foliage brushed along his shoulders, and he started to itch, but just for a second. In the next moment, she straddled him, she leaned down, and she started kissing him. She could maneuver him and play with him like he was nothing but a toy. 

Her lips moved along his mouth all over again, and he stopped thinking about every other sensation. There was just the soft give of her mouth pressing down into his. 

He arched his back, squirmed against the handcuffs, and tensed up even as the pleasure roiled through him. 

"Right now, I bet you want out of your chastity cage, don't you?" As she spoke, Officer Jessica pulled the key out from beneath her blouse. 

When he saw that small piece of metal glinting under the afternoon light, his lungs stopped. His chest froze in place, and he kept staring, like he couldn't look away. She was holding onto something almost magical, almost mystical. 

"What are you feeling right now?" 

"I feel owned," he said. 

"That's good," she told him. She slid her fingers along his cheek and down the contours of his jaw. Next, she stroked the outer edges of his collar. 

Back in high school, he would have traded his freedom for the chance to be this close to a woman like Jessica. She was amazing. 

There was something so intoxicating and enticing about her closeness. He loved the feel of her body, the firmness of her thighs, the gentle give of the fabric clinging to her body. 

His breathing came faster and faster. At the same time, her hands moved down to his shoulders, his biceps, and his forearms. 

She just lightly touched him and barely caressed his skin. He had never known he could be so sensitive, yet the sparks of pleasure and anticipation rocketed through his frame. He arched his back again, and his cock twitched with desperation. 

Pulling away, Officer Jessica lifted the key up once again. 

Only now, she touched it to his forehead, to that spot between his eyes, and she pulled it up the ridge of his nose to his cheeks. A bright smile lit her face as she slid it down along his naked chest. 

Unable to stop himself, Nick twitched every time she touched him with that key. Not only that, he pulled and yanked against his handcuffs even though he knew it was futile. 

"I'm glad you feel owned," she said. "There's nothing wrong with that. You're a boy, and you should embrace that feeling. 

Because you know, there's so much you could experience. You could be so happy as an owned boy." 

"No, I don't want to be owned," he said with a grimace. At the same time, he turned his head from side to side. 

"Are you sure about that? Have you ever thought about it? 

Have you ever really thought about it?" 

"Yes!" 

She touched two fingers to his mouth. That silenced him. 

Next, she lowered her head down to his neck, and she kissed him and licked him and slid her teeth along his skin just above the collar. 

Next, she raised herself up to his ear, and she nibbled on him. 

"Because I don't believe you," Officer Jessica whispered. "I don't think you have really considered all of this. Yes, you might be a smart boy, but so many men make a stupid mistake. They automatically assume they know what slavery would be like." 

"I don't want to be owned," he repeated. As hard as he tried, Nick couldn't pump very much certainty into his voice, not now, not while she continued to touch him. 

"You could become my beloved pet. I could keep you collared and naked all the time." 

"You would make me wear a chastity belt," he said. 

"I would," she agreed. "But I would also be willing to let you out of it once or twice a day." 

Once or twice a day? The possibility made his eyes open wide. In that same second, he sucked in a breath as he considered what that would feel like. "All you would have to do is serve me. You could cook for me and clean for me, massage my feet, and maybe even wash me from time to time. I could take a nice bath, and I would have my naked slave boy there to touch me all over." She purred through those words as she enjoyed those possibilities. 

"Why me?" Nick asked with undisguised disbelief. "You have a dozen guys in that prison get down on their knees every day and beg for the chance to be your slave." 

"You're special," she said. "You're interesting." She nibbled on his ear again as she pressed her teeth down against his flesh. Then she pulled back, and she worked the other side of his neck. Just as she finished, she added, "You might not believe me, but I think you have so much potential. More than the other boys. That's why I want you for myself." 

She sat up straight, looked down at him, and some of her hair played over his cheek and the tip of his nose. Those sensations nearly made him sneeze, but he didn't mind it, not here and not now. 

"Tell me you're going to consider it," she ordered. 

"I'm going to consider it," he said, his tone blank and utterly subservient. 

"Good," she replied. Then she gave him his reward. 

She slipped down between his legs. He kept his knees parted and his body available for her. She unlocked the right side of his chastity belt, then the left. As she pulled those restraints free, she removed his chastity cage, and his shaft hardened and all over again. Then she leaned down, and she started kissing him. He strained, squirming. He had so much he wanted to say, yet he didn't want the kisses to stop either. Making out with her felt incredible. It was probably the most sensual, powerful experience of his life. 

And now she made it even more intense. 

Officer Jessica stretched her hand down, and now she rested her palm right there against the base of his cock. She touched him, pressing down just a tiny bit. It was almost enough to let him have an orgasm. Almost. But even if she was playing with him, Officer Jessica didn't lose focus. She knew that she intended to play with this boy, and she wasn't about to stop. She expected him to stay desperate, to remain needy and powerless beneath her. 

As she kissed him, she let out these wonderful little movements. He tried not to enjoy those sounds, but she pulled away, and she said, "I could ride you right now. I could ride you so hard, but I'm only going to do that if you can convince me." 

"Convince you?" 

"Convince me you want to be my slave." 

"I don't want to be a slave," he said automatically. 

"Think about it. I could keep you as my personal servant. I would make sure you are well fed, exercised, trained, and obedient. I would let you watch TV from time to time, and you could get out of the prison system. You would just belong to me. I would be more than your chaperone. I would become your owner." 

He thought about what it would be like. 

"And of course, I’d want to ride you. A boy’s mouth can be a lot of fun, but I want you in my bed. I want to wake up and climb on top of you and take you. I want to be able to come home for lunch, to eat whatever you’ve cooked, and to enjoy myself with your fingers, your lips, your cock." 

She pulled away and looked down at him. Her eyes blazed with incandescent desire. Right then, he believed her. This was an alternative. This was a real possibility. 

In that same moment, there was a flickering doubt as he considered whether or not he might be able to escape with the others. It seemed so unlikely, so ridiculously improbable. Could they defeat these women? Could they actually escape? 

No, probably not. So what? He would embrace slavery? He would allow these women to completely break him, just as they always promised? 

"You can trust me," Officer Jessica said to him. "Of all of the boys I have met here, I'm choosing  you. Now, can I trust you?" 

Nick desperately wanted to answer, but she stood before he could offer a response. She shimmied out of her pants, and she pulled off her blouse. Layer by layer, she stripped. Her boots hit the ground, and soon enough, she was naked. 

By now, his breathing came even faster. She lowered herself down, straddled his face, and pressed her sex against his mouth. 

Just as he had heard before, that command rang out, only now it was a mountain breeze that carried it, "Lick." 

This time, he didn't have to think about it. Instead, a dozen other doubts and worries flared through his head, at least at first. 

Then, as one second after another drifted away, he fell into the rhythm. It was easy to lick her, to focus on the taste of her sex and to enjoy the hot satisfaction of her body. 

She squeezed her inner thighs against his cheeks, and she rode his face, sliding her hips forward and back and down again. 

At first, he didn't think this would get a reward from her, not unless or until she came. But now, Officer Jessica reached back, and she stroked his cock. She used two fingers at first, moving them up and down along the sides of his manhood. With every second of contact, hot explosions of desperation ran through him. He could feel that singing need stretch up and down along the length of his body even as he kept licking. His heart pounded, and she continued to play with him, drawing him closer and closer. 

"Convince me," she said right as she sat up. She pulled away, straddled his chest, and gazed down at her prisoner. 

Officer Jessica seemed to be so powerful. Despite being naked, this young woman had no problem smiling down at him indulgently, like she couldn't wait for his best efforts. Perhaps they would please her. Perhaps not. Either way, she knew she would get what she craved because he wouldn't be able to resist. 

"I…" Nick started. He stopped himself, freezing those words at the back of his throat. He closed his eyes for just a moment, and he envisioned everything she had described. He would be her plaything. She would have complete control over him. And yet, he would get to be with her. He looked up and down along her naked body, and he memorized those details. Something inside of him broke, and the words rolled out one after another, "Please. Please, I can be a slave. Please, take me. Use me. Ride me! Please, I will do whatever you want. I will accept my training. I will accept my place. I will be your slave!" 

"My slave," she agreed, "My plaything. My servant. My pet boy. I will train you." 

That's when she slid forward again, and she pushed her slit down against his mouth. 

He waited. She gave the command. He licked. 

His tongue slid deep between the walls of her opening. He strained to pleasure her, and it wasn't long before she came hard, climaxing and savoring those lightning bolts of satisfaction that flashed through her body. 

Then she pulled away, her eyes darkened with mischievous ecstasy, and she positioned herself right above him again. In that moment, Officer Jessica could have pounced and taken him at any moment. Only now, she delayed that gratification for several more heartbeats. Finally, she threw herself forward, she grabbed his cock, and he nearly lost control right there. 

What would have happened if he started throbbing and pulsating? What if he came in that moment from that surprising grip? 

Luckily, he managed to master his urges, so she lowered herself down, and now the hot, slick walls of her opening glided along his member. She enveloped him, squeezing him from every direction at once. Then she braced her hands against his chest, and her nails scratched along his flesh. "Say it. Say it again, boy." 

"If you give me a chance, I will be your slave!" Nick was almost impressed by how he remembered each detail. She hadn't made any decisions or promises. She talked about what might happen, but that wasn't good enough. She slid up, rode his cock back down, and used him. In that moment, he felt like a human sex toy, but she didn't care. 

She practically bounced on him, and her hair splashed against her shoulders. There was that glazed look of ecstasy on her face, and he kept making his promises, one after another. "Please, please let me please you. Please, let me serve you. I will do whatever I can to make you happy. I will try so hard! I swear, I will be such a good slave for you!" 

In that moment, he meant it. He couldn't lie, not to her, not right then as they were. 

"Come for me," she said. 

When he heard those words, they sounded almost arcane, like they came from some foreign tongue, one he never expected to hear. 

And yet, he arched his back, trust up into her, and he let go. 

He came hard, and the throbbing pleasure exploded through his frame. It was like some supernova as she drained him. Distantly, he recognized the sounds of her own cries and screams as she savored her mirrored satisfaction and pleasure. 

Their voices echoed along with the jagged peaks and stony cliffs until she finished with him. Then she pulled away, and she seemed disoriented for a moment until she rested her head back against his shoulder. Just like that, she was going to use him. He would become her pillow, and she reached up, stroking his cheek absentmindedly. 

"Very good," she told him. "Very, very good." 

They stayed like that for a long time, under the warm sunlight. 



Strangely enough, Chloe felt more nervous now than she had with any other drive up to the prison. She parked, got out, and headed into the main office. 

The receptionist was a boy she didn't recognize, but he sat up straight. "How may I help you, Ma'am?" 

"My name is Chloe Athens, and I'm here to inspect the Restraint Room." 

Strictly speaking, that wasn't true. Warden Montoya had given her something else, something much more interesting. 

The boy dipped his head down, bowing. And then he escorted her back through the facility. He kept glancing over his shoulder, like he was nervous she might punish him or get annoyed with his performance for one reason or another. Frankly, Chloe was too nervous to really worry about him. 

Everything had been arranged. Upon her arrival, the receptionist found her appointment and gave her a package. In this simple, unassuming manilla envelope, she found a smart watch and a key attached to a thin, silver chain. She pulled the necklace up over her head and tucked the key into her dress. She tightened the watch around her wrist and secured the strap. As she got ready, she enjoyed this flood her of excitement deep within her torso. 

It wasn't just the equipment, she knew. There was something else. There was something about the power she had here. It was alluring, perhaps even addictive. Maybe that explained why it was so easy for other women to embrace these prison reforms. Despite everything she thought she should believe, she savored the distinct pleasure and excitement of picking which boy. 

After she made her request, one of the officers sent her an email. She had opened up the link, and she immediately saw pictures of boys arranged in neat rows. Beneath each image, there were his statistics: age, height, length and girth along with some details about his personal history and psychological profile. 

At first, she hadn't known what to think of those rows. Little by little, she came to the only possible conclusion; this was a menu. 

And like any discerning client, she brushed her finger along the screen as she evaluated the different specimens, one after another. As she did so, excitement had fizzed through her body. She had never imagined she might be able to do something like this, yet this sense of power and fantasy swept through her. It seemed to come at her from every angle. 

That night, as she held her phone in one hand as she slipped the other between her legs. She moved her digits along her sex as

the pleasure sparked and sizzled through her. She arched her back and cried out, letting the sounds echo off of the apartment walls. 

When she finished, she relaxed, rolled over onto her stomach, and she studied the screen again. She could pick one of these boys. 

Which one? Who did she want to use? Who did she want to play with? 

Him. 

Leon. 

There was something about the shape of his face, the curves of his neck, and the contours of his chest. He wasn't the tallest, the most muscular, or the best built. And yet, this boy possessed some ephemeral quality. She felt a little bit like a little girl at a pet shop; she could have any of these puppies. Well, she chose Leon. 

Once she made her decision, she sent information off to the prison officer. They set up an appointment, and Chloe hadn't been able to help herself. Still in her room, she had rolled onto her back all over again, spread her legs, and moved her fingers along her opening until a fresh deluge of satisfaction exploded through her body. 

It was only after the orgasms started to fade that she wondered about this. 

Yes, she needed data. Yes, she could call it "research," but did that make it right? 

There was this boy, and she wondered what he would think about getting chosen by some random woman he had never met. 

This was wrong, wasn't it? 

Chloe told herself she’d only know one way or another if she met this boy and looked down into his eyes. 

They came to a door, the receptionist stepped back, and he said, "Everything should be ready for you, Ma’am." 

"I need to ask you a question,” Chloe said. Hesitating, she stared at the handle like she thought it might burn her if she reached out to touch the smooth metal. 

"Yes, Ma'am?" 

"There's a boy in there," she said. "And I'm going to use him. 

What do you think of that?" 

"I’m just a boy," he said with a shy smile. "I don't have an opinion." 

Chloe turned on him, and he retreated back a step like he worried she might lash out. "I think you do," she answered. 

An adorable look of panic spread across his face as he gulped and tried to figure out how he was supposed to respond. As a boy, he wasn't supposed to have an opinion, but there was something this woman obviously wanted, so it was his job as a male and as a receptionist to give it to her. 

"I guess I'm jealous?" 

Chloe’s eyes narrowed with skeptical confusion, "Really?" 

"Yeah?" 

"You can be honest with me," Chloe said. "I'm not going to tell anyone." 

The receptionist glanced down the hallway to the left, to the right. Finally, he rolled his shoulders back and told her, "Ma'am, we're very rarely let out for the chastity belts. Even then, we have to earn it. We have to work so hard. If you chose this boy, if you decide to use him, he's lucky. I wish I could go in there." 

"You can go back to your desk," she said, dismissing him. 

That's when she grabbed the handle, and he scurried back the way he had come. 

Chloe stepped across the threshold. She wore a black dress, navy blue tights, and a pair of flats. Right away, she saw this young man strapped down to a table. His arms and legs were spread. He was naked, and there was a muzzle covering the bottom half of his face. 

As a humanitarian, her first instinct was to rush over and release him. She should’ve let him speak for himself…right? In fact, she started to step forward, and she was about to do exactly that. 

After another heartbeat, she reminded herself of why she was there. 

"Hello, Leon," she said. 

In his psychological profile, it had been clear that he hadn't been completely trained. Yes, he had been here for a couple of weeks, basically as long as Nick, yet it hadn't been enough time to completely break him. She didn't want a boy who was entirely feral, 

nor did she wish to meet someone who’d tell her exactly what he thought she expected to hear. 

The journalist pulled herself up onto the table and kneeled their right beside him. At first, Chloe didn't know what to do. She thought about letting him talk, but he just glared at her. His eyes were hot with anger, but she couldn't tell if there was something else going on as well. 

Timid and tentative, she reached out, and she stroked his neck, just above his collar. From there, she put her hands on his chest. Her pulse sped, and she wondered if she should just shove herself away and leave. Maybe this whole thing had been a bad idea? 

In spite of her doubts, Chloe swept her gaze up and down along his naked frame. As she did so, she noticed a different reaction within herself, one that occurred right between her inner thighs. She was hot. She was wet. She could feel her excitement debit her panties even as she continued to touch him. 

"You're a very attractive specimen," she said. The words felt awkward and stilted. He tried to answer. He grumbled something into his muzzle, but Chloe couldn't make out the exact words. 

Now that she started to touch him, Chloe realized she didn't want to stop. She rubbed her hands along his muscles. She started back between his legs and along the sides of his calves. Next, she pressed her palms to his knees, up along his inner thighs, and then she stroked his chastity belt. 

That piece of equipment, in particular, intrigued her. There was something about the metal, about what it did and represented. 

From there, she slid her fingers along the outer edges of his cock lock. She considered the cage and hardly noticed as he grumbled. 

"I could let you out," she said, tasting those words. Speaking about her power and ability certainly triggered something within her. 

Better yet, it made him freeze up, as though he had been paralyzed. Eyes wide, he stared at her. 

"What?" Chloe asked. "You didn't realize I was wearing this?" 

She raised her hand and let her focus slide meaningfully to the watch on her wrist. 

No, clearly he hadn't realized what she was wearing, only now his gaze also slid down to her wrist, and he saw the smart watch. 

The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement as he bit down. He struggled to speak once again despite the muzzle. Maybe he was trying to beg? Or maybe he wanted to make some sort of promise? 

Chloe couldn't tell one way or another, and she didn't care. 

This time, she wasn't here to interview someone else. Instead, she needed to learn about herself. 

"You look frustrated," she said. As she spoke, she wondered about how she felt about that. Before everything had changed, the answers would have been obvious. She was supposed to be horrified by his captivity, but she didn't experience that. With each minute, she anticipated some deluge of guilt or revulsion. There was this young man, and he was strapped down. 

But at the same time, she knew he was strapped down for  her pleasure. She requested him out of a catalogue; now he was bound and ready. He was this wild creature, and he had been captured. 

Right then and there, he existed to satisfy her. 

And whether or not she could admit it, Chloe enjoyed palpating him. She loved running her hands along his naked body. 

Better yet, she knew he couldn't get away. At several points, she touched him, and there was the spark of sensation that must have run through his muscled frame. He flexed and jerked against of those bonds as he struggled to escape. 

Part of him must've enjoyed this. After all, she slid her fingers along his torso, and he arched his back. He grimaced and groaned, yet she could still pick up on those notes of pleasure and anticipation. 

Just like Chloe herself, this boy couldn't admit what he really craved. He struggled against his desires while they continued to creep, flash, and simmer along his flesh. 

"Nod your head if you want me to remove the chastity belt," 

she ordered. Yes, this was a command. For once, she didn't have to sound kind or diplomatic. She didn't need to worry about his feelings. 

The reporter simply expected his obedience, and she got it just a few seconds later. Leon jerked his head down and up. 

That's why she unlocked his chastity belt and pulled it away. 

As his shaft stiffened, she admired the contours and lines of his cock. Like so many other women, she wasn't especially enamored with the male form. Sure, guys could be quite attractive, especially when it came to their faces, shoulders, chests, and legs, yet the cock would never be an especially beautiful part of the male form. Despite this, she remained fascinated by his captivity. 

Down on his back, he stretched his frame from side to side. 

He continued to yank on his bonds, but he couldn't tear himself free. 

And now, because she could, she reached down, and she wrapped her fingers around his circumference. He was warmer than she expected, and there was that strange contradiction. His skin was soft, but his cock was stiff. She chuckled as he grimaced again. He whimpered through his muzzle, and it was obvious he ached for more. 

Reveling in her power over him, Chloe slid her hand down and out. For the time being, Chloe told herself that  he wanted this. 

She wasn't being cruel. She wasn't being vicious were wicked as she stroked and massaged his member. 

Those little excuses seemed paper-thin, especially since she was smart enough to understand what she was doing. Pleasure could be just as cruel as pain, especially when he growled. His voice contracted with barely contained desire. 

"I want you to know I’m very curious about what you're thinking," Chloe said to him. Hope flared along his eyes, and he jerked his head down and up. He was nodding even though she hadn't asked a question, so a little chuckle escaped her throat, "But I also think you look really good in the muzzle." 

His expression stiffened into a pout, and Chloe just smiled to herself. "This is a lot of fun. I'm really enjoying playing with you, Leon." She started to rub faster, moving her fingers and palms up and down his shaft. Before coming here today, she actually went online and watched a couple of videos about male stimulation. 

For a long time, the internet had been rife with videos dedicated to male pleasure. Most of the insulting and offensive videos had been removed or shunted off to the side. Anything intended for male consumption become largely irrelevant since the

vast majority of the boys no longer had unfettered access to the web. 

Despite this tacit prohibition, women like Chloe still needed some instruction, so new videos have been created and uploaded. So now she took some of those techniques and put them into practice. As she massaged his cock with her left hand, she reached for his balls with her right. She slid her fingertips down along his scrotum. 

Working very carefully, she just barely touched him. 

Despite her soft caresses, Leon jerked against his restraints as though he’d been shocked. He squirmed, practically thrashing now. Her captive prisoner threw himself from side to side. He fought so hard! Despite all of his best efforts, his shackles held him down. 

This boy wasn't going anywhere, no matter how hard he worked. He could pump all of his strength into his limbs, and he’d remain trapped right there, on his back, spread out, and utterly helpless. 

Chloe giggled to herself. She felt almost childish as those little ripples of laughter ran through her body. Simultaneously, hot pulses of excitement buzzed through her. She experienced that need as it flashed between her legs, up her torso, along her spine, and in her nipples, and to her lips—almost everywhere. 

There was something about watching him. She could study him and enjoy the way he struggled. Not only that, she loved pitch of his desperation! He moaned, growled, grunted, and whimpered. 

And now she slid her fingertips underneath his scrotum. She started lightly gliding her fingers along the underside of his balls, and he seemed to really enjoy that. 

Or maybe he hated it? 

Either way, she enjoyed the reactions. 

"I'm wondering, how long has it been since you had an orgasm?" 

Obviously, Leon couldn't answer. Her prisoner remained trapped as he squirmed powerless flee from side to side. 

"A long time, I'm sure," she said. "But have you ever considered how this might be your fault?" The question surprised her. Immediately, dozens of different implications seemed to follow, so now she narrowed her eyes. Almost absentmindedly, she continued to touch and stroke him. Her right hand played along his scrotum. Her left gently squeezed his cock. 

Honestly, Chloe couldn't even tell whether or not this boy could even hear her. She smirked at the thought. He was desperate, but she continued to speak nonetheless, "Maybe if you could behave yourself, you’d be able to get your orgasm. Like right now, you're struggling. You're struggling so hard, and that is adorable, but maybe if you just settled down and relaxed, you might be able to get what you want." 

When Chloe voiced those thoughts, another idea occurred to her. Vindictive pleasure ran through her body because of those old arguments and how they were used against women. If a female in a workplace wanted to get promoted, then maybe she just had to be more flirtatious? Maybe she just had to be nicer? Maybe she just had to smile? 

A pulse of anger ran through her body, and that's why she squeezed him, sped her fingers along his balls, and then she pulled her hands away. 

He cried out, the muzzle absorbed most of the noise, and she just chuckled at him. He kept thrashing and struggling, turning his body from side to side as he tried to slip his limbs from those restraints. 

Merciless, Chloe stroked his flanks, his stomach, and then she stared down at him. Her eyes fixated on his, and he finally started to settle. Perhaps he finally recognized that she wanted something from him. 

"Stop. Settle down." 

Normally, the idea of giving commands always felt so strange. 

She wasn't an especially assertive person. Yes, she could continuously ask questions and be annoying to get what she wanted, but Chloe never viewed herself as a leader or someone who’d issue orders without sounding self-conscious and awkward. 

Until now. 

This boy gasped through his nostrils. His chest pumped and fluttered up and down as he tried to get enough oxygen into his body. 

"Good," she said. "That's really good. Now, I'm going to take the muzzle off of you, and you’re going to remain completely silent. If you make a sound, I'm going to leave you here." 

Still enjoying herself, Chloe watched him swallow back his fear, but he nodded nonetheless. True to her word, she slipped her hands down, and she unbuckled the muzzle before pulling it off. 

Actually, he was quite handsome, she decided. It was fun seeing him like this, unwrapping him and judging him. It didn't matter what he thought of her; he was the plaything. He was the slave. 

Slave. She endured another little twinge of guilt as she considered that word. 

"Have you thought about how much easier your life would be if you cooperated with the women here?" 

Although she had removed the muzzle, Chloe made it quite clear that he would be punished severely if he made any noise. Yes, he could still communicate, but that left him with just two options: yes or no. If he nodded his head yes, then he’d make it seem like he embraced the punishments these women gave him. If he shook his head no, then he would imply that he was a foolish boy who had never really considered what it meant to be obedient. 

That's why Leon tried to maintain something façade of dignity; he refused to move his head one way or the other. He wasn't going to answer. 

Chloe expected to be disappointed by his resistance. Instead, another flutter of warmth ran through her body, especially because she stroked his sides, grazed her fingernails down to his thighs, and then she moved her hands up toward his cock and balls. As she teased him, she savored a new emotion, something she had never really experienced before: power. It was the excitement of knowing she could do whatever she wished...and her captive couldn't stop her! 

Emotions could be complicated, she knew. Different psychologists routinely drew different lines between the various responses. After all, was there a difference between nervous and terrified? Was it just a question of degree or was there a fundamental boundary between these emotions? Then there was something like love that could be parsed in so many different ways. 

So what was this? "What am I feeling right now?" Chloe asked her captive. 

He still looked stubborn, but the reporter didn't mind. "Am I feeling a new kind of excitement? Or is this a totally different emotion? Why didn't I experience this before?" 

Her stubborn boy didn't say anything, so she decided to play with him. The temptation overwhelmed Chloe, so she stroked his cock, played with his balls, and watched him squirm. She was fascinated by those movements as he arched his back, shoved his elbows down, or kicked his heels into the table's soft padding. 

"You're going to service me," she whispered. 

The time for questions was over. 

Chloe pulled off her shoes, peeled away her tights, and then she slid her panties down along her thighs. As she stripped, she watched him study her. He had lifted his head, and perhaps he wanted to turn away, but he couldn't make himself close his eyes or tilted his head. He was enjoying this too, whether he might admit it or not. 

"I'm certainly enjoying this kind of power over you. What about you, Leon? Is this something boys experience? Maybe this was a new emotion we were just waiting for. Maybe this is why female supremacy really works." 

He opened his mouth, and it was obvious he itched to say something, only Leon believed her threat from before. If he made a sound, she could leave him there, strapped down and powerless. 

"Nod your head if you want to lick me. Nod your head if you want to pleasure me." 

The mixture of reticence and frustration played across his handsome face, but he inevitably surrendered to his desires. He had to be smart enough to understand that he might get sex if he pleasured her. But if he stubbornly refused to cooperate, then he would be left here. He could defy her for a few seconds here or there, but he still had to be fun for her. 

That balancing act must’ve been so frustrating! In his wildest fantasies, maybe he thought about breaking away, but he had to understand that would never happen. He would stay there, trapped, and he had to cooperate. It was inevitable. 

As she realized this, another pulse of eager desire darted through her body. 

Finally, Chloe positioned herself right over his face. With her body aimed toward his feet, she lowered herself down, and soon her opening was placed right there above his mouth. She pressed her sex to his lips, and she said that one word, "Start." 

He hesitated for one, two, three full seconds. She began to wonder what he was going to do, like maybe he’d make a sound and roar back at her. Perhaps he would bellow out his defiance like some ancient warrior from some forgotten battlefield. 

No, he couldn't do that. Whether he would acknowledge it or not, Leon understood his place. He knew he was a boy, so he needed to be owned. Whether he could admit it or not might have been a different question, but her bound male parted his lips, slid his tongue along her sex, and he gave her the pleasure she craved. 

"That's right," she said. "This is who you are," she promised and believed those words. "This is where you belong." This time, she didn't experience those sparks of guilt. 

Instead, Chloe closed her eyes, stiffened her back, and embraced those movements. His tongue was firm and wet. She loved those movements as they fluttered along her pussy. The pleasure built, and she lowered herself down, practically impaling herself on his tongue. Yes! More! This was what she craved! This was what she demanded from this boy! More! She needed more! 

An orgasm washed over her. She pulled away. Panting, she braced herself, and she concentrated. 

"Wow." She couldn't breathe out anything more complicated than this solitary syllable. After a few more seconds, she managed, 

"Wow, that was really good. Let's do that again." 

She didn't need to worry about his feelings or desires. She didn't need to think about his drives. After all, he was strapped down. 

He had been reduced to the status of a sex toy! 

Realizing this, she embraced her feelings. That new sense of the world gripped her, and so she decided to play with him. And she lowered herself down, she told him to lick, and he obeyed. At the same time, she reached up, and she braced her weight on her left hand as she reached out with her right. Her fingers slid from the base of his cock up to the tip, and she gently gripped him. 

"I'm touching you because you didn't fight me this time," she explained. "You see, that's how this works. When you're a good boy, you get rewarded. That's how things are supposed to work." She chuckled at this simple truth. "Keep going. Deeper. Faster." 

The objectified boy obeyed, flicking his tongue up and down, left and right, tight circles, stars, and then she started to wonder if he was spelling words with the tip of his tongue. It didn't matter; she didn't care! The heat danced along her body, and she decided to delay her gratification this time. 

It was so easy for her, especially because she knew she could take it whatever she wanted. Eventually, her resolve would crack, but she didn't care. On the contrary, she embraced that reality and waited for the explosion of pleasure. 

"Slow," she ordered. "Slow down." 

He obeyed. 

Dipping her head down, she grinned. "Good. Good boy. That's right. You just want to do as you're told. You want to do as you're told because you can feel how this is right, can't you?" As she spoke, Chloe sensed him tense up, like she had just revealed something important. She followed her instincts and continued, "I know what it's like to be in charge. I can feel the excitement of power. What about you, Leon? Are you discovering subservience? Are you discovering what it's like to be humble and obedient?" 

Judging by the way he tightened up, she knew she had articulated the truth he wanted to hide. 

Too bad for him. 

With a fierce grin, she kept stroking his cock. Every few seconds, she gripped him, making sure he stayed stiff. He must have been so desperate! 

“Lick me. Lick me faster! Harder!” 

Another orgasm exploded through her body. This one was so much more intense! Her brows furrowed, her eyes tightened shut, and she moaned. She didn't care if anyone out in the hallway heard her. Her cries of ecstasy ricocheted off of the walls as she surrendered to those impulses. The heat coalesced, spinning hot her and faster into something unstoppable. 

Then she pulled away. She was breathing hard now. 

Turning around, she straddled him and looked right down into his eyes. She touched two fingers to his mouth, and she said, "Leon, I'm going to fuck you if you tell me how much you want to be owned. 

Make me believe it. Tell the truth." 

Human rights didn't apply if he begged for the chance to be a slave. 

…Right? 

His fingers shoved it down against his palms, he tightened his knuckles, and she strained against all four of the shackles holding him to that table. Despite this, the captive boy lifted his back and pleaded with her, "Please. Please, I want to be owned. Please, take me. Use me. Please, this is the truth. I swear, I’m telling the truth. I want to be owned. I want to be a slave!" 

Chloe spread her legs, lowered herself down, and she gripped the base of his cock as she enveloped him. Inch by inch, she surrounded and trapped his cock between her legs. Then she settled, and she grinned down at him. 

"Don't move," she commanded. She was going to use him like he was nothing but an inanimate object. He didn't get to make any choices beyond simply obeying. He froze in place, and she rode him, sliding her body up and down as she enjoyed the slick contact of her flesh against his. She closed her eyes. First, she was fast. Then she slowed down. 

"I'm impressed," she managed to say. "After all of this teasing and denial, you have pretty impressive self-control." 

It looked like he was about to say something, only Leon stopped himself. 

Smart boy. 

As she rode him, she enjoyed the contours of his cock, his girth and stiffness. There was something so enjoyable about having him right there. Yes, the sensations were amazing, but there was something else as well, she decided. It really was the power. Too often, young women had viewed sex as something for a boy to enjoy. Except now, he existed for her pleasure, her satisfaction, and nothing he really wanted to do or say actually made a difference. 

It was so much better this way! 

"Now you can pump," she finally said generously. 

He blinked couple of times, like he didn't know what it would mean to make his own decisions. After another few seconds, Leon finally figured it out. He jerked his hips up, and he rammed into her. 

Yes! Her body was ready, and she savored those desperate moves. 

As he pumped into her, she grinned it down at him. 

He opened his eyes for a moment, and he must have been able to read her expression: self-satisfied power. 

Leon couldn't bring himself to stop. In that moment, he probably didn't care about how he was getting used. He was out of his chastity belt, and I was the only thing that mattered. Even if he had to beg for slavery, he’d do it again. He wasn't making a mistake even if this justified his captivity. 

Chloe stopped thinking and worrying about the ethics of ownership. Instead, she threw her head back, she rode him, and she enjoyed every second. "  Now," she called out. "I want you to come right now!" 

Leon allowed his defenses to crumble, and she enjoyed that throbbing pulse right between her legs as he came. In the same seconds, the pleasure flooded her body. She embraced those waves of sparking, fluttering ecstasy. Unbridled satisfaction flashed through her body until she was spent. She pulled away, glanced down at him, and shook her head from side to side as she considered what she had just learned. 

The journalist grabbed her stuff and left the room. The boy was drained, but someone would come to lock him up and take him back to his cell. In the meantime, Chloe had a lot to consider. 



Chapter 11:

When Officer Jessica walked by his cell again, she didn't say anything to him. He saw her, and he immediately rushed over to the bars of his cell. His fingers tightened around those metal rods, and he waited for her to stop, turn around, to smirk at him and maybe say she was going to take him out again. 

He had been thinking a lot about their walk. 

At first, Nick had believed her. She wanted to own him; she wanted to take him and become a chaperone. She was a guard at this facility, so she could get him out…At least, he needed to believe she could. 

Only now she strolled right by his cell, and she didn't turn or glance in his direction. 

This happened several times, and another urge surged through his body. It was ridiculous, and he refused to yield to it, but he was tempted to bow down on his knees and beg for her attention. 

He could have called out like those other boys. He could have made one promise after another, shouting them out into the corridor as he desperately hoped she might deign to pay some attention to him. 

Even though his neighbor couldn't see him, Samuel chuckled, 

"She has gotten into your head, hasn't she?" 

"No," Nick grunted petulantly. He probably sounded inexperienced and immature. 

"It's okay," Samuel said. "It's what they do. They’re women, and they want to mess with you. They want you to worship them. 

They will play with your head, Nick." 

"Right," said the former analyst. 

Nick understood the idea, especially because these women could obviously be cruel. And yet, he kept thinking about their time out in the wilds. He remembered the feel of the grass, the taste of the air, and the heat of her body as she claimed him. 

Why wouldn't she talk to him? 

That singular question burrowed down into his psyche, but he couldn't worry about it. 

Later that same day, the boys were allowed out into the prison yard. 

A couple of guys circled around Nick, and they grouped up into pairs and trios. They were talking loudly, and then Samuel approached him. All of this looked very normal, very natural, but his neighbor sat down and asked, "Are you ready?" 

"What is going down?" 

"Later," Samuel said. "It could be tonight, tomorrow, in a couple of days. Just be ready." 

After that, he got up and left. 

A few seconds later, Nick searched the walls for some sign of Officer Jessica. Then he saw her patrolling one specific section. 

Without even thinking, he inhaled, filling his lungs like he wanted to shout for her. After another heartbeat or two, he realized how foolish this would be. 

She didn't care about him. She was just messing with him. 

So yes, he would wait. He would brace himself. He would be prepared to escape this facility, and he had no idea what would happen once they were out. The men would be fugitives, obviously, but that didn't matter. They would break out, and they would show these women that they couldn't be bound. This wasn't a zoo, they weren't animals, and they wouldn't tolerate this kind of treatment! 

Those thoughts glowed hot and bright behind his eyes, yet Nick couldn't shove away those other thoughts and doubts. 

The next time he was in his cell, he tried to relax. He tried to close his eyes and just lose himself and let his mind drift or wander. 

Like other prisoners, he sometimes tried to recall episodes of his favorite TV shows. As an intellectual exercise and as a way to pass the time, he attempted to remember each scene and every line of dialogue. He knew he was missing a lot, yet his mind kept drifting back toward one woman: Jessica. 

He thought of the way she kissed him, how her hands roamed along his body, and those promises. Wait, were they promises? She talked about what they could accomplish together, what his life could be like…

As hard as he tried, he couldn't remember whether or not she said something like that would definitely happen. Maybe she talked about all of those options as hypotheticals. She would still get to decide whether or not he was worthy. 

That happened to all of the other boys? 

Nick jumped up onto his feet. He strode back over to the bars, and he grabbed them. He started shaking them as hard as he could. 

The prison was well-built, however, so the gate didn't even move. 

His heart kicked faster, and he wanted to shout for her, but then Samuel would overhear his desperation, and maybe he would start to question Nick's loyalty. 

After several seconds of yanking as hard as he could on the bars, he leaned away, and his head fell down, and he stared at the floor. He saw his shoes, and he narrowed his eyes. Without making a sound, he mouthed, "I'm not going to let her mess with my head. 

I'm going to get out of here. I don't care what it takes. I'm going to escape." 



They were at dinner. It was the last meal of the day, and Nick sensed something. 

He thought of this as an animal instinct, like the hairs along the back of his neck were rising up. The guards seemed relaxed as always. They chatted, walked the parameters, and continuously scanned the gathered men as they made sure no one got into any mischief. 

For his part, Nick sat alone quietly. He ate, working his way through his stew with a chunk of dry bread. Despite all of this, he glanced around, and he thought he could see the same uncertainty and anxiety play across some of the other guys' faces. Or maybe it was something about the way their shoulders stayed tense. 

Then Samuel walked by, patted him on the shoulder, leaned down, and whispered, "Take out the one by the garbage cans." 

Take her out? What was that supposed to mean? Before Nick could ask any questions, however, his comrade headed off to talk to a different prisoner. Samuel was moving around quickly and quietly. 

Tonight. It was going to happen tonight. 

There weren't any clocks in this cafeteria, but Nick knew they had been here for a little while. He always had a pretty good sense of timing, which meant the women would order the boys back to their cells soon. If Samuel intended to do something, he had to act within the next few minutes. 

Every few seconds, Nick peeked over at the woman standing near the garbage cans. He hadn't really noticed her before, but he had probably seen her around on multiple occasions. Like the other guards, she wore the blue and black uniform. She also had her baton on her belt. 

This was going to be his part in the escape, he told himself. 

He couldn't mess it up. 

And yet, every time he turned his head in her direction, his eyes drifted down toward the baton. How long would it take her to retrieve it? She just had to pull it off of her belt and hold it up. Her thumb would be right there, just above the button. 

Oftentimes, when the women here punished him, he couldn't see it coming. They were always erratic, choosing those moments when he would endure those bursts of electricity. Now, knowing that he would be involved in a fight, Nick had to wonder what he could handle. Dread seemed to crawl along his back as it chilled his skin. 

At the same time, other malignant ideas seemed to rush through his brain. What if this was some kind of trick or joke? 

Seriously, he had no idea whether or not Samuel had been able to coordinate an actual conspiracy. Maybe this whole thing would fall apart within a few seconds, and Nick would get punished for it. Or worse, Officer Jessica would decide that she didn't want him since he was a rebellious boy. Maybe it would be smarter to just hang back and let things play out…

No, he told himself with a shake of his head. 

He tried to remain resolute, but another possibility occurred to him. 

This one was even more likely; the boys could try to escape, and Samuel's plan would just fail. These women were competent and capable. There had been those moments when he saw some boy get out of line. He might try to kick out or throw a punch, only to get knocked to the floor within the span of two or three seconds. The women were well-trained, paid attention, and they seemed to genuinely care about their work. They didn't get bored or distracted despite their conversations. 

"I'm going to do this," Nick said. 

He concentrated again on the woman over by the garbage cans. She had her black hair tied back into a bun. She made eye contact with him for a second, but he quickly looked down at his mostly empty bowl. 

"Come on," he whispered to no one in particular. He wanted to get this over with one way or another. He hated just waiting, not knowing whether or not he could trust Samuel or anyone else. Sure, he liked his neighbor well enough, but this was completely different. 

Nick was about to risk everything. 

Those thoughts kept running through his head right until the moment when he heard a woman call out, "Finish up, boys!" 

That was the signal for the men to empty their plates, their bowls, and to return their trays to those alcoves near the garbage cans. 

Nick snuck a glance over at Samuel, and he waited for some kind of signal. At that moment, their leader seemed to be involved in some raucous conversation with a couple of other guys. They were laughing back and forth like this was just another random day they could take off of their sentences as they got closer to freedom. 

Most of the prisoners got up and started putting the trays and dishes away. They threw away their trash, and that's when the guards shouted out, "Back to your cells!" 

That was it. 

So what, no rebellion? No great revolt? 

Nick couldn't help but look confused as he kept glancing around for something, some sign. 

A toxic mixture of anger and frustration bubbled up inside of his chest. He couldn't believe it. He had gotten so worked up, all for nothing…

Samuel either bailed because he got scared, or it seemed more likely that there hadn't been any plan at all. Seriously, had Nick really believed that they were going to be able to escape? Did he think—? 

The lights flickered for a second, and then they went out. 

Everything dropped to black. 

Nick blinked a couple of times as he held his breath and waited for the light to return or for his vision to adjust. Then

everything turned to a shade of red as the emergency batteries kicked in. 

There were shouts, demands, commands for obedience, and other sounds Nick couldn't even identify. Did he hear a grunt of breath as someone got punched or kicked from one of the hallways? 

Maybe. It could’ve been his imagination as he tried to sort through the different noises. 

He froze in place for just a second or two, then he turned, and he saw the black-haired woman. Like the other guards, she had raised her left hand, and now she was going for the smart watch. 

He had to get there first! 

Like some animal, Nick threw himself forward and tackled the woman. If she had reached for her baton first, then maybe she would have been able to knock him out with one quick blast of electricity. 

He slammed her to the floor, she hit her head when they landed, and she seemed to lose consciousness. He blinked a couple of times in the red haze, like he couldn't believe what just happened. 

Seriously, he had been trying to prepare himself for some brawl, like there would be kicking, punching, and biting. Because he had knocked her out, he checked her pulse, and her heart was still beating. 

Nick had somehow gotten miraculously lucky…

"Grab the batons!" Samuel ordered. Somehow, his voice boomed over the raucous noise. 

Nick rose to his feet, and another prisoner rushed over to the guard he had knocked out. This other prisoner grabbed her baton, laughed, and he started running with the rest of the men. Nick didn't hesitate this time. He didn't have a weapon, but it didn't matter. He pushed his feet down against the floor as he broke into a jog. He sped up, ran hard, and chased after the rest of the men. 

They were doing it! They were getting out! 

Perhaps the guards never really expected something like this. They never imagined that the boys would be able to coordinate something so complicated. They were disoriented, and he saw a couple of the women try to communicate with one another, but their smart watches and radios weren't working. Then the guys swept over them, knocking them back, taking their batons, shocking them, and leaving

them down on the floor, unconscious and unaware of anything that was happening. 

The men searched through the cafeteria, and they made their way toward the exits. They were running hard. 

By this point, Nick had gotten thoroughly lost. He didn't know these hallways, yet it hardly mattered because he followed the crowd. He had to believe that Samuel knew what was going on and what they were supposed to do. 

They made it to a set of locked doors, and Samuel turned back to his followers. These guys were panting, their faces hot and damp with perspiration, but they kept grinning back and forth at one another. "This is it, gentlemen. After this, we get out. We get to the garage, and we make our escape!" 

The guy standing next to him had pulled the card reader off of its panel, and now he was trying to hotwire the doors. Nick saw the sparks as he worked. Every second stretched out. At the same time, Nick waited for some moment when the power would return. At the same time, he really, really wished he had a baton. 

A couple of the guys were trying to pull off their collars or chastity belts. They still didn't succeed, but everyone knew what could happen if they didn't get these things off soon. 

"Don't worry, gentlemen!" Samuel called out. "We have shorted out their systems, including the backups. As far as any technician is concerned, this prison now belongs in the dark ages!" 

The men laughed, but they still had to wait. 

The seconds turned to minutes. 

Like Nick, the others were probably thinking that this was taking too long. Then again, he tried to tell himself that he was just nervous. Yes, they needed to move fast, but they couldn't make any stupid mistakes. 

"This is stupid," one of the guys said. "I'm not going to get cornered here." He turned and ran down the hall. He disappeared at the intersection, and Nick had no idea what was going to happen to him. Still, he wasn't going to abandon the rest of the group. 

Two other men gave up and decided to try to escape on their own. 

Nick figured they’d get recaptured in the next hour or so. 

It was easy to be arrogant, especially because Samuel had already accomplished so much, but now the doors opened, and that's when they saw Warden Montoya and a dozen of her guards. 

Nick and the other men froze. 

"Boys, you're going to lay down on your stomachs with your hands held behind your head." 

"We aren't slaves!" One man shouted those words, raised the baton in his hand, and he rushed at the assembled women. 

Out in the dark, just beyond the prison walls, Nick could make out the warden and her twelve officers. The women held weapons (rifles?). Those guards were down on their knees, their weapons raised, and they were ready to open fire. That much was obvious. 

Were they going to shoot? Were they going to kill these escaping prisoners? 

There was the sharp hiss of air as one of officers opened fire. 

In the next moment, Nick wasn't exactly sure what he saw, but the guy who had sprinted forward stumbled and fell. He rolled onto his back, and all of the men could see the tranquilizer dart now sticking out of his chest. 

"Retreat!" Samuel shouted that single word. At once, the men broke. They started running, and Nick made his way to the front of the pack even as he heard the dull thumps of other prisoners as they were taken down. 

They ran hard through the red haze. 

At one point, a woman came up behind them and demanded they stop. When she chased after them, the men finally turned. It was like they were following some ancient instinct. Two of the guys rushed forward at her, and she managed to take one of the men out. She brought her baton up and jabbed him in the stomach. Electricity blasted through his frame, and he collapsed onto his knees. 

While she was busy with him, the other guy managed to shock her. She collapsed, and someone asked, "What we do with them?" 

"Leave them," Samuel called out. 

"But he's one of us? And if we take her, we might be able to use her." 

"We have to escape," Samuel growled back. 

Then they were running again. 

Nick had to hope that they knew where they were going. 

There had to be some kind of plan, right? They weren’t just sprinting through this enormous facility, were they? 

Then the men came to a stop. 

Warden Montoya and her squad were probably racing toward them at that moment, but now the men came to a halting stop when they saw for women arrayed in front of them. They had their batons out, and the metal prongs sparked and snapped with blue electricity. 

That's when he saw her. 

Officer Jessica was the third woman to the right. 

Unlike Warden Montoya and her crew, these ladies didn't look like they were prepared for this. Even so, they had a job to do, and they weren't going to back down even as they were faced with a pack of feral young men, most of whom were armed. 

"It's time to go back to your cells, boys," Officer Jessica announced. 

Nick couldn't tell whether or not she spotted him among the escaping males. It didn't matter because she was ready for a fight. 

Nick wanted to ask, "Should we double back?" Even with that question buzzing at the back of his throat, he knew that there would be other groups of women sweeping through the facility as they attempted to corral these boys. 

"Take them down," Samuel snarled. 

The men rushed forward too, and there was this quick melee. 

Nick was shocked by how it all happened so fast. Jessica and the others attacked hard, and they took down seven or eight of the boys, shocking them one after another. Even so, they couldn't handle the weight of numbers. Pretty soon, Nick watched as that beautiful girl was jolted. Some guy came up behind her, pressed to the baton up against the left side of her back, she spasmed, collapsed, and just like that, she hit the floor. 

Nick resisted the urge to run up to her. He wanted to check on her, to make sure that she was okay…

"In there! Grab the guards!" 

For another second, he didn't understand, only then he heard the sound of boots. He turned back around, and he saw some of Montoya's squad. They cleared the corner, aimed their air rifles, and

got ready to fire. There was a splash of air as one of the darts shot past his cheek. 

The men opened another one of the doors as Nick rushed forward and grabbed Officer Jessica. He looped his hands underneath her arms, and he pulled her up. With her heels dragging against the floor, he pulled her into the room. Seconds later, the door slammed shut, and they looked around. 

They had four women, there were about twenty men, and dozens of large boxes. 

"We're trapped," someone said. 

"This isn't over," Samuel called out. Before anyone can start to panic, he stood in front of the others. "We have hostages. We aren't going anywhere, and we definitely aren’t going back to our cells." 

He kept talking, but Nick glanced down at Officer Jessica as three words kept booming in his skull: We have hostages. 





The prison authorities attempted to keep this quiet, but they were immediately doomed to failure. 

The collars and chastity belts were no longer operational, but there were still other employees scattered at different parts of the building. Warden Montoya gathered as many guards as she could and headed back inside. At the same time, she issued dozens of commands, one of which included: get help. The word went out, and the prison system started to respond. This facility may have been set up in the mountains, but they had other officers down in the city, and now they started driving up as quickly as they could. Not only that, the prison system asked for help from the local police forces. 

The newly reconstituted FBI sent some of their agents. The police dispatched their SWAT team. 

Some of these orders went out on publicly monitored radio waves. Consequently, curious women started sharing their observations. Within a few minutes, conversations started. 

Individuals tried to figure out what was going on, and eventually someone put the pieces together. It got a lot easier when they tried to call the prison, but there wasn't a response. Rumors and

speculation dominated the discussion for a little while, but maybe someone made a mistake. Perhaps a police officer let something slip, or maybe an FBI agent had to pay back a favor to a blogger. 

Either way, women throughout the region started to realize what was going on. 

Chloe's phone buzzed with different notifications. Obviously, she had set up a variety of news alerts for the prison. Normally, this related to articles and mentions, most of which came back to anecdotes, budgetary developments, or policy ideas. 

When she picked up her phone again, swiped across the screen, and saw the notifications, her eyes jumped down to two words. 

 Hostage situation? 

Immediately, Chloe lost herself in the feed as she started to sift through the different possibilities. At first, she skimmed across the initial possibilities. Like everyone else, she started to understand what was happening. 

There was a riot at the prison? Some of the men had been able to disable their control collars and chastity belts. They had rebelled, grabbing weapons, overpowering the guards, and perhaps even escaping. 

Chloe got dressed, ran out to her car, and she was on the road within a minute or two. 

With her fingers tight on the wheel, she used the voice assistant on her phone to listen to as many of the updates as possible. 

As she drove, Chloe would have preferred to have her hand on the device, but she needed to get up there as quickly as possible. 

Other journalists were probably on their way. In fact, she received a call, answered it, and heard the voice of her editor, "Where are you?" 

Cassandra demanded. 

"On my way," Chloe said. 

"You have an opening?" 

"I know the Warden," Chloe said, although she had no idea whether or not that would do any good in this situation. 

"Sounds good," Cassandra said. "Get me some updates as soon as possible." The editor hung up without saying goodbye. 

Chloe continued to drive. She eventually expected the roads to be closed down, but she made good time. At first, she thought this might be good news, but then it told her that the guards and officers were probably too distracted to focus on outsiders. The prison held all of their attention. 

Her heart kicked faster, but Chloe kept driving. The updates didn't help. 

Her phone's voice assistant read through one announcement or update after another in her usual, blandly cheerful voice, 

"Currently, we don't know exactly how prisoners managed to disable their collars and chastity belts, but they were apparently able to destroy some of the central servers." 

The voice assistant read the first reply, "Next comment:  Who thought it would be a good idea to keep those servers on-site? " 

"Next comment:  The prison was probably built using contractors. Whoever had the cheapest bid probably got it. " 

"Next comment:  Everyone always demands that the government try to cut costs, but then they go for the lowest bids, and then they get shoddy work that costs even more money later on to be fixed." 

Chloe wasn't interested in a debate about the economics of government, so she tightened her grip on the steering wheel, locked her teeth together for a moment, and said, "Search for any references to deaths." 

"I couldn't find any references to deaths," came the automatic reply. 

"What about hostages?" 

"First update found:  Do we know if there are any hostages? " 

"Next comment:  My cousin works up there, and she isn't responding. I tried to call someone else, the boy at the front desk, and he sounded really freaked out. He told me that he hasn't been able to raise a bunch of the women on the radio. I don't know what's going on. " 

Chloe pressed her foot down onto the gas. 

The first time she traveled these mountainous roads, she had enjoyed the scenery. The massive rocks and boulders cutting out from the ground always looked so amazing, especially with those

shades of blue and gray. But now, she didn't care about any of them. 

The trees, sky, rivers, and every other detail just became more visual noise as she told her voice assistant to be quiet. She needed to focus on driving. Getting into an accident would be a special kind of stupid. 

Eventually, she made it. She pulled into the parking lot and saw all of the extra vehicles. There were vans, cars, and even something that looked like an armored personnel carrier. 

Chloe got out and glanced around. She had expected to see other reporters, but maybe they were busy trying to get permission or something. Then again, a lot of local bureaus had been gutted by budget cuts, so maybe she was the only professional journalist who was ready to drive to an active hostage situation. Maybe reporters from other, larger cities were on their way, but they would need time to get here. In the meantime, the internet's ravenous desire for new information would be satisfied by guesses. 

Chloe rushed to the front entrance, and she was really, really surprised to see a boy still sitting at the desk. 

She glanced at him; she didn't even know his name, but she recognized him from one of her previous visits. "What's going on?" 

When she had first stepped foot into this reception area, it had seemed pleasant enough, maybe a little bit like the waiting room for a dentist or a doctor. But now, the overhead lights blinked out, and all of the illumination came from the glowing red bulbs mounted over the doors. 

The boy had his elbows pressed down against his sides, he rested his hands on his lap, and he glanced up at her. "I don't know what's going on. I guess some of the other men are trying to break out? Warden Montoya came in here a little while ago with a couple of women, but I don't know. And then the police showed up, and then I saw other women." 

"No one told you to get out or go somewhere?" 

"I'm technically a prisoner. Where would they send me?" 

Chloe opened her mouth and wondered if maybe they could have locked him up in the back of a police cruiser or something. But what was the point? He was already sitting there quietly. 

"Where is Montoya?" 

"I don't know," he said. "I think I heard them say something about one of the storage rooms?" 

Chloe had no idea whether or not this was smart or even legal. She didn't care as she pushed her way back. As she headed through the door, the receptionist called out, "Ma'am?" 

She paused. 

His voice shook, "What, what I supposed to do?" She was a woman, and he was a boy, so he expected her to know how he was supposed to behave. 

"Wait here and stay out of trouble." 

"Yes, Ma'am!" Relief flooded through his voice. Perhaps he thought that he would be punished or disciplined for being a part of the riot. But now, a woman had told him what to do, so he was determined to wait there. She saw this, and she marveled at his good behavior. 

The world would have been a much better place if more boys could act like him. 



The guards were unconscious on the floor. By now, several arguments thrummed on the air. The men were keeping their voices down and quiet. This was probably a habit since they didn't want to get in trouble. Nick smirked and shook his head at that thought. It was far, far too late for that. 

Even so, he made sure to stay close to Officer Jessica. So far, none of the guys had really talked about hurting the women, but he knew that could change at any moment. He swallowed at the prospect of getting into a fight with one of these men, but he knew he had to be ready. 

Strangely enough, the fear had retreated to the back of his brain. It was still there. He was still entirely aware that they had tried something dangerous and messed up, but maybe he saw how this was going to end. Perhaps he already had a good sense that they were completely screwed, so it didn't matter what choices they made. 

When they rushed into the storage room, guys had fanned out immediately, searching for another exit. 

There wasn't one. 

There were just rows and rows of boxes filled with different types of supplies. Immediately, Samuel Trike had shouted out for them to search for anything that could be used as a weapon. He talked about tools like wrenches or hammers, batons, even box cutters. 

Instead, they found lots of copier paper, some toner, and extra uniforms for the inmates. 

Minute by minute, Nick braced himself for the inevitable. They were going to get shocked, knocked to their knees, perhaps going unconscious. And when they woke up, what would they find? 

He tried to tell himself that the punishments had already been so severe, but he knew they could get worse. But one way or another, that would not be his decision. He wished he hadn't joined the rebellion, but he had to deal with the consequences one way or another. 

"We threatened to kill them," someone said. 

"No, if you do that, then they're just going to bust in here, take us out, and things will get so much worse!" 

"We are wearing shock collars! It can't get any worse!" 

someone snarled back at him. 

Nick didn't bother raising his head, but he couldn't block out the argument either. 

"Then we take this opportunity, and we send a message," said another voice. Nick still isn’t bothering to glance up. "Right now, we kill them. We make sure these guards never go home, and then the women of the world will understand that we aren't going to be tamed. 

We aren't going to be treated like dogs at a pet store!" 

As he heard those words, Nick braced himself. He had been crouched down, but now he jumped to his feet. Fortunately, no one had started pointing at Jessica or any of the other guards. This was still just an idea, a way to vent some of his frustration. 

Finally, Samuel's voice boomed out, "We aren't killing anyone, not yet, not unless it becomes absolutely necessary." As his friend spoke, Nick had to hope that he only said that to calm some nerves. 

"Right now, there are a bunch of women outside the door. We're going to talk to them. We're going to negotiate." 

"Why would they listen to us?" 

"We have our hostages. We just have to get out of here." 

He made it sound easy. 



Chloe could hardly believe it, but she negotiated her way through the building. At first, she didn't see any guards or officers. 

Then she spotted someone in a uniform, and she decided to follow her. At this point, there were some women jogging back and forth, running around as they carried messages or tried to figure out what they were supposed to be doing. Eventually, she came to the cordon. 

One door, set outside one of the storage rooms, had been completely blocked off. There are more than a dozen guards, plus women dressed in nice suits or skirts and blouses. 

No one paid any attention to her. She was there, she seemed confident enough, and so that was good enough. 

Still doing her best to appear innocuous and unimportant, Chloe made her way over to a group of women. They had circled up, and they seemed to be arguing with one another. Warden Montoya was there, although she had her arms crossed over her chest, and she glared forward like she couldn't believe what she was hearing. 

One woman continued, "We're just going in circles. We know they have hostages. We know they are a threat. If we go in now, we can take them out in just a couple of seconds." 

"You're right, we are going in circles. And I'm going to say it again, if we go in, we both know what can happen. A few seconds is a very long time, especially if any of those boys are already ready and willing to hurt the hostages." 

Warden Montoya shook her head from side to side before glancing up and making eye contact with Chloe. At once, the journalist tensed up, especially when Montoya broke away from the group and started striding toward her. 

The warden grabbed her by her arm, pulled her away, and hissed, "What you doing here?" 

"My brother is here. And I need to know what's going on." 

"And?" 

"And I'm a journalist," Chloe admitted. 

"You're lucky your phone isn't working right now," the warden told her. "If I thought you were a genuine threat to information security, then I would have you booted out of here." 

At once, Chloe pulled out her phone. The device seemed fine, only then she saw that a disappointed X replaced the small set of pixels where the signal strength indicator should have been. "What happened here? What are they doing?" 

"Basically, they managed to burn out the servers and steal one of the generators. We aren't exactly sure, but it looks like they built some kind of EMP device?" 

"You're kidding," Chloe said. 

"Nope. I wish I were. I don't know how they did it, but they snuck down, and they have obviously been planning this for a long, long time." Her head twitched to one side, and she stretched her arms like she really wanted to hit something but realized that there weren't any convenient targets nearby. "Anyway, we need to be ready to--" Before she could finish, the door opened, and a man's voice cut through the sudden silence. 

"Parlay!" 



This one boy sounded pretty brave as he made his demand. 

He stepped out into the hallway, and he seemed fairly nonchalant, especially considering there were dozens of air rifles pointed in his direction. Not only that, the SWAT team nearby, not to mention the FBI agents, all carried real guns. He could be executed in a hundred different ways. 

Despite this, Chloe watched this boy stride forward. He seemed different compared to most of the other males she had seen recently, whether they were free on the streets or imprisoned here at this facility. It was his confidence, she quickly realized. He didn't move like a prisoner. Instead, he stepped forward, and he held up his hands. 

"My name is Samuel Trike," he declared. "I am the rightful heir to Trike Industries." 

"Release a couple of the hostages, and maybe we can talk about your status," one of the FBI agents called out. 

"No," he said with a shake of his head. "That's not how this is going to work." 

"You're cornered, young man. You don't have the leverage to be making demands." 

"I have your officers," Trike replied. "That means you're going to listen." Silence stretched out after this comment, so he smirked. 

Yes, he still bore the prison orange, the collar around his neck and the belt between his legs, but none of that mattered at this moment because these women couldn't just give him a command. They couldn't shock him or snap their fingers and demand that he drop to his knees. For the first time in what seemed like a very long time, this boy was in control, he knew it, and he savored every second of his authority. "That's what I thought," he said when none of the women could contradict him. "Now, I want you to know I have no interest in harming your officers. That said, the other gentlemen in that storage room and I hate those women. They have teased us and humiliated us and degraded us for a very long time. So yes, if we have to hurt them, we will. We will make sure it is final and fatal. Currently, all of your guards are breathing. They did take a couple of electrical shocks, but I'm sure your batons are calibrated so they don't cause any lasting harm. Isn't that right?" 

This had always been one of the selling features as described by the manufacturer. 

"You have one hour. I expect a helicopter. I will release three of the hostages when it arrives. The last one will come with us, and I will release her once we leave the United States. Do you have any questions?" 

One of the FBI agents actually snorted, "Boy, do you really think this can possibly work?" 

"I'm a prisoner and a slave. What do I have to lose?" 

Just like that, he turned his back on the women, and he headed back into the storage room. With his hand on the doorknob, he stopped and called out, "One hour." 



It felt so silly and childish, but as Trike headed back inside, Chloe craned her neck as best she could. She tried to see into the storage room. She wasn't sure exactly what she was looking for, not

exactly. But then she saw him. There was her brother, and he was standing over one of the former guards. Her stomach clenched,  Oh Nick, what have you gotten yourself into?  But then the door closed with an echoing boom, and the law enforcement officers started talking and debating all over again as they tried to figure out what to do with this new information. 

"Damn," Montoya growled. 

"What? What is it?" 

"I know those agents. The FBI doesn't like to mess around, especially when it comes to hostage situations." 

"So what?" 

"He gave them a deadline. He backed them into a corner." 

"So what happens?" 

"If I had to guess, they're going to wait a little while, try to get the boys nervous and tired, and then they will burst in there, guns blazing." 

"Could that work?" 

Warden Montoya shrugged. "In a best case scenario, they tranquilize all of the boys before anything bad happens. Of course, right now, they're probably debating whether or not they should be using tranquilizer darts or live ammunition." 

"Live ammunition?" Chloe breathed out. She uttered those words like they had to come from a foreign language because there was no way her brother could have actual guns pointed at him. 

There was no way he could be shot. Yes, he could be arrogant and a brat, but he was still her brother, she still loved him, and she knew he had potential to be a good boy. For just a second, she imagined one shot. One of these women here might pull a trigger, a bullet could slam into his chest, opening a hole and knocking him to the floor. He would be gone…

"No," she said. "That...That can't happen." 

"Right now, there's nothing we can do." 



Samuel stood off to the side with some of the other men. Nick and a couple of the other guys waited with the prisoners. In theory, they could have awoken at any moment. 

Since the door had been mostly open, all of the men had heard what Samuel said. One hour. In one hour, their fates would be determined. Until then, they had to wait. Even so, Samuel and the others kept arguing back and forth, talking about whether or not they should offer some demonstration of force or even go out there and try to negotiate again. 

Nick didn't see the point, so he remained right there beside Jessica. 

Then she began to stir. 

At first, he noticed how her eyes flickered even though they were still closed. Was she dreaming? Then her brows tightened, and she glanced up at him. "What happened?" 

"Be quiet," he said, careful to keep his voice down. "You need to be quiet right now." 

Jessica tilted her head just a tiny bit, and she seemed to recognize where she was and what was going on. Maybe the memories came flooding back because she closed her eyes again. 

Good, he thought. That was a really good move. He didn't know what the guys would do if they realized she was awake. Obviously, that would draw their attention. 

"What's going on?" Jessica whispered. Maybe she had cracked her eyelids open just a tiny bit to sneak a couple of glimpses of her surroundings. 

"It's a hostage situation," he said, careful to lean his head down. He tried to look like he was just examining her, but Nick couldn't be sure whether or not this would work. 

"And I'm the hostage," she whispered. 

"One of them," he told her. 

After that, she settled into place and didn't make a sound. In fact, Nick kept sneaking glimpses in random directions as he tried to figure out whether or not anyone realized that she was awake. What were they going to do if they saw her move? He quickly decided he didn't want to find out. 

"This is going to end badly," she said. 

With his head still lowered, he waited several seconds. 

Someone off to the left had his eyes on Nick. The former analyst remained quiet. His breathing quickened, and his heart felt like it was

stuttering, but he remained immobile, like this wasn't a big deal. 

Finally, Nick glanced upward and the other rebel turned away after their eyes met. 

"It's going to be okay." 

"I meant what I said," she promised him. "I meant what I said about wanting to take care of you." 

Right after he heard those words, he felt like someone had kicked him in the gut. Despite this, he surreptitiously reached down and squeezed her hand. He was about to say something, only Samuel's voice cut across the air, "Gentlemen, these women are not going to give us a chance." 

"What if we surrender?" asked one of the boys. 

Silence gripped the room for just a second, and someone else spun on the speaker and punched him across the face. The man stumbled back, and it was Trike who growled out, "No. We don't back down. We don't surrender. I'm going to be honest with you, gentlemen. I hate the idea of hurting these women. And yet, they have declared war on us. We have to fight back." 

Samuel stopped right there. At the same time, his gaze shifted along his followers. By this point, Nick stood up. As he let go of Jessica's hand, his heart hammered, and he tried to watch the others. 

"We don't surrender," Samuel said again. "We are going to fight. No matter what it takes, we have to fight. Because when we fight, we win. We are men. We won't let these women take over. We won't let them seize control." 

 What the hell is he saying? The women have already won, Nick instantly thought. He kept glancing around, only to realize that the other men were nodding their heads.   The battle is over. Sure, we might have been able to escape, but that isn't going to happen, not now.  With his usual tactical acumen, he could envision hundreds of police officers and law enforcement agents rolling up to the prison, minute by minute and hour by hour. 

"We fight. We fight, and we make them pay. I don't want violence. I don't encourage it," Samuel said. "But I'm sick of this." His hand shot to the collar around his neck. "I'm sick of these women thinking that they can turn us into their pets and their slaves. There

are husbands out there, brothers and fathers who have given up, but that's only because they haven't seen what real rebellion can look like. Right here and right now, we will show them." 

 Will we? Will we really?  Nick asked himself. When the women like his sister talked about this moment, were they going to describe the boys' act of defiance as an example of valor? Or more likely, will it be described as a bunch of silly boys who had run out, picked a fight they never could have won, and then easily defeated? 

Nick bit down. He remained off to the side with Jessica. Even as his own doubts morphed into something else, he kept looking down at that beautiful young woman. In that moment, he made up his mind; he knew who he was supposed to be. 

"What should we do, boss?" asked one of Samuel's followers. 

"Grab the women. I want four batons on each of them. Set each one to maximum. If the cops and guards outside try to stop us, then we light these girls up all at once." 

Nick's eyes widened as he heard those words. Sure, the batons had been calibrated individually, meaning they wouldn't cause any special harm. But four batons all at once? 

Perhaps it was the nervous energy hanging on the air, or perhaps these boys just wanted to finally fight back. They had been cornered, so now they needed to believe that violence, bravery, and brutality would be enough to get them out of the situation.   They're thinking like men. They’re thinking like superheroes or action stars. 

 But we are just boys. There's a reason why the women took over. 

 They worked together, and they pushed something incredible. They are changing society because they are smarter than us, Nick thought as that sense of subservience swept through his body. 

Yes, he experienced the urge to follow commands, but he wasn't going to listen to Samuel or any of these other boys, not anymore. 

They came at the women, grabbing the fallen guards one after another. Then they came upon Officer Jessica, and that's when Nick braced himself. He stood in front of her, and he shook his head. 

"No," he said. 

"Athens," Samuel addressed him, "Get out of the way." 

"No," Nick insisted again. He studied the semi circle of men who had him trapped and outnumbered, but Nick tried to reason with them, "We need to negotiate. We need to get a real negotiation with those women. They have us. Even if we get a helicopter, do we really think we could get away?" 

"We fight our way out," Samuel said. 

"We're outnumbered! Besides, even if we managed to get away in a truck or on foot, do we really think the rest of the world is going to help us?" 

"There are lots of men who feel just like we do." 

"And there're probably more who have decided that we need to listen to the women in our lives. We need to surrender and obey. If we do it right now, maybe we can…" As hard as he tried, Nick know how he was supposed to finish that idea. The guards and officers would be enraged. There would be consequences for this bad behavior, so what could he do? What could they offer? 

Nothing. 

At best, they could get down on their knees and plead for forgiveness. They could promise that they wouldn't disobey or defy their superiors again. But would they be believed? Or would they simply stay locked up? 

"Take her," Samuel said. 

One of the guys started to come forward, but Nick stood in his way. The rebellious prisoner reached out and tried to grab Nick. 

Acting in an instant without thought or strategy, he just knew one thing; he had to protect this woman. 

He loved her…

Pulling his arm back, Nick made a fist. In an next instant, he launched his knuckles forward in an uppercut and experienced the soft give of his fist against that man's stomach. The rebel stumbled back and coughed. 

Three more prisoners rushed forward at Nick. They grabbed him, shoved him up against the wall, and he braced himself. Maybe it was cowardly, but he couldn't help himself; he shut his eyes and turned his head away. Only then, he heard one of the guys fall to the ground. In the next moment, Officer Jessica was up. She punched

one man in the back of his skull, kicked the feet out of another, and somehow managed to throw the third to the side. 

"Officers down!" Jessica shouted. 



Chapter 12:

"Officers down!" Chloe heard along with the assembled agents. 

Despite the metal door, the sounds of a fist fight broke out. 

There were shouts, snarls, and cries of confusion. 

Warden Montoya was the first to react. "Breach!" she shouted. 

They had no idea what was happening on the other side of that door, but this could be their only opportunity. If they waited for even more than a few seconds, it could be squandered. Women from the FBI and SWAT didn't know whether or not they should listen to Montoya. After all, she existed outside of their chain of command. 

The guards and officers who worked for the prison system knew their commander's voice. More importantly, they understood that they had to listen to her. Yes, they were worked up. Most days were pretty quiet and boring outside of their trysts with the prisoners, but she still drilled them hard. When she shouted a command, they knew they had to obey. 

One woman with dark red hair was the first at the door. She grabbed it and pulled it open, stepping aside. Five more of the women ran forward. They rushed inside, picked their targets, and they started firing. 

Chloe watched all of this. She could hardly believe it. She saw two guys run forward with their stolen batons. They tried to take the women down, but darts punched into the first boy's shoulder. He went down just a second and a half later. As he collapsed onto his knees, the second boy was hit by two separate darts, one in his left thigh, the other in his right flank. 

More of the boys were rushing forward. They came at the guards, and the women kept firing, but they must have missed, or maybe their cartridges could only hold a couple of darts. Either way, the women drew their batons, and it morphed into a melee. From her angle, Chloe watched all of this as the women darted from side to side. They brought their batons up, catching the boys in her torsos, a shoulder, an arm or a leg. Each time, those women hit their buttons, the electricity surged through the men, knocking them down, knocking them out. 

The bodies hit the floor, each one breathing hard as they lost themselves to unconsciousness. 

Chloe had no idea what it would be like for these men to wake up. Would they be in their cells? In small cages? Strapped down? 

She didn't know, but she thought of Nick first, then Leon. 

Since she couldn't use her phone, Chloe stared and try to remember all of this. She tried to absorb every single detail. 

One woman was finally knocked out. A guy threw himself at her, and she caught him right beneath his rib cage with the baton, but it hardly mattered. His momentum carried both of them forward until they slammed against the far wall. They both hit the floor, unconscious. 

The fight raged around them. 

"Traitor!" someone shouted. 

The sounds of batons clapping and cracking down against one another echoed against the concrete walls and ricocheted out into the hallway. Chloe wished she could sneak forward, but there was no way the few remaining agents and law enforcement officers would let her in. 

Besides, she was being smart. She was letting the professionals do their jobs. Then there was that voice again, "Kill him! Kill the traitor!" 



Nick needed to stand in front of Jessica. He yearned to be some valiant knight from a long-lost epoch. The other men came at him, only to pause a few feet away. Embracing his most animalistic instincts, he leaned forward, held his arms out, and broadened his shoulders as much as he could. In some distant corner of his mind, he remembered some cartoon and a joke about trying to make yourself big to scare off a bear. 

Nick found himself surrounded by bears. 

"We lost," he snarled at the other guys. "We lost, and it doesn't matter what we do." 

On the other side of the room, the fight raged, and guys hit the floor, one after another. Nick kept expecting the sounds of gunfire. Instead, he heard the crackle of electricity, grunts and shouts as men were shocked, one after another. 

Someone came at him, throwing a punch. Nick just barely managed to throw himself to the side. Even so, the blow caught him on the shoulder. It hurt! Nick struggled to remember the last fight he had been in. Middle school? Elementary school? 

It made no difference. He tried to punch forward, missed, and kicked out. The other guy grabbed his leg, pulled, and Nick fell hard to the floor. In that next moment, he thought his head was about to get stomped underneath this man's shoe. 

Officer Jessica saved him. 

She punched another boy, knocking him down in a single blow. Spinning back, she caught this guy in the head with her elbow, and he stumbled away. Nick blinked a couple of times before he shoved himself back up onto his feet. He had banged his head against the floor, and everything was ringing; everything was hurting. 

Even so, another one of the rebels rushed at him. This one had a baton, and Nick didn't know what to do. He stumbled back, retreating because he didn't stand a chance. 

He couldn't lose consciousness. He had to fight. He had to protect Jessica! 

His prison chaperon grabbed that boy by his wrist, twisted it, and suddenly baton fell away from his hand. She caught it by the handle, swung it around, and shocked him hard. The device was probably set for its maximum setting. The man cried out for a moment before consciousness abandoned him, and he dropped down. He hit the floor, and she braced herself for her next target. 

She stood in front of Nick like some angry Valkyrie. Her chest rose and fell as she held her baton out with two hands, and she scanned the room for enemies. 

There weren't any. Nick blinked again, and he couldn't believe it. There were a bunch of guards, and they were holding their weapons up, but it looked like the boys had all been shocked or sedated. They were on the ground. A couple were groaning, probably because they had been punched or kicked to get them down. 

"Clear!" called out one of the officers. 

Another called out, "Clear!" 

"Clear," agreed a third. 

With his heart pounding and the adrenaline still rushing through his body, Nick knew what he should have expected. 

Everything seemed so serene, and that's when someone grabbed him from behind. A baton pushed up against the underside of his throat, and he heard Samuel shout, "This isn't over!" 



Outside of the doorway, Chloe had stared for the first couple of seconds, but now the guards and officers rushed deeper into the storage room, so she couldn't see what was happening. Inevitably, she started pacing back and forth. She flexed her fingers and desperately wished she had something to do. 

But then she heard the prison staff start to call out, "Clear!" 

It was over. 

But where was her big brother? Was he okay? 

Chloe felt ridiculous when she blinked and felt the tears at the corners of her eyes. This had to violate so many different procedures; perhaps it was even illegal, yet Chloe didn't care. She rushed into the storage room, and that's when she heard those next three words, "This isn't over!" 

The journalist had rushed in, but now she stumbled to a stop as her hands flew up to her mouth. As a reporter, Chloe liked to believe she could go into a war zone someday. She could handle the sounds of explosions, knowing that she would be in danger. 

"Everyone here likes to say that these batons don’t cause any permanent damage. Is that going to be true if I shove it up against the underside of his neck? What if I put it to his temple or to one of his eyes?" 

Chloe saw that boy standing there, and the moisture drained away from her mouth. Several of the guards had reloaded their air rifles, and they were aiming, but there was no guarantee they would be able to hit him. Even if they succeeded, the drugs would still need a few fractions of a second to rush through his system, right? That would be plenty of time for him to hit the button and electrocute her brother. 

"Let him go," demanded one of the guards. She looked like she had been through a lot; her hair was messed up and sweat

shined against her brows. Even so, she looked like she was ready to pounce. 

"I don't think so," said the boy. "I'm not going to back down, not here, not now, not ever! Do you know who I am? I am Samuel Trike, and I am the scion of Trike Industries. No matter what you women say, I won't back down. I won't give up. I know who I'm supposed to be! Now get out of my way!" He leaned forward and shoved Nick just a few inches. 

Even so, the other guards flinched. They retreated back. 

Chloe breathed faster and faster as she waited for one of the guards or officers to do something. They had to be prepared for this, right? They must have trained for hostage situations like this one. 

"Wait!" Chloe called out, only to blink in surprise when she realized that she was the one who just shouted. 

Everyone turned in her direction, including Trike. With those dozens of eyes aimed at her, Chloe didn't know what she was going to do or say. Without any kind of plan in mind, she stepped forward, and she held up her hands. Without a uniform, she looked like a civilian. Not only that, her body language made it obvious. Perhaps she could summon a powerful sense of confidence when she conducted an interview or confronted an editor, but this was different. 

This boy was holding her brother hostage. In her research, she had seen the data. Yes, the shock batons were generally safe. 

But like almost any item, if used incorrectly, it could cause fatal damage. 

Right away, she dismissed those thoughts. Chloe wasn't going to entertain any image or nightmare where her brother didn't get to walk out of here. 

Samuel grabbed onto the back of Nick's prison uniform, shoved him forward, and pressed the baton against the spot right between his shoulder blades. "There we go. This might kill him. At the very least, I think it could leave him paralyzed. What do you think of that, Nick? If you're willing to surrender to them, you might as well give up every trace of power." 

"Don't do it," Chloe said. This time, she didn't yell or shout. 

Even so, her voice drew his attention. 

Chloe was walking forward now, and she held out her hands. 

"I'm not a threat," she said. "But I might be able to help you. I'm a journalist. I'm not going to lie to you. I'm not going to say that you can just walk out of here. Maybe you can. Maybe you can't. But if you have anything you want to say, now is the time. If you talk to me, I can make sure the world hears your side of the story." 

Samuel glared at her hard, "Why would I believe you? You're one of them. Anything you write is probably just going to be propaganda." 

"It won't," she said. "I want to tell the truth. Tell me your side of the story. Tell me what this prison is like." As she spoke, she could tell that this was working. She was getting through to him! 

Samuel Trike probably would have made an amazing politician in some other world. Between his wealth, his education, his patience and his ability to read people, he could be manipulative and so enticing. But like so many other powerful men, had an ego, and the idea of getting to talk to the world must have enticed him like nothing else…

He took a breath, and he was ready to unleash his manifesto. 

It might have been long or short. It might have been incomprehensible gibberish, just the ramblings of a frustrated boy. Or maybe it would have been a beautiful piece of philosophical discourse. Either way, no one got the opportunity to find out. 

Jessica picked that moment. She threw herself forward, her hands flew out, and before he could even react, she grabbed the baton and pulled it away. He hit the button, and the prongs sparked to life, crackling with bolts of blue electricity. He had brute strength on his side; she had grace and dexterity on hers. 

The other soldiers tried to get a clean line of fire as Nick stumbled forward and threw himself to the floor. 

Chloe brought her knee up hard. She kicked him right between his legs, and Samuel stumbled back, his eyes wide, his mouth pouting into a shocked O as he tried to comprehend what happened. It must've hurt pretty badly, but he didn't have to endure that torment for very long. 

The other guards fired, and the darts took him hard in the shoulder and chest. He went down within the span of just a few

seconds. 

Both Chloe and Jessica grabbed Nick. They held him tight, like they were never going to let him go. 



Warden Montoya seethed. Frankly, it took all of her patience to let those three enjoy that moment for more than a few seconds. 

Then she nodded, and her officers rushed forward. They grabbed Nick, cuffed him, muzzled him, and pulled him away. This entire thing was a mess, and she was going to have to clean it up. 

Each of the men who had actively rebelled were locked in solitary confinement. They weren't allowed to see any lawyers or even their chaperones. 

Since nothing like this had ever happened, no one had any special procedures. Yes, boys had rebelled before, but they operated as individuals or pairs. This whole thing had been beautifully orchestrated, and it raised deeply problematic questions. Chloe wrote about all of this. Once the EMP device had been removed and disabled, she started updating her editor. Soon, the information flowed out to the wider world. 

Her editor took those notes, filtered and formatted them into something useful, and soon she was getting millions of hits on her news sites from all across the planet. It seemed like every woman wanted to know exactly what happened in this prison. 

Pretty soon, Chloe started writing her articles. She typed them out and sent them off, one after another. She left the proofreaders to hunt typos and handle the formatting. Right then and there, Chloe just had to get the information out. 

She wrote about what happened and of the prisoners involved. She interviewed some of the guards and officers. Then there were her own reflections. At first, Chloe didn't know whether or not those were appropriate, but she talked to Cassandra, and they decided to include them in their publications. Those notes, ideas, and reactions were all labeled as editorials; they were Chloe's perspective, and she didn't want to confuse them with the facts in the prison. 

After six hours of writing and consulting with her editor, Chloe finally ran out of material. 

There. She had done it. 

Now came the hard part; they had to figure out what was going to happen to her brother. 



Chapter 13:

Since he didn't have anything else to do in solitary confinement, Nick spent most of his time on his knees. This cell was small, maybe five by five without any windows. He could stand, and that was about it. Even so, kneeling there with his hands behind his back and his head bowed down seemed like the most appropriate position for him. 

He couldn't tell whether or not there were any cameras here. 

If so, they were very well hidden. 

Somehow though, he still believed that these women were watching him. They were monitoring him and studying him and probably trying to figure out what prompted so many prisoners to work together. Part of him wanted to laugh at that. It made sense. 

Intellectually, he could still understand exactly why they had tried so hard to fight back and to escape. Ideas like independence, freedom, liberty, and self-respect had seemed so important. 

Instead of daydreaming about old TV shows, Nick consistently returned to that storage room. No, it wasn't just the storage room. It started in that moment when he had rushed at the woman with the dark hair. He had shoved her down, knocking her out. In that instant, he had decided that he would rebel. 

And now, he had to be punished. 

But how? What were they going to do? 

Nick tried to tell himself that he wasn't scared. He tried to believe that it didn't really matter what kind of punishment he faced. 

These women were smarter than him, and they would figure out the appropriate course of action. Those thoughts sounded so mature and wise inside of his head, yet he couldn't ignore that tickle of fear that kept playing along the base of his stomach. 

There was something worse than the nervous energy thrumming through his body. 

Jessica. 

Officer Jessica. She had saved him. Granted, that was her job, so he couldn't make any inferences or assumptions about why she did what she did. Maybe it was all instinct, and she would have

done the exact same thing for any other boy. Or maybe he was special? 

Each time he thought of her, he remembered their time out in the wilderness. They had wandered, and he had enjoyed the fresh air, the heat of her skin against his face, and the taste of her excitement. 

From time to time, Nick worked hard to push those memories away, like he didn't even deserve them. He was a boy, and he had been rebellious. Finally, he thought he understood why the women had taken over. 

As far as he was concerned, he belonged in this cell. 

Most of the time, they kept him muzzled. Guards and officers who he didn't know came to bring him food from time to time, and they released him from the gag. But after he finished eating and drinking, they muzzled him again. 

Nick didn't argue, fight, or resist. 

The women didn't comment on his good behavior. 

Since his cell didn't have any windows, he had no idea how much time went by. At first, he wondered if maybe he could just count the meals, but it was hard to tell if they fed and watered him regularly. 

He settled into this routine and assumed that this would be his punishment. It could last days, weeks, or even years. Perhaps they had given him another "trial," and they decided to leave him here. 

Nick tried to ignore the fear of that possibility, especially because he thought of the people who could have gotten hurt or killed during their breakout. Nick, just like all of the other boys, had been so selfish. 

When the door opened again, Nick was in his customary spot down on his knees. Only this time, the two guards who entered his cell attached a leash, and they pulled him forward. They escorted him down a hall, and then he saw a real cage. They removed his muzzle and motioned for him to get in. Again, he cooperated without question or hesitation. They stripped him of his jumpsuit but left the collar and chastity belt. When air-conditioned atmosphere ran across his naked skin, he closed his eyes for a moment and tried to imagine it as the mountainous air outside. Down in the cage, he felt the soft

padding against his knees and elbows as he was forced down onto his arms and legs. 

They threw a blanket over the cage, so he couldn't see anything. 

They rolled him forward for a little while, and he kept wondering exactly what was going to happen. Where are they taking him? What are they going to do? What did they have planned? 

Then the cage stopped, and he waited. He tensed up at first, thinking something was going to happen immediately. 

Nope. 

The guards decided to let him wait. 

Nick didn't know who he expected to see when the blanket was finally yanked away. A lawyer, his sister? Maybe a new guard? 

One way or another, he simply had to wait. He bowed his head down, and he tried to relax into those feelings from before. As hard as he tried to push aside images of Officer Jessica, he never completely succeeded. He remembered her smile, her scent, the flavor of her excitement, and so much more. There was always that little flutter of nervous energy when he remembered her and how intimidating she could be. 

Even now, his shaft twitched against the confines of his chastity belt. 

Someone ripped the blanket away from his cage. Bright light flashed down against him. Where was he? It looked like some kind of conference room? He was on the floor, and he saw chairs, a table, and even a projector screen. 

Chloe crouched down and looked through the bars of his cage. "Hello, big brother." There was just a hint of sarcasm as she uttered those words, but Nick didn't grunt or growl back at her. With big eyes, he studied his little sister, and he recognized something. 

Her superiority. She was a woman, and he needed to acknowledge her superiority. He couldn't speak, and he didn't try, but Nick did his best to communicate something of his subservience. 

"How are you doing?" 

It seemed ridiculous, but he couldn't speak, so he lifted a single thumb and held it up for her to see. "You know, you have been causing quite a bit of trouble, even now." His brows creased with

concern and worry. She chuckled, "The other boys were fairly easy. 

The judges and trainers are working together to come up with appropriate punishments. But you? Yes, you rebelled, but then you also helped, so what are we supposed to do with you? It's going to be a very interesting question. Do you have any ideas?" 

Humble and timid, Nick shook his head from side to side. No, he didn't have any ideas. 

"That's what I thought," Chloe said. "Well, I have an appointment with another boy, so I want you to behave yourself." 

She got up and strolled away. She opened the door, and it closed behind her, but he didn't turn away. 

Still muzzled, this boy just waited. The door opened again, and he expected to see some guards. Maybe that was it. His little sister wanted to check on him to make sure he was okay, so…

Before Nick could finish those thoughts, he saw her again. 

She wore red high-heeled shoes, each one of which shined brightly, almost like the black leather of her boots. The silvered light ran along those crimson contours, and then he saw the smooth skin of her legs, the hem of her red dress, the contours of her waist, and the curves of her breasts. His breath caught in his throat as he breathed into his nostrils. Now he saw Officer Jessica, and she had her hair tied back into a braid. A few wisps of her mane curved down the sides of her face. 

He had never seen her like this, and he didn't know what to think. His shaft immediately tried to harden against the boundaries of its prison, but he failed utterly. 

Officer Jessica crouched down in front of him, and she asked, 

"Would you like to speak to me? Do you have anything you want to say?" 

In a first moment, he blanked. When he envisioned meeting her again, he always thought she would want to shock him or punish him. Maybe he would be dragged back to the Restraint Room where he would endure one degrading punishment after another. These women could exhaust him, breaking him down bit by bit until there was nothing left. They would shatter his psyche and leave him as little more than a husk to serve as an example to the other males at the prison. 

If he indicated he had something to say, would that constitute an act of defiance once again? Wasn't he supposed to remain quiet and listen to the women here? 

Nick couldn't be certain one way or another, but he decided that she would only ask the question if she was genuinely curious. 

He tipped his head down, nodding and hoping that he would get the chance to speak to her. Perhaps this was arrogant or conceited of him, but he did have something he hoped to say. 

She opened the top of the cage, reached down, and loosened the straps on the muzzle. Then she locked him back into that cage, only now he could speak…

"Go on," Officer Jessica said. 

How is he supposed to start? Yes, he had been able to follow these lines of conversation and dialogue inside of his head countless times while he had been alone in solitary confinement, but having her right there in front of him changed everything. Without meaning to, he thought about that old adage, "Every battle plan gets wrecked by first contact with the enemy." Obviously, she wasn't his enemy, but having her right there changed everything. Her proximity and the gravity of her presence made it almost impossible for him to think. 

 Just tell the truth,  this boy told himself. 

"I'm sorry," he began. "I'm so sorry for what I did. I messed up. 

You gave me this incredible opportunity, and I had the chance to be your boy. I messed up. I messed up so badly. I thought, I don't know what I was thinking." 

"Is that true?" 

Nick inhaled and stopped. No, it wasn't. He shook his head. 

"Then tell me the truth. What were you thinking?" 

"I was thinking that the world never changed," he confessed. 

"It was stupid, I know." He shook his head, like he didn't want to waste her time with such a foolish notion. 

"No," she instructed. "Keep going. You don't get to stop." 

"I guess, I guess I thought that if we got out, everything could go back to the way it was. We would be on the run or whatever, but we could make our own choices. We would be free to act as we saw fit." 

"Did you think about how you would get caught again?" 

"Not at first," he said. 

"Did you know about the EMP weapon?" 

"I don't even know what that means," he said truthfully. The acronym sounded vaguely familiar, like it came out of some sci-fi movie. 

"Apparently, your friend started working with a couple of engineers, and they came up with a way to modify some of the servers and generators." Officer Jessica shook her head like she was impressed but also annoyed. "Trust me. That won't be happening again." 

"Right," he agreed because he felt like he had to say something. 

"If you could go back to your old life as an analyst, would you?" 

The question caught him by surprise. He pressed his lips into a line and thought about it. At first, he expected some easy, automatic answer. Only then, he thought of his life before he came to this prison. Sure, he had been nominally free, but he was still a boy making his way through a woman's world. For a second or two, he envisioned what it would be like to scurry between the different cubicles, to write up reports, and a hope that his female superiors would read them. In the end, however, he knew that his time there had been limited. If he had been lucky, then maybe he would be demoted to the status of a secretary or receptionist. 

With an audible gulp, he told her the truth, "No." 

If he had remained an analyst there, but he never would have met Jessica. 

"Why not?" 

He was about to answer, but the door opened again, and another woman walked in. She wore a gray suit, and she seemed older and powerful. She sat at the head of the table, and then she motioned for Officer Jessica to do the same. A few seconds later, another woman came in. She wore one of the prison guard uniforms, only hers seemed somehow more elaborate. 

Nick immediately closed his mouth because he knew that these women were going to talk about something important. 

"Strictly speaking," said the woman at the head of the table, 

"this is not a trial. We are here to reevaluate Prisoner 616's status within the judicial system." 

"Warden Montoya," continued the judge. "You have had the opportunity to review his file. What is your recommendation?" 

The uniformed woman thrummed her fingers against the tabletop. "With all of the other boys, my decisions were easy. This one, however, is much more difficult. I have spoken to his sister, and I have a solid sense of what kind of boy he could be. And yet, I can't help but fixate on his actions. He attacked some of my guards. He tried to fight back." 

"He also tried to save my life," Jessica said. "That should count for something, shouldn't it?" 

"It should," conceded the warden. "But exactly what should it mean? Should we just let him go? Should we keep him in solitary confinement? Should we send him off to the Special Punishments division along with the other boys?" 

"Prisoner 616," said the judge. "Are men inferior?" 

The question surprised him, but Nick didn't pause or even wait to draw breath. "Yes," he said. 

He waited for another question, but the judge turned back to Officer Jessica. "What is your evaluation, young lady?" 

Jessica glanced back down at the boy in the cage. At that moment, he really did feel like a pet. While these women sat at the table and discussed his future, he knew that he would not get the opportunity to say anything else. He had satisfied one point of curiosity, and maybe the judge wanted to see him and his comportment, but that was it. 

"I have seen the proposals for the Special Punishments division," Jessica began. "I think Dr. Morgan is going to do a really good job, but she's intense, and she is determined to break those men. Prisoner 616…" The officer hesitated. "Nick isn't like those other boys. I think he has potential to be an obedient slave without that kind of effort. More importantly, I think he understands the mistake he made, and I'm sure he won't make it again." 

"I understand," said the judge. She interlaced her fingers, rested her forearms on the table, and leaned forward. "It is my

judgment," she began as she announced his sentence, "that Prisoner 616's sentence shall be extended to a life term." She allowed those words to hang on the air for several more seconds, 

"As such, he will be remanded to the custody of Officer Jessica Flynn." 



Wait, what did that mean? 

Nick still remained silent, but the judge gave Officer Jessica a tablet to sign as they finalized the legal arrangements. Nick watched all of this, and he desperately wished he could speak, but he was a boy, these women were busy, so he didn't dare interrupt. 

Eventually, Chloe threw a blanket over his cage, and he still didn't speak. Later, it was pushed and rolled down several hallways. 

Nick still didn't know what was going on. He was almost tempted to start whimpering like some little puppy dog. Perhaps that would get him the attention he needed? 

No. He didn't intend to cause any more trouble. 

"Welcome home," Jessica said. She jerked the blanket away from his cage, and that's when he looked out into her apartment. 

"Welcome to your life as my personal slave." She unlocked his cage, beckoned him to crawl out, and he obeyed immediately. He wondered if he should stand, but he decided to remain on his knees instead. He wished to show her that he would obey despite his confusion. 

"Good boy," she said, brushing her fingers through his hair. 

"Right now, I want something special from you. So follow me. Crawl." 

She headed toward one of the doors. She opened it, and that's when he saw her bedroom. There was the fourposter bed, and his eyes immediately went to the restraints. Part of him wanted to tell her that they weren't necessary, but perhaps she already knew better. 

"Get on the bed," she commanded. 

In spite of the questions swirling through his head, Nick obeyed. He climbed up onto the bed, and that's when she grinned at this boy. Like a hungry predator, she studied him intently. Not only that, she ran the tip of her tongue along her teeth as she considered what she was going to do with him. 

"Flat on your back. Spread your arms and legs, boy." 

He lowered himself down, which made him feel twice as exposed and vulnerable. He turned his head to the side, and his eyes drifted over to the shackles dangling there from each of those posts. "Are you nervous?" Jessica asked him. 

"Yes," he said truthfully. 

"Good," she whispered into his ear. Then she nibbled on his neck. Her lips slid along the contours of his skin until she made her way back up to his mouth. She was enjoying kissing him, but now she pushed her tongue between his teeth, and they were making out all over again. His arms and legs twitched. A spasm ran through his body. 

Jessica pulled back, and she smiled down at him. "You can't control yourself, can you?" 

"I'm sorry," he exhaled. 

"It's okay," she consoled him. "You're a boy. I don't expect you to have very much self-control…" 

Nodding without thinking, Nick knew he would agree with anything she said. That's when she pulled his hands closer toward his head, and she tightened her fingers around his wrists. Now she went back to kissing him. She made out with this boy, and she savored the way he twitched and moaned beneath her. 

Then she pulled back. "I love having you just like this. But when I hold you down, I have to think about keeping you trapped. 

Let's make that an automatic process, shall we?" 

Although he understood what she meant, Nick didn't question her decision. She pulled his right arm toward the corner of the bed, slipped the shackle around his wrist, and suddenly he could feel that solid metal chill his skin. In a few seconds, he wouldn't notice, but now little bumps rose along his forearms. 

Jessica turned her attention to his left arm. She restrained him, working her way around the bed until he was spread out, helpless and trapped. 

Still wearing her red dress, she pulled out the key, and she let it dangle above him. "I'm going to leave this right here," she said, setting the key down on the tip of his nose. "Don't let it fall." 

He was about to nod, but then Nick realize how foolish that would be, so he swallowed instead. With the key resting there on his face, she slid her hands down along his body as she explored him. 

She loved his chest, the flat of his stomach, his sides and his thighs. 

She continued to stroke and touch him. She ran her hands along his body as she enjoyed every second of his captivity. 

Again and again, Nick wished he could just talk to her for a few seconds. But when she straightened her back and he could see her at the edge of his vision, he knew she had something else in mind. 

Officer Jessica craved so much more. 

Whether he liked it or not, she was just getting started with him. Perhaps she would use the key. Perhaps not. 

But now, he was so close to her, which meant all of those desires came flooding back through his body. Again, he twitched without trying to. He pulled on his shackles, but he managed to keep his nose perfectly level. The key didn’t move even as he flexed and struggled. 

"You're not getting away," she said. "You can't break through iron, silly boy." 

No, he couldn't, yet some part of him still compelled him to try. 

That's when she snatched the key from the tip of his nose, and he jerked his head up as he watched her. She didn't unlock the chastity belt, not right away. Instead, she pulled him to the left, and he was braced on his side. The position was awkward, but now she had access to his naked ass. 

"I think a spanking is in order. It's a good way to welcome you home, don't you think?" 

"Yes. Whatever you want," he said. 

"Oh, I like this new attitude," she told him. "But it's not quite good enough." She brought one finger up to her mouth, and she considered him. "From now on, you will address me as your Mistress." 

"Yes, Mistress!" That term was becoming more popular all across the country as more and more women recognized themselves as leaders and owners. 

"Good boy," she said. "Sweet boy. Yes, you tried to run off, but you came back to your Mistress, didn't you? You are ready to do anything for me." She wasn't asking a question, not really. She had already made her decision. She had stared down into his eyes and determined what kind of boy he could be. 

As she said before, he had potential. So much potential. And now, she would make sure he lived up to it! 

Still holding him awkwardly on his side, she brought her hand down and smacked his naked ass. She spanked hard and fast, bringing her hand down in a flurry of blows. At first, he did his best and try to remain silent and impassive. He needed to accept his punishment like a good boy, but the pain drilled further through his defenses. Pretty soon, he was gasping. He bit down, and he tried not to make any other noises. 

Finally, he cried out. She grabbed his other side, and she rolled him over again. Now she went for his untouched buttock. She grabbed him, pinching. Her nails scratched along his skin, and he actually thanked her. "I'm grateful for the punishment," he told her. 

"I'm grateful for the opportunity to prove myself to you, Mistress." 

"Is that because you have given up on your old life?" 

"Yes, Mistress," he said, nearly breathless. 

"Is that because you know you're going to be happier as a slave?" 

"Yes, Mistress," he said again. It was easy to agree with this beautiful woman. It was easy to surrender to her and defer to her authority. 

"Good," she said with a vivid smile. 

For just a moment, perhaps he started to hope that he wasn't going to endure that second round of spankings. 

He wasn't so lucky. 

Still holding him on his side, Officer Jessica swung her hand down hard. She smacked her palm against his backside and made him flinch. He bit down, and the frustration flared through his body all over again. The pain washed through him, rippling along his nerves again and again in one silent flash after another until he cried out. He arched his back and tried to escape, but his shackles held him down. 

Finally, she let him go. His eyes were wet, and his vision blurred, so he barely saw her when she pounced. Officer Jessica threw herself forward, she straddled his chest, and she bent down. 

Her breasts pushed against his skin, and she cradled his cheeks between the palms of her hands. Holding him tight, she pillaged one kiss after another. She was making out with him all over again, only now she grabbed the key to his chastity belt. She pulled back, and then she slid between his legs. 

"I'm hungry for you," she said. 

She unlocked the left side. She unlocked the right. 

When she finished, she pulled away his belt, and she held it up in front of him before dropping to the floor. 

He heard the metal components clatter, only now she brushed her fingers up to his cock and balls. She teased to the underside of his scrotum, her fingertips lightly playing against his skin. With her other hand, she gripped his circumference and moved her hand up and down along his length. He grimaced and growled, grunting as he tried to buck his hips upward. 

"Lay still," she commanded. 

Knowing he had to work hard to please her, Nick complied. 

He dropped himself back down against the mattress, and he forced the tension out of his muscles and away from his torso. He couldn't raise his hips or arche his back. 

From one second to the next, she massaged him and played with him. She teased him. All the while, she grinned ferociously as she enjoyed those looks of desperation that played across his face. 

One expression after another materialized along his lips, his cheeks, his chin, his nose, his eyes and his brows. She was smiling down at him, and now she said, "You want to lick me." 

"Yes, Mistress!" Nick already knew that there weren't any other appropriate answers for such an easy question. 

His owner pulled her hands away, and he panted, gasping because he didn't know if he was grateful or angry that the sensations began to dissipate. Either way, it didn't matter. Only her urges and desires could change his circumstances. 

She sat up, she lifted her skirt, and he saw the dark red silk of her panties. She pulled them down along the length of her legs, and

then she grinned at him. She brushed her underwear along his cheek, up to the tip of his nose, and then she tossed her underwear to the floor. 

The next thing he knew, she slid forward, grabbed onto the headboard, and now she lowered herself down. Her slit pushed against his mouth as she told him, "I expect you to lick. I expect you to pleasure me. You want to be a good boy. You want to be an obedient boy. Let go of all of your ambitions. Let go of all of those silly dreams. You only have one goal now. You only have one concern. Is that right?" 

"Yes, Mistress," he said. 

"What is it?" Officer Jessica asked as though she didn't already know. 

"I must please you. I must satisfy you." 

"And you have to make up for your terrible mistakes, don't you?" 

He grimaced, horrified by what he had done, but he told her the truth, "Yes, Mistress!" 

"Good boy," she replied. "Don't worry. I'm going to give you so many opportunities to make it up to me and all of the other women here." 

She pulled away, grinned down at him, and she was so close. 

Her hair caressed his face as she turned her head from side to side, 

"You aren't going to escape, not again. Well, you failed the first time, didn't you?" 

"Yes, Mistress." 

"Do you think that means all of the boys secretly wanted to be caught again? Maybe this was just a cry for attention?" 

"I don't know, Mistress," he told her. 

"That's something the psychologists can figure out. Right now, I just want you to know that you are mine, you are owned, and you are cherished." 

Before he could thank her again, Officer Jessica slid forward and mounted herself against his face. She lowered her crotch down to his mouth, and she uttered that command, "Lick." 

He obeyed her at once, gliding his tongue quickly up and down along the length of her pussy. 

"Slower," she said. "We are taking our time, aren't we?" 

Instantly recognizing his mistake, he obeyed. He slowed down and deliberately moved his tongue serenely up and down her crevice. He tasted her, and he immediately thought of the mountains all over again. But now, he would stay in her apartment. He would remain here as her boy, which meant he would become her toy and her slave, her servant, and anything else she might expect or demand. 

Her point from before glowed bright behind his eyes: Nick needed to be grateful for the simplicity. This way, he didn't need to think for himself. He didn't need to struggle or fight. He didn't need to try to thrash and make his way forward in a woman's world. His life would be so much easier now that he could concentrate on her. He had always been an ambitious boy, and that could still be true. Only now, he wouldn't worry about his bank account, the title underneath his email signature, or any of those other silly hallmarks of male success before the rise of female supremacy. Oh no, he would have just one woman he needed to please and impress: Jessica. 

His Mistress. 

Officer Jessica Flynn had become his owner…

As his tongue moved steadily up and down her slit, Nick considered the intimidating judge and what his life would be like. 

This was his sentence. This was going to be his life, and he would never be able to escape it. 

He didn't want to smile, not exactly. Rather, he concentrated. 

All of his drive and dedication from working in an office had shifted, sublimating into this. 

He served her. He worshiped her. He gave her everything he had! 

He eagerly licked, moving his tongue a little bit faster now, and she moaned. "Oh, that's good. Keep doing that," she said, so her boy worked diligently to maintain that rhythm and tempo for her. 

A sharpened exhalation of pleasure jumped from her mouth as she dipped her head down. When he opened his eyes, he saw her pubic hair and the curves of her thighs along his peripheral vision. Even so, he still envisioned her smiling face, and he knew he had to worship this beautiful woman. She was smarter than him, 

stronger than him, and more capable in pretty much every way. 

Perhaps, if he tried to nitpick, Nick would have been able to find something he could do better than her. And yet, what was the point? 

She was a woman and a voter. He was just a boy and her property…

As he understood this, his world came into sharp focus. He kept licking, and he savored the flavor of her excitement. The sensations, the intimacy, all of it felt so easy and right. 

"Good, now more. More, just like that," she commanded. 

"Faster now," she ordered seconds later. Her grip tightened on the headboard as she pulled and pushed against it. "More. I want more from you, boy. Show me what you can do!" 

Nick did exactly that. He raised his head. The angle may have been awkward, and perhaps it strained the muscles along his neck, yet that hardly mattered so long as he could pleasure her. Nick worked so hard, and she understood exactly what he was doing. 

Even so, she decided to be selfish. This was something of a celebration, after all. She had just acquired her first slave, so now she closed her eyes and contemplated the boy Prisoner 616 had once been: arrogant, defiant, and aggressive. 

Yes! 

She had worked so hard to tame this boy, and he cried out, gasping with wild desperation as the heat pumped through his flesh. 

She pulled back, and she looked down into his eyes. "Show me just how grateful you are," she said. 

Nick instinctively pulled against his restraints, like he thought he might be able to get up and bow down before her. Within moments, however, she positioned herself over his cock. She grabbed him, lowered herself down, and she surrounded him. She captured and enveloped him just like before on that cliff overlooking hills, mountains, streams, and trees. 

Despite the overwhelming urge, Nick didn't or couldn't shut his eyes. Instead, he stared up at her, and he let the words fall from his mouth, "I'm grateful. I'm grateful for this chance. Thank you, thank you so much for this opportunity." As those words hit the air, he flashed back to a different memory and what it was like to get hired for that investment firm. He remembered the job interview, standing up, and holding out his hand as an equal. The women who asked

him questions now smiled and glanced back and forth at one another, like they were amused by something he might do or say. 

Back then, he had been lying. Yes, he wanted to get hired, but he saw all of this as a performance. When he talked about helping the firm, he didn't really care about their mission or their success. This was an opportunity to advance his career and nothing else. 

But as he looked up at her, he promised, "I will be the best boy I can be. I swear. I will do everything in my power to please you and pleasure you. I will work so hard to satisfy you. I swear, I will be everything I can for you, Mistress!" 

She believed him. She bent forward, pressed her palms down against his wrists, held him like that, and kissed him. Her lips teased his mouth. Then she pulled away, and she slid up. For a second, he dreaded the possibility that Jessica might just pull herself away. 

Perhaps she was done with him. She had enjoyed her orgasm, after all. She didn't need to continue riding him…

Then she lowered herself down, she raised her shoulders, pulled her head back, closed her eyes, and ran the tip of her tongue along her teeth before finally turning her gaze back down upon him. 

"My boy. My slave. My prisoner." 

"Yes, Mistress," he agreed. "I will be whatever you want. I am whatever you want." 

A wicked smile curved along her mouth, and she started riding him harder. She moved up and down, gliding their bodies against each other. The pleasure cascaded through her frame. 

Sparks morphed into an inferno, as those firestorms converged into one another. She could feel them in the palms of her hands, the arches of her feet, between her legs, along her nipples, and even down along the curves of her neck. She went faster and faster until she cried out, "Right now. I want you to come for me right now. 

Come for me, slave boy! Come right now!" 

Nick was obedient, he surrendered to his owner. He pumped up, lost himself to the pleasure, and savored every throbbing burst of satisfaction. She pulled away, looked down at her boy and grinned. 

"Good," she said. "Very good." 

Nick looked like he was about to say something else, only she touched to fingers to his mouth and silenced him. She was no longer

interested in anything he had to say. Rather, it was time for this sweet boy to serve as her pillow. She rested her head against his shoulder, she closed her eyes and relaxed. 



Epilogue:

Excitement and a sense of accomplishment gripped her body as she stared down at those words. Chloe drew her hands back from her keyboard, and she reveled in the knowledge that this was exactly what she needed to say. Oftentimes, she would finish a piece of writing, whether it was a short article or a detailed feature, and a gnawing sense of imperfection would bite at her. She almost always knew it could be better. 

Only this time, Chloe nodded to herself. 

She was sure editors or proofreaders could have picked or added, but she was satisfied with what she had written. With these stories, she had explored one of the most important journeys a young woman could go on: discovering her own superiority. She no longer worried about notions like "human rights," not when she understood that this was better for the boys. 

As if she needed any proof, she glanced back to the young man kneeling before her. Leon had his hands held behind his back. 

He was naked, collared, and wore his belt without any kind of complaint. 

"I'm done," she said as she leaned back. At the same time, she hooked two fingers against her skirt, and she pulled back those thin folds of fabric. 

"May I please you, Goddess?" 

"You may," she said and spread her legs. Utterly content, she watched as her boy crawled underneath her seat and up between her legs. He dipped his head between her inner thighs. At first, he kissed her, and she reveled in those moments of anticipation. Right as his tongue slid over her most sensitive spot, Chloe grinned as she embraced the freedom, power, and truth female supremacy. 



The End
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My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers and talk about our favorite fantasies. You can email me here at

ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas

for future stories. I’m also available for commissions. 



My favorite games:



Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge. 



Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. 

These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same. 



Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine. 



Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a

slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control. 



Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 



Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost. 



Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is. 



These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me:

ARitter664@gmail.com. 



Commissions:

Do you have a fantasy you just have to explore? If you’re interested in hiring me for a commission, you can get started by sending me an email. 
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