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    No, not another one. Right away, when he saw the envelope sitting there just inside of his apartment door, he knew this would be a problem. 
 
    If he’d been a woman, a letter from the Male Monitoring Bureau (MMB) wouldn’t have been a big deal; he wouldn’t need to worry about it. The MMB didn’t give women trouble. On the contrary, they routinely sent out brochures and booklets on the topic of male control, service, and training. This was obviously in addition to the many sponsored websites, TV specials, and documentaries they produced, all with one goal in mind: make sure men throughout society obeyed their superiors. 
 
    Logan never watched the documentaries or read the brochures. 
 
    First, he knew that men weren’t supposed to watch content intended for women. There wasn’t any specific law against it, but he understood how the social dynamics would play out. Besides, over the last five years, men had learned that there could be severe consequences for offending the women around them. 
 
    Holding on tight to the envelope, he walked back to his small couch, and he sat down. 
 
    He stared at the neatly printed lettering along the front. 
 
    His heart beat faster and faster. His skin was hot, and he grabbed it in both hands. For just a moment, he felt this overwhelming urge to rip through the paper, shred the envelope and its contents, and pretend this had never happened. He didn’t get a letter. He could feign ignorance about whatever it said. 
 
    But that wouldn’t work. 
 
    If a bureau agent came looking for him, there would be questions. More than that, and agent could question his right to exist as an independent boy. 
 
    Like so many other men all around the country, Logan threw his head back, he stared up at the ceiling, and he wished his gender hadn’t screwed up so incredibly hard. 
 
    Just before he was about to graduate from high school, there had been terrorist acts. “Men’s rights activists” described a recent election, so they came out in force. All at once, these different groups decided to work together. 
 
    Their goal? Mayhem. 
 
    They wanted to kidnap politicians, loot stores, and intimidate anyone who would go against their ideology. In short, they truly believed they would be able to assert male dominance throughout society. As far as those boys were concerned, the nation had grown weak because men had lost their primacy. 
 
    On TV, female actresses could be the main character. In movies, heroines were just as competent and strong as their male counterparts. And in the elections, women routinely won.  
 
    Five years ago, Logan didn’t really notice. He was too busy thinking about college to realize just how chaotic the world had become. He grew up in a world where politicians routinely shouted over one another and sniped on social media like angry, teenage girls. Being a politician didn’t mean knowing how to compromise; instead, it came down to a question of coming up with the sickest burn for your opponent. 
 
    The men’s rights activists failed horribly. 
 
    First, they failed. All across the country, the FBI caught most of them. Sure, there were a couple of quick shootings, but no one actually died. 
 
    It didn’t matter. 
 
    Even as their tacit supporters tried to defend what these men had done by denying the conspiracy, lying, and generally trying to rewrite the narrative, those boys were quickly thrown into jail. Not only that, they talked. A lot. 
 
    For a while, people were distracted. They had their cat videos, names, and specialized tastes to distract them. Until now. 
 
    Plenty of those men’s rights activists decided to talk to journalists and reporters. They came out, and they unleashed their manifestoes. Even in jail, they did their best to spread their message, largely because they really believed the rest of the community would agree with them. 
 
    They didn’t. 
 
    Those boys were quickly sentenced. 
 
    They were put in jail, the elections came, and female politicians won in landslide after landslide. All across the country, the dynamic changed. 
 
    For the first time in history, a woman controlled the executive branch. Not only that, females now dominated the legislature. 
 
    Those same boys claimed that this would lead to some terrible loss, like the nation was about to change forever. 
 
    This time, they were right. 
 
    The men’s rights activists didn’t understand just how they had unified the country. There were a few guys out there who still believed men should get paid more and have control over their families. They subscribed to some notion of masculine supremacy since they could bench lift more. 
 
    But most guys were willing to join the women. That’s because they didn’t understand what the new legislative body had in mind. 
 
    To start, they created the Male Monitoring Bureau to track boys who might get out of line. Then they started to talk about the various types of inequality that had held back women for so long. 
 
    Before long, men faced curfews. They faced additional taxes. In some areas of the country, they even lost the right to vote in local elections. That program would be expanded soon enough. 
 
    Busy with his classes, partying, and maybe dating a little bit, Logan never noticed. 
 
    But then he started hearing about the protests. A few guys started going out, and they argued that the women had gone too far, only it was too late for them. MMB agents came out, broke up their protests, escorted those boys off to jail, and soon assigned them guardians, women capable of retraining and reeducating these young men so that they could function in society. 
 
    Then men lost their citizenship. 
 
    In one contentious vote, all across the country, males were no longer allowed to be considered members of the state. They couldn’t hold office or vote. 
 
    The nation held its breath. They waited to see if there would be some massive swell of rebellion. 
 
    There wasn’t. 
 
    Then a letter started going out. 
 
    Some men would be allowed to maintain their status as independent people. 
 
    When Logan first got his letter, he tore it open right away. Hot panic had gripped him, but he had to know the truth. This was even worse than wondering if he had been accepted to college in the first place. 
 
    Since he enrolled, he earned good grades, was reasonably popular, and knew how to make friends. But one letter could change everything. 
 
    What if he lost his status? What if he was no longer permitted to make his own decisions? 
 
    He had heard rumors and read about this online: some boys received letters indicating that they were now property. He would be given away to some woman, whether she was connected or deemed essential for the economy. That’s right. Women who were doctors, scientists, engineers, and researchers could be given a boy as property. 
 
    She could free him if she wanted to, but why would she? Even if she decided she didn’t want a sex slave, a servant, or just a plaything, she could always sell him to a woman who did. And it happened. A lot. All across the web, new websites were created. These marketplaces allowed women to buy and sell their male chattel. 
 
    Lots of men didn’t believe it at first. They called all of this fake news, like that denial might be able to protect them. For plenty of previous controversies, it had. If they didn’t like something, they could just believe it wasn’t real. But then they got their letters. And even if they torched or ignored them, the MMB agents showed up, women in nice suits and equipped with tranquilizer rifles and stun guns. 
 
    Those boys learned to obey. Because even if they tried to run, the police, exclusively female now, would hunt them down like any other criminal. 
 
    Men who had always been law-abiding citizens suddenly had no idea how to cope. 
 
    But Logan got his letter. He would be allowed to maintain his independence and freedom. He wasn’t a citizen; there were no male citizens any longer, but he could still get a job, rent an apartment, and live his life however he saw fit. Of course, the letter still told him that he would do well to find a wife or get a sponsor in the form of a girlfriend or sibling. She could become responsible for him in a legal sense, which would offer him some protection. 
 
    Protection from what? 
 
    Logan hadn’t known then, and he didn’t ask. There were some questions he really didn’t want answered. 
 
    “Why now?” Logan asked his empty apartment. “What else would they want to send me?” 
 
    Breathing in and out, he grabbed his phone and pulled at the number of his best friend, Tricia. 
 
    Normally, he texted. In fact, it took him a few more seconds to find of the phone app on his device. But then he called her, listened to the ring tone and waited for her. 
 
    “Logan?” Tricia asked. “Is everything okay?” 
 
    “I got a letter,” he said. 
 
    “What? A bill? You know, they say boys are bad with finances, but I didn’t think it was true until I met you.” 
 
    He jumped off of his couch, gripped the envelope in one hand, and paced back and forth through his small living room. 
 
    “It’s not a bill,” he said. “Or at least, I don’t think it’s a bill.” 
 
    “Why are you freaking out?” Tricia asked. 
 
    He tightened his grip. 
 
    She didn’t understand. Of course, she didn’t understand. In this new world, Tricia’s gender granted her so many advantages. If she showed up for a job, the hiring manager (always female) would assume she was competent. If Logan tried to get work, he would have to prove himself again and again. 
 
    Even now, he worked as a “data entry specialist,” which meant he literally typed numbers into an Excel sheet. No one bothered telling him what they meant or what they would be used for. It didn’t matter. He worked at a small computer stall along with a bunch of other boys, and they made half of minimum wage. Payment requirements were only enforced for female staff, not boys like him. 
 
    “I’m freaking out because I got a letter from the MMB,” he told her. 
 
    “They know what they’re doing,” she said. 
 
    “Why aren’t you taking this more seriously?” 
 
    In previous generations, a woman could be harassed or even attacked, and the men around her wouldn’t understand. They might even try to blame her for the incident because of what she was wearing or where she happened to be. Now men all across the nation were getting a taste of similarly bitter medicine. 
 
    “Because it’s just a letter. I’m sure it’s not a big deal,” she said. “Besides, what’s the worst they could do?” 
 
    Logan didn’t answer. 
 
    He didn’t think his friend was right. Tricia just didn’t understand. 
 
    Then again, he had spent a lot of time online lately, especially at websites which had been officially banned. That said, he knew how to navigate the Dark Web to learn all about the reeducation centers and “male service camps”. He had heard about mandatory chastity cages, electric shock collars, tracking devices, even leashes and public spankings. 
 
    They didn’t happen in his city, but this community remained somewhat liberal when it came to men’s freedoms. 
 
    “Go on,” she said. Her voice softened a little bit, like she might actually feel bad about downplaying his reactions. Of course, if she told her friends about this, they would probably just call him an overly emotional male. “Open it. Or if you want, I can come over right now.” 
 
    “No thanks,” he said. 
 
    “Are you sure?” Tricia sounded really compassionate. 
 
    Yes, she was a good friend. 
 
    They met in college, just as the backlash started. There had been plenty of times when she walked into his classes, just to show the other females on campus that he was a cool boy and that they shouldn’t give him any trouble. 
 
    “Yeah. I can do this.” 
 
    “Go on then,” she said. 
 
    He breathed out slowly, then asked, “How is your new job going?” 
 
    “I love being an engineer with this construction firm, but you’re not going to get out of opening that envelope, Logan,” she said, her tone playful and almost flirtatious. 
 
    “He could probably wait…” 
 
    “Open it,” she ordered. 
 
    Like so many other young men, Logan was learning to obey these confident females who now populated the world. 
 
    At work, she probably bossed boys around every day. They would fetch her mail, get her coffee, clean her shoes, and perform any of the other countless menial tasks important people at offices like hers never even noticed. 
 
    He tore through the top of the envelope, reached to down between the paper folds, and he took out a single sheet of paper. 
 
    “Read it to me,” she commanded. 
 
    For a flickering heartbeat, he thought about teasing her and saying she couldn’t order him around. He was still an independent male, but something about the page in his hand felt different. Was it heavier? Better quality? No, that had to be his imagination. 
 
    Logan fell back to the edge of his couch, leaned forward, and he looked down along the first paragraph. 
 
    On September 3 of last year, you received a letter from the Male Monitoring Bureau. In this letter, you were assigned to the status of “independent male”. 
 
    So far, so good. 
 
    His eyes drifted down to the next paragraph: We regret to inform you that this original letter was sent out in error. Your official social status is: male chattel. If a female owner has not yet been assigned to you within this letter, you will receive notice within the next twenty-four hours via text and/email. Be sure to check your spam folder in case this message is mistakenly mis-categorized. 
 
    Almost like this was just a normal business letter, he checked to see if he found any names. No, there was nothing. 
 
    Then the truth of his situation started to sink in. 
 
    “No way,” he said with one hand still holding the phone to his ear. 
 
    Back in her own apartment, one about twice the size of his, Tricia asked, “What is it? What does it say?” 
 
    He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he allowed his eyes to skim over that text again and again. It was only on the fourth reread did he speak, “They made a mistake.” 
 
    “What? Do you owe an extra Male Tax or something? You know, that happens. And hey, if you need to borrow some money, I would be happy to help you out.” 
 
    “No,” he said, just barely whispering the word. 
 
    For Tricia, this was a joke. For him, it was his future. 
 
    “Come on,” she teased. “It could be a lot of fun. Just think about it. You could be my pool boy or something. I mean, I don’t have a pool, but I could have some fun with you as my cabana boy. Maybe I could have you rub some lotion on my back before I go hang out outside. I could snap my fingers, and you could get me some kind of tropical drink. I think that would be a lot of fun!” 
 
    “They revoked my status as an independent male,” he said. 
 
    “What?” She sounded surprised. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “It’s not just a tax or anything.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Tricia, I know how to read,” he growled back. 
 
    “Calm down.” 
 
    He exhaled slowly, forced his temper back, and said, “Yeah, I’m sorry. Look, I’m just a little bit upset. According to this, I’m actually going to get an owner. How is that even possible? I’m a person!” 
 
    “You’re a boy,” she said. As far as the women of the nation were concerned, there was an important distinction between those two ideas. 
 
    “It’s not fair,” he said. 
 
    “You should be careful,” she said. “If you say that to the wrong woman, you could end up with a public spanking. Or worse.” 
 
    Logan didn’t want to think about it. 
 
    He rubbed the ridge of his nose, shut his eyes, and said, “I’m nervous.” 
 
    “I’m sure it’s going to be okay. You’re smart, clean boy, and you know how to behave. Hey, maybe your owner will even let you keep your job.” 
 
    “But she would take my earnings,” he said. 
 
    “If you’re really being reassigned as male chattel, then you know the law.” 
 
    “The law isn’t right,” he said. 
 
    “Do know what wasn’t right?” Tricia asked as her voice hardened. “Those guys trying to blow up buildings, kidnap governors, and wreck society. That wasn’t right. I’m sorry that this going to be hard on you, but remember, the boys brought this on themselves.” 
 
    That was the generally accepted notion, especially among those in power. 
 
    Logan wished he could disagree, but there was something about the certainty in her voice. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t find the words. 
 
    “Do you want me to try to figure out an appeal for you?” 
 
    He inhaled through his teeth, “Would you?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” she said. “Look, I still have some work I need to take care of, but I will look into this right after I’m done. Okay?” 
 
    He was lucky he had a friend who could approach the MMB. Once any kind of government representative heard his voice, she would talk down to him like he was some kid. She would probably go on and on about how this was good news and that he should be grateful for his new social status. Or worse, they might “accidentally” get disconnected. 
 
      
 
    Logan texted her that night. 
 
    No response. 
 
    He went to sleep. Or rather, he showered, climbed into bed, and rolled around through most of the night. With every second, his focus stayed on his phone as he waited to hear the telltale chime of incoming text message. 
 
    What was Tricia doing? 
 
    He thought of calling her again, but he knew it wouldn’t do any good. If she found out anything, she would share it with him. 
 
    At some point, maybe he drifted off. Maybe not. But then he imagined what it would be like. Or rather, he thought of those scenes out on the streets. 
 
    Men on leashes. Some shirtless. Some naked. Men in cock locks or forced to wear full chastity cages. 
 
    At one point, Logan had walked by a playground, and there were three girls playing with a little boy. These kids were probably four or five, but the girls pushed the boy down and told him to crawl at their feet. The boy did it because he had learned what it meant to be male. 
 
    He woke from his half-sleep as the sunlight made the blinds over his windows glow. Instantly, he rolled over, grabbed his phone, and checked for a message. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    He didn’t see anything from Tricia, which seemed like bad news. 
 
    He didn’t see anything from the MMB, which seemed like good news? 
 
    Then a little bit of hope flickered in his chest as he wondered about something. What if the letter had been an error? What if he really was supposed to keep his status as an independent male? 
 
    Logan rolled out of bed, grabbed the letter, and found the phone number on the back. He wanted to type it into his phone and make the call, only something kept him from typing in the number. 
 
    He had this hope, but it could flicker out. 
 
    And what if he called and what if the government representative decided to change something in her computer? Would she have the authority to change his status herself? He had no idea how these mechanisms worked, but he wasn’t sure he wanted to take the chance. 
 
    Logan generally didn’t like conspiracy theories, but there were always stories floating around the internet about bored government employees and MMB agents stripping men of their social status as a joke, a hobby, or a way to kill some time. 
 
    It didn’t help that the women all across the country loved to joke about the possibility. 
 
    If a man cuts a woman off in traffic, she could do more than make some “boy driver” joke. She could suggest that maybe an MMB agent needed to track him down, collar him, and take him to a processing facility for sale. 
 
    If there were any women nearby, they probably enjoyed the joke. The men? Not so much, but if they complained, the same women will probably accuse him of being overly sensitive. It’s better for boys to be quiet. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, Logan decided he wasn’t brave enough for this. He set the document aside, and he was just about to go back into the kitchen and get some cereal for breakfast when his phone vibrated and chirped in the palm of his hand. 
 
    He saw her name: Tricia. 
 
    “Hey,” he said. “Did you learn anything?” He stifled the flash of irritation because she should have called him last night, but this was his friend, and she was doing a favor for him. Just as importantly, she was a woman with an important job, while he was just a boy and a data entry specialist. 
 
    “I have some news,” she said. “I want you to come over right now.” 
 
    “But I have to go to work.” 
 
    “Give me the number for your supervisor. I’ll give her a call, and I’ll make sure you’re okay.” 
 
    “What?” He blinked, stared off into the distance, and tried to understand what she was saying and why she was doing this. 
 
    “Logan, just do as I tell you, okay?” Before he could ask another question, she gave him the order again, “Give me the number for your supervisor.” 
 
    He pulled it up, texted it to her, and that’s when she said, “Okay. Great. Come over soon. I do have news, and I think you’re going to want to hear it sooner rather than later.” 
 
    Before he could ask any follow-up questions, she hung up on him. 
 
      
 
    He skipped his cereal, got dressed, and felt a strange pang as he wondered what he should wear for her. For her? This was Tricia. She was his best friend, and he never cared about what he wore in front for before. 
 
    But something had shifted; something sounded different. 
 
    As a girl, she always had more privileges and advantages, even in college. They would be out at a party, and she wouldn’t have to worry about getting back to the dorms. For one, she was allowed to live in an apartment. Second, she didn’t have a curfew. Third, if she got in trouble, she was more likely to get a warning, while he would have a formal demerit placed on his permanent record. 
 
    Despite all of this, they were still technically peers. They were both students, and they both took the same general education classes. Obviously, her engineering courses required more math, and there was a lot more stress, especially around midterms and finals. 
 
    Most of the boys on campus had learned not to complain about their grades or the amount of studying required of them. Usually, a guy might start, only to have a girl quickly talk over him, saying something like, “Peh, you don’t even know what you’re talking about. Seriously, boy classes are so easy! Besides, the teachers don’t even care about your grades. You probably just get a C, no matter what you deserve, because the teacher wants to pass you through and focus on a real student.” 
 
    He heard those comments again and again, dozens of times over his four years of university education. 
 
    He couldn’t remember Tricia ever saying something like that, but Logan couldn’t be sure. Besides, just because she didn’t say it to him didn’t mean she didn’t say it to any of the boys on campus. 
 
    Ah well. It didn’t matter, not here, not now. He had his degree, and now he needed to figure out what was going on with his status. 
 
    He checked his hair in the mirror, left his apartment, locking the door behind him. 
 
    Since he didn’t make much, he didn’t bother trying to buy a car. Luckily, Tricia’s apartment building was only a few blocks away. Head down, with his hands in his pockets, he marched toward her place. 
 
    As his heart kicked in his chest, he wanted to believe it was the exercise and early-morning workout. 
 
    It wasn’t. 
 
    What had she found out? What did she want to tell him? 
 
    Anxiety scratched at his insides. 
 
    At several points, he tried to relax, only he couldn’t do it. 
 
    “Hey, cutie! Maybe you should take off that coat and shirt!” 
 
    Logan jerked his head up as he passed a construction site. A group of women were gathered around a table: supervisors. Behind them, men lugged heavy equipment and building materials. He saw the long strips of wood and bricks. 
 
    One of the women smacked her lips in his direction. Another winked at him. 
 
    He kept his head down and kept walking. 
 
    “What’s wrong? Are you in a rush?” 
 
    The women started laughing at him. 
 
    He knew they didn’t really expect a response; they did it for each other, to bond like a group. 
 
    As a little kid, he had heard about cat-calling, that ancient practice of men shouting out to random women. At the time, he hadn’t really understood, especially because some guy said, “What’s the big deal? It’s a complement. I’m just saying she’s attractive.” 
 
    But that wasn’t it; that wasn’t it at all, which Logan now knew for himself. Those women were showing off, demonstrating their bravery. More than that, it seemed like they wanted to remind him of his place. There were three of them and just one of him. Not only that, those women were all entitled to use tranquilizer pistols and stun guns. If they wanted to have some fun with him, they could. 
 
    A shiver ran down his spine. 
 
    He didn’t know what his social status might technically be, whether he was actually male chattel or still an independent male. Either way, if something happened, it would be his fault. 
 
    A cop might ask him why he had chosen his best coat and pants if he didn’t want to attract attention. 
 
    When he glanced over his shoulder, he saw that the women weren’t following. That was good. That was really good. 
 
    When he got to Tricia’s building, the glass doors slid open, but the guard quickly strode over to him. She was a taller woman with blonde hair tied back into a severe bun. “Hello,” she said. “Who are you here to see, boy?” 
 
    “My friend,” he replied. “Tricia Perkins.” 
 
    “Is she expecting you?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said, careful to keep his voice low and respectful. 
 
    The guard examined him for a few seconds. Finally, she said, “Okay. You can go over to the intercom, but I don’t want to see you pulling any pranks.” 
 
    A prank? What? Did she think he was some little kid who just ran in here? 
 
    In spite of his irritation, something prompted him to tell her, “Thank you, ma’am. I’ll behave.” She was just a guard, but she was also a woman, and he couldn’t help but notice the stun gun hanging from her waist. Those implements had become so ubiquitous in society. At one point, women had routinely feared men, thinking they are bigger and stronger, yet the technology made any physical advantages pretty much irrelevant. 
 
    A man’s upper body strength didn’t mean much when electricity shot through his frame, knocking him down and making him ultimately vulnerable. 
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
    Head down, Logan went over to the board, pulled up Tricia’s name on the touchscreen and hit the intercom key. 
 
    “Logan? Is that you?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” Then he flinched. Really? Ma’am? 
 
    On the other end of the line, she giggled, “That was funny. Is the guard making you nervous?” 
 
    “Maybe a little,” he confessed. 
 
    “That’s okay. You can come up.” 
 
    The red light over the double doors leading to the elevator bank shifted, turning green. Logan glanced back at the guard who nodded as though she was impressed with his comportment. 
 
    He swallowed back his irritation. He hated getting treated like this, but there was nothing he could do. 
 
    He rode the elevator up, got off on her floor, and found her door. 
 
    Along the way, he couldn’t help but admire the nice carpet, the works of art on the walls, and the big windows at the end of each hall. Yeah, the people in this tower definitely had a lot of money. 
 
    When he came to her door, he didn’t hesitate. He felt exposed out here, like he didn’t really belong. Sure, he had permission, but it still felt strange. 
 
    The men who lived in this tower weren’t independent; they were chattel. They were property, playthings, servants and slaves. 
 
    Granted, that last word wasn’t used often. “Slave” had the wrong connotations and sounded crass. Rude or not, the word got used in less savory conversations, especially since there were criminal organizations that sold men without permits. 
 
    Right after he knocked, the door opened, and Tricia appeared. 
 
    She was lovely with her dark bangs, ponytail, and lithe physique. He may have been a couple of inches taller, but Logan still felt intimidated around this girl. There was something about her sharp, crystalline gaze and the way she saw the world. 
 
    “Hi,” she said, stepping aside. “Come in.” 
 
    Her apartment looked great with its large living room and two master bedrooms. Off to one side of the large square of the living area, he saw the kitchen. He had been here a couple of times when they wanted to have movie nights. 
 
    “Can you tell me what’s going on?” 
 
    “Say please,” she teased. 
 
    His brows creased with a mix of confusion and annoyance. 
 
    “Just tell me.” 
 
    She wagged a finger. “Say please.” 
 
    His shoulders drooped, and he knew this was a game for her, but then he realized something. She would only play with him like this if she had good news. 
 
    “Okay,” he said, discovering a fresh reservoir of patience, “Please.” 
 
    Still, Tricia didn’t answer right away. She sauntered over to her couch, sat down, rested one arm along the back, and crossed her legs. In those black yoga pants and that snug, dark red tank top, she looked good. 
 
    Of course, Logan had learned not to stare. In previous generations, men would have argued it was impossible. If they saw a pretty girl, so many guys believed, then they just had to look. So what if she felt violated? So what if she didn’t appreciate the attention? 
 
    In the last four years, under the threat of losing whatever social status they still retained, men had learned how to behave. 
 
    He kept his eyes fixed on her gaze as he waited for her to share something. 
 
    “I have news,” she said. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    If Tricia felt uncomfortable having her guest stand while she sat, she gave no indication of it. Perhaps she already knew he was too nervous to get on the couch. 
 
    “The MMB decided they made a mistake regarding your social status. Apparently, your GPA wasn’t high enough to warrant your status as an independent male. But…” She jerked her finger into the air, halting that rush of dread and despair. 
 
    “But?” Logan asked. “But what?” All of his hopes disintegrated as he wondered what this would be like. Would there be another letter indicating he had to report to one of the processing facilities? Would he be sold in another city? 
 
    He had seen pictures of the auction houses, those men collared, shackled, naked and put on display. Sometimes, they were allowed to talk about their attributes. They could discuss their skills, services, and willingness to obey. 
 
    Of course, there were also the disobedient men, those who had to be caged and gagged. The women who bought them sought a “challenge,” because those were the sadistic females who looked forward to breaking those boys. 
 
    Some people enjoyed restoring old cars or building birdhouses. Then there were the women who loved taming defiant men and selling them for a profit. Logan tried not to think about those entrepreneurs. 
 
    “Please, just tell me what’s going on,” he said. 
 
    “Your status as an independent male has been revoked, but since I contacted the MMB, I was able to make some arrangements.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Do me a favor, Logan,” she said, taking her time with every syllable, “Go over to the stand by the door, and tell me what you see.” 
 
    His brows creased again, but he did as she asked. When he approached, he glanced down and saw the collar. 
 
    It was simple and sleek, black leather. Even so, he recognized the affectations that separated this from a more traditional canine collar. For one, there was a small, subtly packed battery, electrodes, and a specialized hasp designed for a lock. 
 
    It was a slave collar. 
 
    “Why do you have this?” 
 
    “Pick it up,” she said. 
 
    “Please, just tell me what’s going on,” he said again. 
 
    “Pick it up,” Tricia repeated. Her tone made it very clear that she wasn’t interested in a debate or a discussion. If he wanted to know what was happening, then he had to play her game. 
 
    Tentatively, he reached down and touched the collar. Another shiver reverberated through his body because he knew what a device like this could mean. Men who were in these collars weren’t allowed to take them off. Men who were in these collars had almost no control over their lives. Their only choices? Disobey and face punishment or obey and accept humiliation. 
 
    He grabbed the collar and held it up. He tightened his grip and turned back to his friend. 
 
    Tricia watched him with this condescending smirk. “Bring it to me,” she ordered. 
 
    Realizing she still wouldn’t share any information, he marched back over to her. 
 
    He held it out. 
 
    “No,” she said. “We need you to get down on your knees and do this properly.” 
 
    “Properly?” Logan snorted. 
 
    “I’m serious,” she said. “Besides, you don’t want to face any consequences for bad behavior.” 
 
    A sinking feeling started to reverberate through his stomach as he looked at his best friend. They had snuck him out of his dorm room past curfew, gone to parties, danced, hit concerts, watched movies, and had so much fun. 
 
    But now, he saw another side of her. Back in college, they could have been classmates, but now she exuded this power and authority. Clearly, she knew that she was in charge; she was in control, so he needed to do as she asked—as she ordered. 
 
    He got down onto his knees, he held up the collar, and she surprised him. “No,” she said. “Not yet.” 
 
    He lowered the band back down toward the floor, and that’s when she reached out and touched him. Her fingers brushed along the underside of his chin, leaving this electric tingle in her wake. “Logan, I have some bad news. Your status has been officially changed. You are male chattel, but you don’t have to worry about a stranger owning you.” 
 
    His eyes widened. They moistened. 
 
    “No,” he replied, determined and defiant. “Please, don’t say it. Please…” His voice stretched strained, but she just grinned at him. 
 
    “I am your official owner,” she said. 
 
    She grabbed the collar from his loosened grip, lifted it, pulled it around his neck, drew it tight, and engaged the clasp. 
 
    As Logan experienced every step of getting collared, he yearned to jerk his hands up and stop her. He could have pushed her back, but this strange paralysis gripped him. 
 
    Then it was done. 
 
    He wore a collar. 
 
    When he walked in here, he had been an independent male. Now he was chattel. 
 
    Unable to believe all of this, he shook his head from side to side, “No. This can’t be right. You’re joking with me, right? Tricia, this is a joke, right?” 
 
    “No joke,” she said, her eyes glittering. “Now go back to the stand, open the drawer, and find a heart-shaped lock. Bring it to me.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Her eyes sparkled, “Because I’m your owner, and I just gave you a command.” 
 
    “Wait, can we please this talk about this?” 
 
    “Lock,” she repeated, “Now.” 
 
    Any hope that having his best friend as his owner might make things easier began to fade and wilt. He got up, went back to the stand by the door, opened the drawer, and he found the lock. He pulled it out along with the key. 
 
    He brought both pieces back to her. He dropped them into her outstretched hand, and she grinned. “Okay,” she said. “Kneel.” 
 
    He got down onto his knees. He had ever done this in front of a girl before, especially Tricia. 
 
    “You’re being very obedient,” she said. “That’s good. I want you to know that I will punish you, but I’m not really looking forward to it.” 
 
    Refusing to think about that, he instead changed the subject, “If you’re my owner, does that mean you could release me?” 
 
    “What do you think?” Tricia asked, and she seemed genuinely curious about his perspective. “I don’t understand all the procedures, but that’s an owner’s right. Isn’t it? If you want to sign the paperwork, you could release me, and you could give me back my status as an independent male.” 
 
    “I could,” she said. 
 
    “Then why don’t you?” 
 
    “Since I’m your owner now, I need to understand more about you. Go ahead and strip.” 
 
    This was his best friend; Logan couldn’t just get naked in front of her! 
 
    “I’m not joking, Logan,” she said. That’s when he noticed the phone sitting there on the cushion next to her. Her fingers brushed along the screen as she picked it up. 
 
    He knew how the control collar around his neck functioned: it would be paired with a device, probably her phone. If she swiped the screen or tapped a button, she would be able to punish him. He had never been electrocuted before, and he didn’t want to find out how it might feel. 
 
    Some guys loved watching those videos. There were lots of images online of men getting shocked for one disobedient act or another. The guys who enjoyed seeing this probably thought those boys had been disobedient and deserved it. They were dumb, stepping out of line or arguing with the women in their lives. Obviously, they deserved this punishment. 
 
    “Last chance,” she said. 
 
    His fingers went down to the bottom of his shirt, he grabbed it, pulled it up, and peeled it off. 
 
    “Not bad,” she said. “But I think you’re probably going to have to add to your workout routines.” 
 
    As her eyes ran along his body, she could enjoy what she owned while also thinking of the improvements she might make. “Callie had her boy work out for thirty minutes every day, and it’s made a huge difference.” 
 
    Shirtless in front of his best friend, he didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “Now the pants,” she said. 
 
    “Please, do I have to?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” she said. “I want to see what kind of equipment I’m going to get to play with.” 
 
    “You don’t have to do this.” 
 
    “If I didn’t, someone else would,” she said. 
 
    His shoulders tensed, locking up, and he really, really wished he could argue with her. She already had the app open on her phone. In fact, she turned the device around just long enough for him to see the control panel for his collar. 
 
    He saw the tracking features, the punishment features, and the general monitoring of his vitals. 
 
    As a boy, he didn’t have any right to privacy. If he got nervous or scared, his owner would know about it. Wherever he traveled, she would be able to follow. At least she hadn’t said anything about getting him chipped. 
 
    “Go on,” she said with her finger poised just above the screen. “You’ve only been my slave for a few minutes. You don’t want to get shocked already, do you?” 
 
    Slave. She said it. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said, her tone softening. “You’re a boy, Logan. You need someone to own you and to take care of you. You need to be trained. I know you thought you were being cute by trying to be an independent male, but do you think that’s really possible? Men have always made such terrible decisions. Why do you think you would be any exception?” 
 
    “I—” he started to say uncertainly, but she cut him off. 
 
    “Take your pants off right now,” she said. This time, he knew she wasn’t messing around, and she wouldn’t be patient for much longer either. 
 
    His nostrils flared, and he hated doing this, but he still unbuttoned his pants, pulled them down along with his boxers, and suddenly he was naked in front of his best friend. 
 
    He kept his legs together, and he held his wrists crossed in front of his genitals. 
 
    “Stand,” she ordered. “Hands behind your head.” 
 
    He hesitated. 
 
    This time, her patience vanished. 
 
    With one finger movement, she pressed her fingertip down against the screen, the device registered the order, it sent the signal, which was received by the collar around his neck. 
 
    Logan cried out as the electricity sizzled into his skin and reverberated through his body. Those volts shot through his flesh, darting from one nerve to another. Every pain receptor he possessed cried out all at once. 
 
    The next thing he knew, he was on his knees, bent forward with his knuckles pushed into the soft carpet. 
 
    “Care to try again?” She sounded sympathetic with, “I know you didn’t enjoy that. To be honest, I didn’t enjoy punishing you.” Something in her tone made it hard to believe her. “Now stand up with your hands behind your head.” 
 
    He hesitated for just a few seconds, but then his muscles started to move, seemingly on their own. He stood up, and he kept his wrists crisscrossed in front of him for a few more seconds. Her eyes shined and sparkled with amusement. 
 
    And why not? With just one conversation, she had been given a valuable piece of property by the government. Men could be incredibly expensive, especially the boys who had worked so hard to earn their degrees. These were the guys plenty of women really, really wanted to tame. After all, the educated ones had believed they could change the world or maintain their independence. Obviously, they need to be tamed and broken most of all. 
 
    He hated himself for doing it, but Logan pulled his hands away from his front, he laced his fingers behind his head, and he stood there in front of his best friend, naked and on display. 
 
    “You like this,” she said. 
 
    “No, I don’t,” he said emphatically. 
 
    Tricia rose from her spot on the couch, stepped forward, and he wanted to retreat back, but he already knew that wouldn’t be acceptable. She circled him once, twice, occasionally reaching out and brushing her fingers along his skin. 
 
    The first time she touched him, he flinched. Then she laughed, “You will not be scared of me,” she said. “I’m still your friend, Logan. I care about you, and I’m going to make sure you get the proper training you need.” 
 
    “Please, you can’t really believe that,” he said. 
 
    “Oh? Are you going to start talking about men’s rights? Equality?” She snorted like those ideas were obviously wrong and broken and could never be taken seriously by any reasonable woman. 
 
    Her taunting tone stopped him. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said again. “This is going to take some getting used to. There’s going to be an adjustment period, but there’s one thing I really want from you, Logan.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Honesty,” she said. “That’s what really, really matters to me. I understand you might make a few mistakes and that I will have to correct your behavior, but you cannot lie to me. If you do, I’m going to get very upset very quickly, and there will be consequences.” 
 
    He hated how she talked down to him, how she addressed him like she was his superior and he would never be able to catch up. But in a society where men could be owned, he knew the chances of getting his social status back without her consent would be nearly impossible. 
 
    “Now, I’m going to give you another chance, are you turned on right now?” 
 
    Logan said nothing. 
 
    But then she walked in front of him, reached down, and she slid her fingers along his balls, up the base of the shaft, and along his cock. Simultaneously, she looked right into his eyes. He was hard. There was no denying the erection pointing up toward his owner. 
 
    “Answer me, Logan,” she said. When she used his name, she turned it into something demeaning. 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “Were you secretly hoping to be owned?” 
 
    “No,” he said, a lot faster this time. “It’s not that.” 
 
    “I told you not to lie to me,” she said, holding up her phone. 
 
    “I’m not lying!” 
 
    “Yeah, I think you’re lying. You came in here, found you would be a slave, and suddenly you got hard. What? Am I supposed to think that was some kind of coincidence?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. 
 
    “Well, I do,” she replied. “You’re a boy, and you know you need to be owned. You can feel it. That’s why you’re turned on right now. Or maybe you were always in love with me? Is that it?” 
 
    His lips parted, he jerked his head up, and he quickly said, “No. I’m not. I—” 
 
    “Shush,” she interrupted. “Let’s work on your service skills. Go to the kitchen, and get me my favorite drink.” 
 
    “Can I put my clothes on first?” 
 
    She seemed to think about this for a few seconds before deciding, “No.” Then she sat down and called out, “You don’t want to take long. I would hate to get bored and have to shock you for fun.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t,” he said as he started to walk away. 
 
    “Try me,” she said. He glanced over his shoulder, saw her grinning and really didn’t know what to believe. 
 
    When he got to her kitchen, he opened the fridge, peered inside, and hesitated. Obviously, this was her apartment, so the place was stocked with the stuff she liked most. But what did she want? 
 
    Logan knew better than to try to ask. 
 
    This was a test. It may have been something else, almost as though she wanted him to feel that nervous flutter in his chest. 
 
    Grape juice? Diet Coke? A glass of wine? 
 
    He picked the grape juice, poured some, added ice, and brought her the cup. It felt so strange to walk around her apartment, especially naked. But she took the glass without looking down into its contents, kept her eyes on him, and enjoyed a sip. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. “But this isn’t my favorite drink. You should have grabbed me some Diet Coke.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said. “I really did my best.” 
 
    “Oh, I know you did,” she said. “But now you have to make it up to me. So what is my slave boy going to do?” 
 
    “Please, can we just stop this? I’m supposed to be your friend.” 
 
    “You can be my friend and my slave,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t think that’s how this works,” he protested. 
 
    “A boy doesn’t get to have an opinion on slavery,” she said. “That’s why you’re naked and collared. Isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yeah…” He said, feeling as though he had to respond with something. 
 
    “I didn’t like that. Your tone was off. Try again.” She enjoyed another sip from her glass. 
 
    Try again? What did she want? Then he flashed back down to the tower’s atrium and entryway where he had instinctively referred to the guard as “ma’am”. But he couldn’t do that with Tricia. 
 
    “I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    “You could always try something like Goddess,” she said. Her eyes twinkled with enjoyment as she savored the look of embarrassment running across his handsome face. 
 
    “Please. You can’t be serious.” 
 
    “There’s always Mistress,” she said it. She seemed to be trying out these titles herself. “Or you could call me Princess.” 
 
    “I’m not calling you Princess,” he growled back. 
 
    His defiance earned him a swift tap of her finger against her touch screen. 
 
    Logan had truly believed his best friend wouldn’t do this; he had held onto the idea that they could still be equals, which was easier for him. For her? Not so much. Why would any girl want to give up the privilege of being female and exerting authority based on gender alone? 
 
    He dropped to his knees. Panting, he glared at her now. Hot anger blasted across his face, but she remained poised and demure there on the couch. 
 
    Not only that, she slipped her feet from her flats and said, “Are you ready to apologize?” 
 
    “Apologize? Why would I need to apologize?” 
 
    “Because you didn’t give me my due deference,” she said. “I’m your owner now, Logan.” She said it slowly, as though she truly believed he might not understand the concept. 
 
    Logan opened his mouth, took a breath, and he was ready to argue with her. But she still held her phone. She still had one finger poised right above the screen. 
 
    Heat played along his face; his forehead got damp. Since he had always been a good boy and never stepped out of line or questioned female authority, he had never been in a position like this. Sure, girls occasionally bumped him on their way to something important, and he never talked back or argued, but now he had Tricia’s gaze fixed right there on his face. 
 
    She wasn’t about to get distracted; she wasn’t about to let this go. 
 
    “Well? Are you going to apologize?” 
 
    In spite of everything he wanted to believe about himself, Logan gave in, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “For what?” Tricia, it seemed, had no intention of making this easy. 
 
    “I’m sorry I didn’t give you your due deference,” he said. 
 
    “What title will you use with me from now on?” 
 
    “Princess,” he spat the word. 
 
    “And now you’re ready to beg for the chance to kiss my toes, aren’t you?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Beg for the chance to kiss my toes,” she said, shifting from a question to a command. 
 
    He recognized the certainty and determination in her voice. This was something she wanted and expected, so Tricia wouldn’t be denied. 
 
    “I can’t do that. I—” 
 
    His owner had no interest in waiting to hear what kind of lame excuse he might offer. Instead, she hit the button, so jagged volts of hot electricity shot through his body. The next thing he knew, he was down on his back, panting. He quickly wiped tears from his eyes, and he heard her giggling, “You know, in school, I thought you were pretty smart. But right now, you’re acting really, really dumb.” 
 
    “I’m not dumb!” 
 
    “Prove it,” she said with a wicked smile. 
 
    After another nervous gulp, he climbed up. He glared at her again, but she raised one foot and wiggled her toes in front of him. 
 
    “Kiss my toes,” she ordered. “Kiss them like an obedient slave boy who’s grateful for the opportunity to be this close to his owner.” 
 
    “You’re not my owner,” he was about to say, only he knew those words would be completely and utterly futile. Instead, he answered in a small, defeated voice, “Yes, Princess.” 
 
    She giggled again, sounding exactly like some excited little girl. 
 
    He lowered his head, brushed his lips along her big toe, and then he kissed the next one, the next one after that. 
 
    He saw the crimson of her nail polish, the sleek arch of her foot, and the sweet curves of her ankle. This girl was gorgeous, and his erection didn’t go away while he kissed her toes. 
 
    “Now suck my big toe,” she said. 
 
    “No. Please, please don’t tell me to do that,” he whined. 
 
    “I like hearing you beg you, but you’re going to do this,” Tricia promised. 
 
    Realizing she was right, he lowered his head down again, wrapped his lips around her big toe, and he started to suck. She pushed her foot forward, deeper into his mouth. His lips tightened around those curves. 
 
    She started giggling, “Don’t stop!” 
 
    He didn’t. 
 
    While she commanded him, he knew he couldn’t. 
 
    Every time he swallowed, shifted his head, or moved his neck, he sensed the heavy collar around his neck as a reminder of his new social status. 
 
    “Other foot,” she announced. 
 
    He looked at her foot. He leaned to down, but she pulled her leg away. “How do you address me?” 
 
    “Princess,” he said. 
 
    “And are you a grateful slave? Do you enjoy being on your knees in front of your owner?” 
 
    “Yes, Princess.” 
 
    “You’re right. And how can I tell?” 
 
    His brows crumpled up with confusion for a second or two, but then he looked down and saw his erection. It wasn’t fair. His body wasn’t supposed to betray him like this, but she was a beautiful girl. More than that, they had been friends, and he always tried to push those temptations aside, but it was impossible to ignore the smooth contours of her cheeks, the shine of her hair, and the gorgeous sounds of her laughter. He always loved hearing her laugh, at least until now. 
 
    “I’m hard,” he said. 
 
    Her foot reached down between his legs, and he started to lift his hand. He wanted to push her foot aside, only something stopped him. 
 
    His status had been changed. He had been demoted from an independent male to chattel. 
 
    “I’m a slave,” he whispered. 
 
    Luckily, Tricia didn’t seem to hear him. 
 
    She rubbed her toes along his erection. Then she slipped down, and she gently touched his balls with the tips of her feet. 
 
    He shivered, closed his eyes, and embraced those sensations. They were delicious, alluring, and addictive all at the same time. 
 
    He craved more, but she pulled her foot back, lifted her other set of toes, and she wiggled them. 
 
    “Suck,” she ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Princess,” he said. 
 
    While his mouth went to work, she grinned and closed her eyes, “I know this isn’t what you wanted, Logan, but that’s okay. The MMB knows what it’s doing. If they assessed you and decided you are going to be better off as a slave, then you’re going to be better off as a slave. And hey, at least you don’t have to worry about getting sold in some foreign country. As long as you obey me, I’ll take really good care of you. In fact, we might not even need to get you a cage, so long as you cooperate.” 
 
    She pulled her foot away. 
 
    “What do you think of that, boy?” 
 
    “I’m grateful,” he said. His bottom lip trembled. 
 
    “Oh? It looks like you’re about to cry? Why is that?” 
 
    Logan couldn’t stop himself. “It’s not fair! I worked so hard, and I did everything right! I’m not one of those sexist jackasses who wants to go back to the old way. I didn’t even complain when I couldn’t get an important job or make a lot of money because I’m a boy. This isn’t fair!” 
 
    He was panting now. 
 
    “Logan, you’re smart for a boy, so I want you to stop and think about what you just said.” 
 
    His lungs continued to frantically pump. His chest rose and fell with that frantic desperation. 
 
    “What’s wrong with what you just said?” Tricia asked after a few more seconds. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “Go on,” she said to encourage her slave boy. “You can do it.” 
 
    “No…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “It’s really okay.” He had closed his eyes and tensed up, perhaps thinking he would get another shock of electricity. “I want you to listen to me very carefully. This is important. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Princess.” 
 
    If she picked up on the irritation in his voice, then she didn’t care. Why would she? She had every legal advantage over this young man. Not only that, she could shock him. Even if he grabbed her phone, his fingerprint wouldn’t be able to activate the device, and he had no idea where the key was anyway. Yes, the women who designed these systems had done an excellent job to make sure the boys would remain trapped. 
 
    “Enslaving you doesn’t have to do with punishment. It’s not about what those men’s rights activists did or the trouble they caused. This is about giving you what you need. You’re a boy, and males are inherently inferior. You need to be controlled. You need to be owned. You need someone to take care of you and tell you what to do. In exchange, you are allowed to serve me. But remember, this is always for your own good.” 
 
    He inhaled through his mouth. Then he stopped himself. 
 
    “Tell me that this isn’t about punishment.” 
 
    “This isn’t about punishment,” he repeated. 
 
    “Good boy. Now tell me you should be owned.” 
 
    “I don’t think I can,” he said. 
 
    “Why do you think you’re hard right now?” 
 
    He bit down, his teeth locking together as he glanced toward his erection. 
 
    “Tell me,” she said. 
 
    “Because you’re pretty,” he tossed back. 
 
    “That’s not it,” she said. 
 
    He filled his lungs again and told the truth, “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Yes, you do.” 
 
    What did she want? What was he supposed to say? 
 
    Because he couldn’t cooperate, he bowed his head down and stared at the carpet. 
 
    “Guess.” 
 
    He remained silent. 
 
    “You’re starting to seem defiant, Logan. If you stay that way, I’m going to have to shock you again. Is that what you want? Do you want to get shocked?” 
 
    He didn’t move. 
 
    She stood up, put her foot on his shoulder and shoved him down to his back. He fell, looked up along the length of her body, from the sleek fabric tight against her thighs and crotch all the way up to her flat stomach and to the mounds of her breasts. 
 
    Biting down, he clearly decided he wanted to defy her. 
 
    She pulled her foot away, shocked him, and listened as he cried out. She shocked him again. He twitched there on the floor, writhing like a broken toy. 
 
    But then he got really defiant. 
 
    Scrambling forward, he rolled over, crawled, and jumped to his feet as he raced toward the door. 
 
    “Really?” Tricia asked. Some of her teachers in high school and college had talked about how foolish boys could be. These were during the special class meetings, the ones where males weren’t allowed to attend. Instead, the boys stayed home and learned how to cook and clean. 
 
    He scrambled toward the door, reached for the knob, and she just touched her finger to the screen and held it there this time. 
 
    The batteries in his collar flashed to life, pumping electricity through the electrodes and straight into his body. He fell back again. 
 
    Tricia didn’t pay attention to exactly how long she shocked him for. But by the time she walked over to him, she looked down and placed her foot right there on his sternum. She shifted her weight. 
 
    “Apologize.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Princess!” 
 
    “Good,” she said. “What are you?” 
 
    “I’m your slave!” 
 
    Logan didn’t know whether or not he believed these words, but it didn’t matter. He would do anything to avoid that white-hot haze of agony. Even the memory of those excruciating seconds made him twitch. 
 
    “And you’re looking forward to learning how to be a good slave for me, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Princess!” 
 
    “And you’re still hard because this is who you are and this is what you need, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, Princess!” 
 
    “And you’re glad the MMB corrected their mistake, aren’t you?” 
 
    His eyes opened wide, and he stared at her again. 
 
    She snapped her fingers and pointed toward her bedroom. “Crawl into my room right now.” 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    He had never been in there before. Even when he arrived and waited for her before they went out to dinner or to go see a movie, he had never crossed the threshold into her private space. 
 
    But now, he was her slave, and the rules had changed. 
 
    He started crawling. Terrified of another shock, he obeyed his owner, scurrying across the floor. She watched him move like a dog, and she chuckled. All at once, she understood why so many women retrained their boys as canines. 
 
    But no, that wouldn’t be Logan’s fate. Instead, she followed. Back in her bedroom, she said, “I think I might know what the problem is. I haven’t fucked you yet. But once I’m on top of you and you’re helpless, you’ll really understand what it means to be a slave. You belong to me, and I can use your body whenever I want. That’s why I’m going to keep you here for the next couple of weeks. I want you alone and isolated, vulnerable and utterly dependent on my approval. Tell me you understand, slave.” 
 
    “I understand, Princess.” 
 
    “Bend over the bed.” 
 
    “Do I have to?” 
 
    She chuckled, “Yes. You have to.” Those words compelled his obedience. He climbed up, pressed down on his elbows, and bent over the bed just as she wanted. Then she came up behind him, stroked his naked ass, jerked her hand back, and spanked him. Her hand flashed down in a blur, struck, and sent another burst of pain running through his body. This one was focused, a quick jolt. She jerked her hand back and did it again. 
 
    “Apologize for your defiance.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Princess!” 
 
    “Who am I?” 
 
    “You’re my owner!” 
 
    “And who are you?” 
 
    “I’m your slave!” 
 
    “Do you believe that?” 
 
    “Yes, Princess! I believe it! I know it’s true!” 
 
    “Good,” she said. “Lay down on the bed and spread your arms and legs for me.” 
 
    She didn’t even wait to see if he obeyed this time. Rather, she returned to her dresser, and she pulled out the silk ropes she had purchased for this exact occasion. Logan didn’t need to know how she stepped out that morning to purchase the necessary equipment, like his collar, lock, and ropes. 
 
    She glanced down into the drawer and grinned. This last piece of his enslavement would probably be the most difficult for him to accept, but she knew it would be good for him, especially after he was spent and exhausted. 
 
    She climbed back up onto the bed and started to tie him up. 
 
    Staring straight up at the ceiling, he didn’t resist as the cords tightened around his wrists, first his right, then his left. As the seconds ticked by, she stripped away more and more of his mobility. Once she was certain he wouldn’t be able to escape, Tricia reached down, grinned, and brushed her fingers along his scrotum and up his naked shaft. 
 
    “You’re going to pleasure me first. I loved having your mouth on my feet. Now it’s time for you to taste me.” 
 
    She shimmied out of her pants and pulled them off along with her panties. 
 
    Tricia didn’t waste any time; instead, she leaned down, pressing her sex to his lips. “Lick me,” she ordered. 
 
    He obeyed, gently tickling her opening with the tip of his tongue. 
 
    “Deeper,” she commanded, and he complied again. His tongue penetrated her opening, sliding in deep. He could feel the swell of her arousal and taste the dampness of her excitement. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Very nice. Keep going. Faster. Faster!” 
 
    His tongue slid, swiped, lapped, and played along her sex. He worked hard to please her, going faster and faster. 
 
    She remained content, quiet and serene as he worked. His tongue started to hurt, but she enjoyed her position right there braced against his face. 
 
    Just as he started to worry he might mess this up, she pulled away, grinned down at him, and took him by his shaft again. She wrapped her fingers around his length, and he nearly climaxed. 
 
    “No,” she said simply. 
 
    He panted, inhaling through his teeth before she lowered herself down onto his shaft. She enveloped him, squeezing the walls of her opening against his circumference. She took him, inch by inch, forcing him to surrender. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “This is mine. You belong to me.” 
 
    “Yes, Princess!” 
 
    Tricia worked him faster now, sliding up and down. 
 
    “I’m keeping you; I want you to know that. You’re never getting away. You are mine. You’re always going to be mine.” 
 
    “Yes, Princess!” 
 
    “And that’s why this is going to be your last orgasm for at least six months.” 
 
    His eyes widened. 
 
    She grinned down as her hair spilled down along the contours of her face. Pink excitement raced along her cheeks as she pumped him harder. There was something so amazing about seeing that look of panic splash across his handsome face. 
 
    “After I finish with you here, I’m locking you up in a chastity cage,” she said. “It’s made by the same people who designed to your collar, Logan.” She started to speed up now. He bit down. He was fighting so hard not to climax; he didn’t want to lose control, but she intended to steal it away anyway. 
 
    “That’s right!” She burst out laughing. “You’re going to be locked up. I’m going to have another app on my phone, and if you disobey me, you’re going to get a different kind of shock in a different spot!” 
 
    “No! Please! Not that!” 
 
    “I’ll be able to fry your cock whenever you step out of line, and forget orgasms without permission. Your body belongs to me!” 
 
    He tried to hold it back, but she slid down, shifted up, and came back down again, hard and fast as she claimed her boy. He pulled against the ropes tying him down, but he didn’t stand a chance. He couldn’t escape. 
 
    The stimulation overwhelmed him, beating down those defenses until his shaft began to pulsate. She felt it, threw her head back, bit down on her lower lip, and panted. Hot pleasure coursed through her body as she felt him climax beneath her. He came hard, thrusting now. Like a wild, rutting animal, he couldn’t help it. 
 
    Logan lost control. 
 
    Everything turned to that wonderful burst of pleasure. Then he opened his eyes after it all faded, and he saw her right there. She kissed the tip of his nose, pulled away, and went back to her dresser. When she came back, she held the chastity cage up for him to see. The smooth plastic. The gentle contours. 
 
    His future. 
 
    “Let’s get you locked up,” she said, making it sound so simple. 
 
    Swallowing back desperation, he knew it would be useless to fight her. She owned him now. This was his new social status, and he wouldn’t escape. Between the collar and cage, he would belong to her. Always. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    

  

 
  
   Connect with me: 
 
      
 
    My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers 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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