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   Supervising Danny 
 
      
 
    The term “slave” had become distasteful in this near future. Instead, boys needed to be “supervised,” “watched,” “guarded,” and “protected” which meant different jurisdictions adopted different slang for the same pivotal idea. 
 
    Men couldn’t be trusted—with pretty much anything. 
 
    So no, they wouldn’t ever be called slaves or chattel, but that was really just a question of semantics. Since boys could no longer be allowed to control their own bank accounts, hold credit cards, or even drive, they found themselves utterly dependent on the women in their lives. 
 
    Young men learned to plead to their parents. When boys started dating, they picked the strongest, most capable and competent young women. Yes, girls still worked hard to look good just as men had done while they were in charge, but excelling meant getting extra attention from the boys. Meanwhile, the males needed to learn to flirt, dress handsomely, and laugh at all the right jokes. 
 
    This was what Danny expected. 
 
      
 
    Since boys needed to be brought up properly, and she already had three daughters, Margaret Danvers decided to be kind and adopt a little boy. He was just three when he entered the Danvers estate for the first time, but he soon learned about the familial hierarchy. 
 
    Women ruled while boys obeyed. 
 
    His adopted sister, Caitlin, eagerly took control of her new little brother. She was just one year older, yet that distinction hardly mattered because she could boss him around. While they were children, she always played at the “Prince in peril”, which meant she would tie him up and go fight dragons to rescue him. Later, when she wanted to learn about makeup, she would sit him down in her bedroom and experiment. She learned about blending shades, skin tones, and making his eyes pop. 
 
    Of course, she also oversaw his chores. That was how most family hierarchies worked now. Daughters didn’t actually cook or clean, but they would be responsible for making sure their brothers obeyed. 
 
    Danny was no exception. 
 
    Along the way, he got used to this life. Like all of the other men, he had been taught from birth that he was inferior. 
 
    If a girl told him to kneel, he dropped to his knees. If she patted him on the head, he should smile appreciatively because she clearly approved of him. And really, the approval of women was all that he should concern himself with. Math? Business? Science and success? Those were goals for women. 
 
    As a boy, he could partake, but only by helping his girlfriend or wife. 
 
    For the most part, he considered himself to be a lucky boy. Not only had he been adopted, but his sister genuinely liked him. Sure, she had a few bad days at school, and she would drag them back to her bedroom, pull down his pants, and spank him, if only to vent her frustrations, but that was a fairly rare occurrence. 
 
    There had also been those moments of foolish adolescence when he tried to contradict his sister. At one point, he even said something like, “Men should be allowed to vote!” 
 
    Caitlin could have dragged him by his ear back to their mother for punishment. 
 
    Instead, she snapped her fingers, pointed to her bed, and had him bend over. Not only that, she grabbed some of her panties, shoved them in his mouth, and used one of her scarves to tie his hands behind his back. 
 
    By this point, Danny was technically bigger and stronger, yet that hardly mattered. After a lifetime of social conditioning, he knew better than to disobey. 
 
    “Should boys be allowed to vote?” Caitlin asked once he was in position. 
 
    He mumbled something, but it wasn’t the abject desperation of pleading or begging which she expected. 
 
    That’s why she smacked his rear end. 
 
    This was the first time she had ever spanked her brother like this. Yes, she had disciplined and punished him in the past. Sometimes, she did it just to make sure she knew how. At other points, he may have done a shoddy job of cleaning her bedroom or doing her laundry. But really, he never questioned her authority. He never suggested that males should be allowed some say in the political process. 
 
    Men voting? Really? Why? Boys only thought with their dicks anyway. Hadn’t history demonstrated that males were incapable of leading? 
 
    That’s why she made it sting this time. 
 
    Some spankings might just be a demonstration of authority. 
 
    This one actually hurt. 
 
    She smacked his ass five times in quick succession. She channeled all of the force and ferocity she could into the palm of her hand as she punished her brother. 
 
    “Care to try again?” 
 
    This time, Danny whimpered out fresh noises, but she obviously couldn’t understand him while he had those panties in his mouth. But that was part of the point. 
 
    He needed to feel the helplessness and frustration. He needed to experience conflicting orders. His sister—his superior—asked a question and demanded an answer, but she also made it impossible for him to supply one. 
 
    She spanked him five more times. By the time she finished, she was panting, his backside glowed, and his eyes were wet. 
 
    “You don’t get to do that,” she said, abandoning her line of questioning. “You don’t get to live in this house and act like some ungrateful men’s rights activist.” She snorted out those last three words, like the idea was absurd. 
 
    Women had rights. Men had privileges—if his owner granted them. And she could take them away without a moment’s notice. 
 
    Another quintet of spankings landed hard against his backside. In fact, Caitlin started to imagine she could see the shape of her fingertips along his tormented rear. 
 
    Finally, she grabbed him by his hair, helped him to stand up straight, and turned him around, and pulled the panties from his mouth. His arms still tied behind his back, she looked into his eyes. 
 
    After a lifetime of surrendering to women, he knew better than to try to speak. Like a good boy, he waited for her to instruct him. 
 
    “Apologize.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said quickly. 
 
    “What are you sorry for?” 
 
    “I’m sorry I suggested men should have the right to vote.” 
 
    “And why is that a bad idea, Danny?” She used his name, addressing him as the subservient boy they both knew him to be. 
 
    “Because men aren’t intellectually capable of voting,” he said, almost reciting the words from memory. This was something he, along with virtually every male in the country, heard again and again. 
 
    “That’s right!” Caitlin said, practically chirping the words. “This is what you need to remember. Boys aren’t intellectually capable of voting. You don’t want to question this. Just accept it because it’s true.” 
 
    For a moment, he inhaled, and that’s when she grabbed his ass, squeezing down as her fingers pinched into his flesh. She untied his hands. 
 
    “Did you have a question, Danny?” 
 
    “No, Miss,” he said. 
 
    “Smart boy,” she replied. “Pull your pants back up, get on your knees, and give me one more apology.” 
 
    He obeyed, pulling his pants up fast. Then he turned back to her. 
 
    For just a second, he felt it, that flicker of defiance deep within his brain. Like so many boys, he could understand his place, but maybe there was that yearning for some independence. And yet, women ruled. It had been this way throughout his life, so he couldn’t imagine any other scenario. Even when some of the girls occasionally talked about the former patriarchy, they made it clear that the best advancements in society came from women. And men? They just messed it up. 
 
    He lowered himself to his knees, looked down at her feet, and said, “I’m sorry for speaking out of turn, Miss.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” Caitlin replied as she patted him on the head. She leaned down magnanimously, touched the underside of his chin, and forced him to raise his gaze. “Are you going to be a good boy for me?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss.” 
 
    “Good,” she said. “Because I don’t enjoy spanking you.” But they both knew that was a lie. 
 
      
 
    Generally, Caitlin didn’t have to worry about disciplining her adopted brother. Danny followed her around like an eager pet, serving and obeying at her leisure. And yet, she started to crave something else. 
 
    Someone else. 
 
    “Come here, boy,” she called out from the living room. 
 
    Danny rushed back from the kitchen where he had been doing the dishes. 
 
    “Kneel,” she said. “You and I have to have a conversation.” 
 
    His brows creased with concern. This sounded more formal than their usual interactions. Generally, if she wanted something, she could just call out for him or shout her demands. He would fetch her a glass of water, make her sandwich, or come give her a massage, whatever she craved. 
 
    But this time, he lowered himself before her. He looked up along the length of her body and marveled at the young woman she had become. 
 
    Yes, she was beautiful, but there was also something fascinatingly dangerous about her. It was the authority she wielded. It was also the way she behaved. Sometimes, she acted like a girl in her twenties, but her softly curved cheeks, gently pink complexion, and slim physique, made it easy for her to pass herself off as anywhere between fourteen and twenty-five. 
 
    “Mom is going out of town this weekend, and she’s taking my dad with her,” Caitlin began. 
 
    “Yes, Miss.” This wasn’t a big deal. They had been on their own before. 
 
    “And I’m going out on Saturday night. I will probably be gone all night.” 
 
    Now his throat tightened. What did that mean? The obvious implication sank in: he would be alone, but he still didn’t know how to process this. 
 
    “You don’t want me to come with you?” 
 
    “No, not this time.” 
 
    He stared at her with this adorably confused expression on his face which made her cup his cheeks in her hands as she looked down into his eyes. “Oh, sweet, silly boy. It’s okay. Don’t worry. You won’t be alone.” 
 
    “Who’s going to be here then?” 
 
    “I’m getting you a male sitter,” she said. 
 
    His back straightened, he raised his head, and he quickly said, “Miss, that’s not necessary. I can take care of myself in the house. I swear, everything will be just as you left it.” 
 
    Danny tried to say more, but she reached down and pressed a finger to his mouth, instantly silencing him. “This isn’t up for debate, boy,” she told him. “You’re staying here, you’ll behave, and I want a woman in the house to oversee your activities.” 
 
    “Is that really necessary?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “Yes, it is.” 
 
    His shoulders slumped as he glared down at the floor, but he knew better than to contradict this girl. 
 
    “What’re you thinking?” 
 
    “Nothing, Miss.” 
 
    “I don’t like it when you lie to me, Danny.” 
 
    He gulped and instantly recognized the danger here. If she decided he kept something from her, that she had every right to punish him. He easily recalled his last spanking, so he said, “It’s nothing.” 
 
    “I’ll decide if it’s nothing,” she replied. 
 
    “I was just wondering who it’s going to be.” 
 
    “Really? Is that really what you were thinking? You’re sure there’s nothing else?” 
 
    This girl had managed her adopted brother four years; she knew him better than he knew himself. After all, while he often stayed home and cleaned their family house, she went to school. In addition to the more traditional subjects like math, science, writing, and history, she also learned male management. 
 
    When he hesitated, it became obvious he had something else in mind, something he didn’t dare share with his authoritative sister. “Do I have to say it?” 
 
    “Yes,” she replied. “You do.” She spoke with confident finality. 
 
    He gulped and said, “I was thinking that I should be old enough to take care of the house now. You’re in college, and I’m twenty.” 
 
    “Are you nervous?” 
 
    There. He gritted his teeth. He didn’t open his mouth, but she saw the way his jaw clenched as he stared downward. These boys always wanted to pretend they were so stoic and hard to read, but she knew exactly what he worked so hard to hide. 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “And why is that?” 
 
    “I’ve never served another woman before,” he said. “I don’t want to.” 
 
    “Is that a decision you get to make?” 
 
    “No, Miss,” he said with an anxious shake of his head. 
 
    “No, it’s not,” she said. “Besides, you need to learn to serve other women besides just me. Eventually, I’m going to get married. You know that, right? I’ll have a househusband who will serve me.” 
 
    This time, he nodded without saying anything. “But you could…” 
 
    “Don’t say it,” she interrupted. “I have my eyes set on someone, and that’s where I’m going to be Saturday night.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said. “You sweet boy. I’m sure we’ll figure out something for you.” She didn’t see any reason to tell him about the plans their family had already made for his future. It would probably just upset him. 
 
      
 
    The next couple of days came and went in a blur for Danny. He alternated between quietly subservient and eagerly dedicated to his adopted sister. While she studied for an exam, he offered to give her a foot massage. She glanced over at him. Generally, she had to demand those massages, but now he sat by her desk on his knees as he waited to be of use. 
 
    Stretching her arms over her head, she turned around and let him massage her feet. She closed her eyes as he worked her toes, massage her heels, and gently pressed down on the arches of her feet. 
 
    “I know what you’re trying to do,” she said, “And it’s very sweet, but it’s not going to work.” 
 
    “I haven’t been disobedient in a very long time,” he said. “Are you sure you need someone to look after me while you’re gone?” 
 
    She opened her eyes just a little bit and flashed a languid smile across her pretty lips, “Yes. I’m very, very sure, Danny.” 
 
    “But—” 
 
    “Shush,” she ordered. Then she relaxed a little bit more while he continued to serve her. “I don’t want to hear about this again. Unless you are aiming for a spanking, you will be nice and quiet for me now. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss,” he promised. 
 
      
 
    Saturday arrived. 
 
    In the morning, his eyes flew open. He pulled out of his small bed, got dressed, and made breakfast for Caitlin. He made her favorite, diligently chopped up the fruit, cooked the eggs to her preference, and fried the bacon just the way she liked it. As he set out her meal, he kneeled beside her. 
 
    Again, and again, he considered different ways he might broach the subject. 
 
    “What is bothering you so much?” Caitlin asked, easily guessing what he was thinking. “It’s not a big deal. Lots of boys need male sitters. It’s not good for a young man to be left alone. Who knows what kind of mischief you might get into?” 
 
    That’s when she took a bite and glanced down at him. As she chewed, she made it quite clear that he wasn’t to be trusted because he couldn’t control himself. As a boy, he lacked the maturity and intellectual strength to make good decisions. 
 
    “Please?” 
 
    “What are you asking for? What exactly?” 
 
    “Please, I’m asking to be just left alone for a single night. I swear, when you come home, everything will be fine!” 
 
    “Do boys possess the intellectual maturity necessary to vote?” 
 
    “No, Miss.” 
 
    “Should a boy be left alone in a house unsupervised without a female to serve?” 
 
    “No, Miss,” he said. 
 
    “Exactly. There. You just answered your own question. Now, I don’t want to hear about this again. When your sitter comes, you’re going to be a good and obedient boy for her. You will serve her just as you would serve me. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss,” he answered dutifully. Then he glanced up. “Do I know her?” 
 
    “Yes, you do.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Let’s just say she’s a friend of a friend,” Caitlin said. 
 
    “Could you tell me her name?” 
 
    “I could,” she allowed. “But I won’t.” Before he could ask, she said, “Because it’s more fun this way!” 
 
    For the rest of the day, he scrambled to think of who it might be. A friend of a friend? 
 
    That didn’t really narrow it down, especially because Danny often accompanied Caitlin to school. Even now, as she attended her college courses, he frequently went with her. Back in elementary school, middle school, and high school, he had been allowed to kneel by her desk or sit in the back of the room. Colleges, unfortunately, were stricter. Boys weren’t allowed in any of the lecture halls. 
 
    Why bother exposing males to that kind of information, especially when it could just confuse them? 
 
    Danny didn’t worry about that as much, but he did to consider the different girls who spent time with Caitlin. A friend of a friend? That meant it wasn’t any of her close associates. It wouldn’t be Danica, Amy, Maricela, or Sydney. Then who? 
 
    Like so many other young men, Danny frequently zoned out while he was with his sister. While he always listened for his name or a derisive call of “boy”, he didn’t spend much time listening to the girls as they debated their favorite pop stars, outfits, or political opinions. 
 
    Even when they talked about the future of the boys in society, he didn’t pay very much attention. Since his opinion didn’t matter anyway, it was better to let his superiors make those decisions. Besides, some of the conversations could get downright scary. 
 
    Some young women believed males needed to be locked in chastity “for their own good”. The idea of having a metallic band around his waist and a birdcage locked over his genitals always made him shiver. Caitlin, feeling playfully cruel one day, had pulled out her phone and showed him some pictures. 
 
    He had tried to look away, especially because he knew what a chastity cage might mean. 
 
    Yes, he pleasured himself now. He did it in the middle of the night when he knew his authoritative sister wouldn’t place demands on him. At those moments, he closed his eyes and fantasized. He ran his fingers down between his legs as he stroked his shaft. He always savored how his heart pounded and his shaft hardened. Wild ecstasy burned bright as he pulsed and throbbed through his climax. 
 
    But chastity? 
 
    At that point then, he would have to go to his adopted sister, get on his knees, and plead to be let out. 
 
    Like so many other young men, he probably touched himself five or six times a week. Maybe more. He didn’t keep count, but he knew a girl like Caitlin wouldn’t understand. She would probably say he would be fine with just one orgasm a month. Or maybe one orgasm every two months. Perhaps it would be a special occasion… 
 
    No. 
 
    Fortunately for him, the men in society had behaved themselves relatively well, so legislation requiring mandatory chastity consistently failed to make it through the legislature. This had nothing to do with women respecting a man’s right to masturbate. No, of course not. Instead, the congresswomen and senators who made this decision never objected to the government telling women how to run their households or how to control their men. This was about freedom: a woman’s freedom to dictate her husband’s sexual behavior. If she wanted him in a cage, that was her decision to be made. If she decided to let him run free, then she could make that choice as well. 
 
    At one point, Caitlin and her friends debate this very idea. At the time, they sat around the dining room table while Danny stood off to the side with his shoulders tight and his wrists crossed behind his back. 
 
    “Boys should definitely be locked in chastity,” said Danica, Caitlin’s best friend. 
 
    “Really? Why?” Maricela wants to know. 
 
    Chastity. Danny had heard a couple of other boys whisper about this. Apparently, Danica’s little brother had already been caged. He said it was terrible, especially because his older sister owned the key, and she almost never let him out. 
 
    He could beg and plead. Apparently, she really liked it. Almost every night, she would go to bed, and he would have to crawl up to her and ask for the key. She liked hearing him whimper and ask over and over again as she fell asleep. 
 
    Danny thought that was sick, but he was just a boy, so he didn’t get a vote. None of the males did. 
 
    “Just think about what society used to be like when men were able to run for office, own property, and make their own decisions. What did they do? They pursued sex. Nothing else. Pretty much every activity a man was engaged in related back to impressing women. Granted, it’s kind of cool that they knew we should be their top priorities, but they always went about it in the wrong way. That’s why it makes so much sense for boys to be caged now.” 
 
    Maricela answered with an uncertain shake of her head, “I’m not so sure. I mean, it doesn’t seem fair that the government should tell women what to do. If I wanted my boyfriend in chastity, I can go buy a cage. But what if I want him to be free? What if I want to let him touch himself?” 
 
    “Eww,” Danica said with a grumble. “Why would you do that?” 
 
    “If a boy behaves, does it really matter if he touches himself?” 
 
    “Yes! If he starts touching himself, he might start thinking for himself to! Is that what you really want?” 
 
    “That seems like a little bit of a jump,” Caitlin said. 
 
    “What does your boy think about all of this?” Maricela asked. 
 
    All of the girls turned away from one another and looked at Danny. 
 
    He gulped. Automatically, he gave the correct answer, “I don’t know.” For good measure, he added, “I’m just a boy. I’m sure you can tell me what to think.” 
 
    Danica threw her head back and laughed. “Caitlin, I do have to admit, you have trained your brother really well.” 
 
    “Actually, I’m curious,” Maricela said. “How do you feel about the idea of being in chastity?” 
 
    Danny didn’t respond right away. Instead, he looked over at his authoritative sister. Really, he didn’t know what he was supposed to say. What answer would satisfy her? Under these girls’ curious stares, he felt his heart pounded faster in its cage as his skin got hot and he waited for Caitlin to prompt him. 
 
    She took her time, and Danny instantly flashed back to one of her science classes back in middle school. Her teacher talked about the fight or flight response, this natural, biological response in mammals. Apparently, when there’s some threat, the human body triggers this flood of energy. That’s what happened to Danny, only he didn’t think it was very helpful, especially because he was probably blushing. The girls kept watching him, and he didn’t know what to do; he didn’t know what to say. 
 
    His sister didn’t help. “I could cage you right now,” Caitlin said. “Do you like that idea?” 
 
    “No!” he squeaked. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    He thought fast. “If you caged me, Miss,” he began, “I might get distracted.” 
 
    “Explain,” Caitlin ordered. 
 
    “I’m just a boy,” he said. “I think about sex a lot. I can’t help it. So, if I was in a cage, I would have this constant reminder, and I’m worried I would get distracted.” 
 
    “That’s a very good answer,” Maricela said. “Not bad,” Caitlin replied. 
 
    “Or he’s just manipulating you,” Danica said. 
 
    Maricela turned back toward their friend, “I don’t think you would do that. Boys aren’t really smart enough to manipulate a female, you know? Even back during the dark days of the patriarchy, men had a bad reputation for empathy. They just didn’t know how to communicate clearly, you know?” 
 
    “Maybe,” Danica allowed. 
 
      
 
    For the rest of Saturday, Danny followed Caitlin around. He helped her get ready. 
 
    She tried on different outfits, and she always told him to close his eyes whenever she started to change. Of course, she didn’t worry about him trying to sneak a peek. If he made that very serious mistake, he would surely end up in a chastity cage. Or worse. 
 
    That would be in addition to a rather severe spanking or paddling. She would make sure he wouldn’t be able to sit down for a month. 
 
    But then he wasn’t a bad boy, so he served his sister diligently. He fetched her different tops, skirts, panties, bras, socks, and shoes from her extensive closet. Between changes, she asked, “You want to hear about him?” 
 
    No, he thought right away. After all, this was his authoritative sister, and he hated the idea of her going after another boy. But really, he never should have expected Caitlin to keep him for herself. They were siblings, so she would want someone different, someone exotic and unusual, a new boy to tame. 
 
    But where would that leave Danny? 
 
    Like so many other boys, he could worry about this without having any control over what the women in his life decided to do with him. 
 
      
 
    But the seconds ticked away one after another. Pretty soon, he ran out of time. 
 
    Caitlin stood up in front of the full-length mirror. 
 
    “How do I look?” 
 
    He opened his eyes and studied his sister. “Beautiful,” he told her. 
 
    She grinned at him, “Thank you, Danny. You’ve been a huge help.” 
 
    “Enough of a help that I don’t need a sitter tonight?” 
 
    Her expression darkened, “We’ve been over this.” 
 
    “Yes. You’re right. I’m sorry,” he said automatically. 
 
    “Normally, I would spank you for bringing this up again, but you were such a big help tonight that I think I can overlook this bad behavior. Apologize.” 
 
    “I’m very sorry, Miss.” 
 
    That’s when someone knocked on the door. 
 
    At first, he just glanced up at her and waited. 
 
    “Go on,” she ordered. “Go answer the door.” 
 
    He dipped his head down, rose to his feet, and headed back to the first floor. Once there, he opened the door and saw her. 
 
    She looked familiar, but he didn’t recognize her completely, not until he heard her voice. “Hello, Danny Boy. You’re looking good.” She didn’t bother to hide her object fighting gaze. When she saw Danny, she didn’t view him as a person. No, he was a boy, something lesser, a toy to be played with. 
 
    “Serena,” he said, just barely whispering her name. 
 
    “Oh, you remember me! That’s so sweet!” 
 
    Serena. Danica’s little sister. 
 
    He didn’t know how old she would be now, but he remembered seeing her back when he accompanied Caitlin to her high school. 
 
    “No hard feelings, right?” Serena asked with a bright smile. 
 
    By most standards, she was beautiful, especially with her long, straight blonde hair, and vivid blue eyes. This girl probably could have been a model, and she had matured beautifully. She had gorgeous breasts, a tight waist, and a perfectly shaped ass. Not only that, she seemed to enjoy the way his gaze was drawn along the length of her body. 
 
    Boys learned early on to not stare too hard at women. Yes, females often enjoyed attention, but it had to be on their terms. Boys couldn’t misbehave by staring too long or too hard or checking out the wrong aspects of a woman’s body. 
 
    And even if a female secretly enjoyed it, she could always have the boy punished anyway. Fairness never entered into the equation. Why would it? 
 
    “It’s good to see you again,” she said as she walked into the entryway. “Where’s your sister?” 
 
    “Upstairs,” he replied. 
 
    “Really? Is that how you’re going to address me?” Serena asked with her hands on her hips. 
 
    His lips parted, but he didn’t know what to do. He didn’t know how to answer her. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Miss,” he finally said. 
 
    She patted him on his cheek before grinning. “Show me to her room, boy.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss.” 
 
    This girl may have been younger, just a teenager, but demanded nothing less than the respect she deserved as a woman. 
 
    He walked forward, guided her up the stairs, and brought her to Caitlin’s bedroom door. Just before they arrived, she asked, “No hard feelings, right?” 
 
    “I don’t know what you mean, Miss.” He kept his tone appropriately formal. 
 
    “Oh, I think you do.” Perhaps she felt generous as she reminded him, “When I was a sixth grader, I was something of a bully, don’t you think?” 
 
    His throat clenched. “I would never say that about you, Miss.” 
 
    “Are you sure about that? I seem to remember a few incidents involving water balloons. Oh, and didn’t I enjoy pulling down your pants? Yeah,” she said with a snap of her fingers. “We used to play the Boxer Game!” 
 
    “Yes, Miss.” His voice fell. 
 
    “It was fun,” she said. “My friends and I would make a bet on the color of your Boxers. Then we pulled down your pants to check. You know, I think Caitlin really liked it when we played this game. That’s why she never told us to stop. Oh, and she let you run. I mean, she could have just put you on a leash or something, but she wanted to see you darting away. All of the girls loved laughing at you.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss,” he agreed. 
 
    “But no hard feelings, right?” 
 
    If they had been equals, she would have offered a sincere apology and held out her hand. Since they weren’t, she just patted him on the head. 
 
    He didn’t answer her question, but she motioned toward the door anyway. He knocked and announced her presence, “Miss, Serena is here to see you.” 
 
    “Your sitter,” Caitlin said as she opened the door. 
 
    He swallowed back is trepidation. 
 
    “Is there anything I should know about him?” Serena asked. These young women had no problem talking about the boy like he wasn’t even there. 
 
    “No,” she said. 
 
    “A specific bedtime?” 
 
    “As long as he’s gets all of his chores done, it doesn’t really matter,” Caitlin said. 
 
    “Wow,” Serena said. “You are really generous with him.” 
 
    “What can I say? An indulgence because Danny here is an obedient boy. Aren’t you, Danny?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss,” he told them. 
 
    “Are there any punishments or rules you would like me to avoid?” 
 
    “Nothing I can think of,” she said. “But I do want to thank you again for housesitting and taking care of him while I’m gone.” 
 
    “We wouldn’t want to take any unnecessary risks now, would we?” Serena asked. 
 
    “Exactly,” Caitlin agreed. She grabbed her brother, pulled him into a hug, and said, “Be good. Then she picked up her purse and headed for the front door. It was time for her to leave because she had big plans. 
 
    And when she was gone, Danny fell under this young girl’s authority. 
 
      
 
    “Pull off your pants. I want to inspect your cage.” They stood there in the hallway, just outside of Caitlin’s bedroom, and those were the first words she said once his authoritative sister left. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You heard me,” she said. “I want to inspect your cage.” 
 
    He looked down, dropped his voice, and did his best to sound as near and appropriately subservient as possible, “I’m sorry, Miss, but my sister doesn’t require me to wear a cage.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I don’t wear a cage. She has decided it’s not necessary.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know what kind of soft BS this is, but I insist you wear one.” 
 
    “I don’t have one,” he said. 
 
    She touched the underside of his chin and forced him to look up at her. “Luckily for you, I brought one.” 
 
    “You what?” 
 
    “I brought you a chastity cage, Danny. You know, just in case. It’s out in my car. Go fetch it for me. In fact, go get the backpack in the trunk of my car.” She pulled the keys from her pocket and held them out to him. 
 
    “Yes, Miss.” Although he behaved appropriately, he hated that he would have to be part of this, that he would work toward his own captivity. 
 
    He went down the stairs, out the door, and found her car. He opened the trunk and saw the backpack sitting right there. 
 
    He hesitated for a few seconds, glanced down the street, and had this bizarre notion: he could run. 
 
    He could Sprint off, but he already knew what would happen. 
 
    A cop or male control officer would spot him, demand to know if he had permission to be out, and eventually figure out that he didn’t. After all, he might be okay for a day or two, but he didn’t have any money or the paperwork necessary to get a job. Without a sponsor, no woman would hire him. Before long, it would be obvious that he was a stray boy, and that he needed to be taken to a processing center. 
 
    They would check for a tracker first. Some women decided that they didn’t want to invest in having their males chipped. As a little boy, he had one implanted underneath his skin. He remembered going to the hospital, having the mask placed over his face, and passing out. When he woke up, the doctor smiled from behind her mask and said the procedure had been a complete success. He asked where the chip had been placed, but she just shook her head, “I’m sorry, but we don’t tell boys that information.” 
 
    He had known better than to ask any member of his family. 
 
    If a police officer or anyone else checked his tracking chip, they would find his home address. They would bring him back. And he would be punished. 
 
    No, he couldn’t risk running off. 
 
    Besides, this was just one night. It wasn’t like Serena had any real power or authority over him… 
 
    He picked up the bag and brought it back inside. 
 
      
 
    He found her seated on the couch in the living room with her legs crossed. She had already dropped her high heels to the floor, so now she wiggled her toes. “Strip for me,” she commanded. 
 
    He hated having a younger girl order him around. His sister was roughly his age, so it made sense. But this little girl? 
 
    It didn’t matter. She was female, he was male, and that was all he needed to know. 
 
    “Go on,” she said. “I’m guessing blue.” 
 
    With a nervous swallow, he obeyed. He pulled off his cotton shirt. He loosened his belt. He pulled down his pants. Next, he dropped his boxers; they were a dark shade of red. 
 
    Layer by layer, he pulled off his clothing until he was naked before her. Instinctively, he crossed his wrists again and straightened his back. “Not bad posture,” she said. 
 
    She leaned down and picked up the bag. She pulled out a blindfold, rose to her feet, and told him to close his eyes. With a nervous gulp, he obeyed. She pulled the b0lindfold around his eyes, tied a simple bow behind his head, and said, “Not bad. Now just relax.” 
 
    He did his best. 
 
    “Are you nervous?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. “Very.” 
 
    “Your sister doesn’t train you very hard, does she?” 
 
    “Train me?” 
 
    “You know, with daily punishments, masturbatory instructions, chastity, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “No, Miss,” he said with a dumbfounded shake of his head. 
 
    “Really? Maybe we should try that.” 
 
    “But you’re only going to be here for a night,” he said.  
 
    “That’s what you’ve been told,” she agreed. 
 
    That’s what he had been told? What was that supposed to mean? 
 
    She was teasing him, he decided. Yeah, that had to be it. She messed with his head back when they were in middle school, and now she enjoyed playing with him because of her newfound authority. There would be no repercussions, not for her. 
 
    Before he could ask any questions, she continued, “I’m going to put you in a chastity belt. But first, I want you to touch yourself. 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “Go on. I’m sure you’re the kind of boy who likes to masturbate. Show me.” 
 
    He hesitated. His hands rose, but then he stopped. Uncertainty washed over him as he tried to process this, but he couldn’t even see the look on her face. All he could hear was the teasing lilt of her voice and the thunder of his pulse. 
 
    “Please,” he said. “Caitlin doesn’t make me do this.” 
 
    “Caitlin isn’t here,” she said simply. 
 
    His nostrils flared as he panted, but she leaned back and rested her cheek on her knuckles. “Trust me, boy, you don’t want me to get upset.” 
 
    That implicit threat made his hands finally move. With one hand, he brushed his fingertips along his scrotum. With the other, he gently began to massage the base of his cock before gliding his fingers up toward the tip. 
 
    “Only use your left hand,” she commanded. 
 
    He gaped at her, his eyes widened, his lips parted. 
 
    Danny needed to ask her a question, but he stopped himself. 
 
    Instead of speaking, he obeyed her. His left hand continued to play along his scrotum, up to his shaft, and along the smooth contours of his member. 
 
    “Stroke the underside of your balls,” she said. She sounded mildly entertained, but he could only guess why this would entertain her. His best idea? She enjoyed wielding power over him; she loved watching him obey, especially as his features tightened with confusion and frustration. 
 
    “Now use your right hand,” she said. “Wrap your fingers around your cock and gently squeeze.” 
 
    He obeyed again, bringing his hand into position. His palm slid along his member as his fingers tightened around the cylinder of his shaft. 
 
    “Up, now down,” she said. She guided him with those instructions. 
 
    “You like jerking off?” 
 
    “It feels good,” he said, but his words were stretched into a frustrated growl. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Take your hands away.” 
 
    He rested his hands at his sides, but she could read the aggravation tightening his body. His fingers pushed up into his palms, and his thumbs pressed down. 
 
    “Would you like to touch yourself some more?” 
 
    “I, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Boys are so cute and silly when they try to lie,” she said.  
 
    “What would you like me to do?” 
 
    “Now that’s a good question,” she said with another snap of her fingers. “That’s really the main question every boy should ask all the time. Right now, I want you to tease that little penis with both your hands again. Bring yourself to the very verge of an orgasm. Can you do that?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss,” he said. 
 
    “Call me Princess,” she said with a giggle. 
 
    His lips parted again, and he locked his teeth together. Princess? Really? 
 
    This felt so childish and silly, yet she was a girl, which meant she could order him about, and he had to obey. With this knowledge weighing down his shoulders, Danny obeyed her. He moved his fingers along the underside of his balls and over his shaft. He masturbated right there in front of her. 
 
    “Look at that. Your tip is getting all shiny and wet. Are you excited, Danny?” 
 
    “Yes…Princess,” he added her required title after another second. 
 
    She raised an eyebrow. Perhaps she was annoyed with him. 
 
    “Stop,” she ordered. 
 
    With a puff of effort, he pulled his hands away. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. “Clearly, Caitlin hasn’t done a terrible job training you.” 
 
    With the blindfold over his eyes, he couldn’t see her exact expression, but she had no problem rising to her feet, circling him, and gently blowing along his naked shoulders, down his bare back, and even toward his buttocks. Then she moved her fingertips along his backside. When she touched him, he flinched. When she touched him, she giggled at the nervous anticipation tensing his body. 
 
    “Relax. I want you soft in a minute. If you aren’t, I might have to discipline you.” 
 
    Soft? 
 
    She expected him to make his erection go away. 
 
    Danny tried to clear his mind. He relaxed his body as much as he could, but he couldn’t just suppress the sexual excitement already pulsating through his frame and along his nerves. After a few more seconds, his shaft began to soften. But was it enough? 
 
    “Tick tock,” she said, whispering the words into his ear. Then she sat down again. Or so he hoped. 
 
    “Not bad,” she said. She grabbed his balls and gave them a soft squeeze. “You know, you could be purchased at any time.” 
 
    “You can’t purchase a person.” 
 
    “But you’re not a person, are you? Well, obviously you’re a little bit more complicated, don’t you think?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t know, Princess.” 
 
    She giggled. Clearly, she loved hearing him use her title. 
 
    “Tell me you’re chattel.” 
 
    “I’m chattel, Princess.” 
 
    “Tell me any girl can buy you. She just has to go up to your adopted mother, have her sign some paperwork, maybe transfer a little bit of money, and suddenly you could be in a collar and on a leash and led right to your new home. Maybe your owner will be kind. Maybe she’ll be cruel. But you don’t get to say anything about that, do you?” 
 
    “Caitlin cares about me. She wouldn’t let me be sold to someone else.” 
 
    “Where is she right now?” 
 
    His shoulders locked up; Caitlin was off with her new lover, some male she would want to take as a boyfriend or perhaps even her husband. 
 
    “That’s right,” Serena teased. “Your adopted sister right now is off with a man. He’s probably bigger than you, stronger than you, and more handsome than you could ever be. But even if you could somehow compete, you would never win. You know why? She grew up with you. She won’t be interested in a boy like you. She’ll want someone new, someone exciting.” 
 
    Danny said nothing. He couldn’t bring himself to answer. 
 
    “It’s time for your cage,” she said. 
 
      
 
    After years of training, he didn’t need to be commanded. He brought his hands up behind his back, crossed his wrists again, and straightened his shoulders. She pulled the metal band around his waist. She slipped the birdcage bars along his shaft. The cage curved with his member, pushing him down and ensuring he couldn’t get an erection, let alone an orgasm. The bars were tight against his skin, squeezing him. 
 
    Another bar looped down underneath his scrotum. 
 
    When she finished with the chastity belt, he heard the last sound. The click of a lock. 
 
    “Would you like to see?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Princess.” 
 
    “I do,” she said as she pulled the blindfold off of his face. That’s when he looked down and saw it. 
 
    The metal components glistened under the light. 
 
    “You want to try to take it off, don’t you?” 
 
    “I would never do that without permission.” 
 
    “But it’s your lucky day, Danny Boy.” She stroked his cheek with the back of her hand before gliding her fingers along his chest. Yes, she was a bully and a mean girl, but she was also his beautiful sitter and the sole authority in the house. When she touched him, little electric jolts of sensation raced to through his body. 
 
    Intellectually, he knew he should hate this. Physically, he yearned for more of her touch. Emotionally, he didn’t know what he should crave. 
 
    She reached down and stroked his balls. She gently caressed his skin, sending sparks of desperation racing along his nerves. 
 
    Autonomic responses kicked in, and his shaft tried to harden. It wanted to point upward, but there was no way for his cock to break through those metal bars. He had been caged, and he wouldn’t get free. 
 
    “Try to take off your chastity belt. If you remove it, I will let you do whatever you want for the rest of the night.” That sounded like the kind of reward a babysitter might offer her charge. But he wasn’t a babysitter. He was a male, which meant he had fewer privileges than the average little girl. 
 
    “Yes, Princess,” he said. 
 
    He glanced over at her and saw Serena pull up the key to his cage. It dangled from a silver chain which she slipped around her neck. 
 
    Part of him wanted to be clever and try to grab it, but he already knew that would violate the spirit of this “game”. Even if she didn’t set any rules, she was the referee, which meant she could decide when and if he needed to be punished. 
 
    That’s why he reached down for the metal band locked around his waist. He inhaled first, thinking maybe he could narrow his torso enough that the whole thing could just slide down along the length of his body. 
 
    It didn’t work. 
 
    Next, he tugged on the cage, wondered if maybe he could make his body relax. 
 
    That didn’t work either. 
 
    He pulled on the lock, gently tugging at first. As the aggravation flared through his system, he tried twice as hard. He pulled on the metal, but he wouldn’t be able to break it free. 
 
    “No tools,” she said, guessing his thoughts. “Just do your best.” 
 
    “I can’t get it off!” he finally hissed. 
 
    Serena pondered this for a little while. “Oh, poor boy. I guess that means you’re just going to have to stay in chastity until tomorrow. Or longer.” 
 
    “Wait, why would it be longer?” Danny asked with a note of panic slipping into his voice. “Caitlin doesn’t believe in making men where chastity belts.”  
 
    “Excuse me,” Serena said. “What did you call yourself?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m—I’m sorry, Princess,” Danny stammered, realizing his mistake and gritting his teeth, trying to back-peddle. “I’m a boy, and not a male. I don’t deserve the title of male.  Please forgive me.”  
 
    “I’ll think about it. For now, kneel at my feet.” 
 
    Danny immediately dropped to his knees. 
 
    “Right,” she teased. “Caitlin doesn’t believe in chastity for her boy.” 
 
    He swallowed, but then she rose to her feet again, lifted her skirt, and pulled down her panties. He was naked while she remained fully clothed. As she kicked away her underwear, he stared at her with a look of confusion passing across his face. 
 
    “I want you to serve me with your mouth.” 
 
    “Do you have the right to demand that?” 
 
    She chuckled. “I’m a woman, and you’re a boy. I can demand whatever I want.” She looked at him like he was a fool for even asking. 
 
    She snapped her fingers for a third time, pointed to the spot right in front of the couch, and then she lowered herself down and spread her legs. “Get over here, boy.” 
 
    Like a summoned dog, on his hands and knees, he crawled over to her. 
 
    When she pulled her skirt back and revealed her sex, his shaft twitched again, but there would be no escape from his belt. Worse, he couldn’t even get an erection. His shaft pressed up against those thin metal bars, but she still owned his sex drive and manhood. By extension, she owned the rest of Danny as well. 
 
    But this was only temporary… 
 
    That’s what Danny told himself anyway. 
 
    “I’ve never had a boy go down on the before. I can’t wait to see how this feels,” she said. 
 
    Danny tried to say something, but Serena grabbed him by the back of his head. Her fingers woven through his hair, she yanked him forward. Within moments, his nose was pressed up against her pussy. He had no choice. He started licking. His tongue darted along her sex. He remembered the many times she had pulled down his pants, water balloons were thrown at him. 
 
    Closing his eyes, he tried to block out those sensations, but the boy sitter giggled as his tongue darted along her opening. He tasted her excitement, experienced the heat radiating from her inner thighs, and heard those panted gasps before she started moaning. 
 
    “Oh yes…” 
 
    Moments later, she added, “That feels so, so good!” 
 
    She arched her back, kicked her feet down against the carpet, and finally yanked his face away after the orgasm exploded through her. 
 
    “That was lovely,” she said. She smoothed out her skirt again. “Go do the dishes, make me a sandwich, and poor me something to drink.” 
 
    “Yes, Princess,” he said. 
 
      
 
    He decided to make her sandwich first. He prepared her afternoon snack along with some grapes, a small bag of chips, and a glass of soda. He placed it all on a tray and brought it to her. 
 
    Naked except for his chastity belt, he stood beside her and asked, “Princess, is there anything else I can do for you?” 
 
    “Convince me I shouldn’t buy you.” 
 
    He nearly dropped the tray. It started to slip. At the last moment, he tightened his grip on both edges of the tray. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” he said. 
 
    “Why do you think Caitlin asked me to take care of you? Yeah, I’m doing her a favor, but she’s also doing me a favor because I really want a boy just like you. You’re cute, Danny, we already know each other, and I think I would have a lot of fun training you. Besides, I now know that you have a really wicked mouth.” She grinned at him. As far she was concerned, that was quite a complement to give to a boy. 
 
    He set the tray down on the coffee table and looked at her. He lowered himself to his knees, and he held his hands together. “Please, Princess, you don’t want to me as your boy.” 
 
    “Oh? Why not?” 
 
    “Because I would be defiant and willful,” he said. “I’m not interested in leaving this house. Please, please don’t try to buy me.” 
 
    “I think I know what you need.” 
 
    She reached into her backpack, took out the collar, and a leash. “Come here.” 
 
    Danny gulped, but she grinned at him. “I’m going to fuck you, Danny. Then we can decide what I do with you.” 
 
    The moisture drained away from his mouth as he stared at her. He was already on his knees, right there in front of her. Although he didn’t move, that didn’t stop Serena from grabbing him again. She pulled him forward. Once he was in position, she slid the collar around his neck, tightened it, and clicked the clasp into place. Then she attached the leash, and she rose to her feet. 
 
    “Come with me,” she said unnecessarily, as she grabbed her bag and carried it toward the guest room. 
 
    She opened the door, tugged, and dragged him across the threshold. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” Danny asked. He seldom came into this room, but he knew that Caitlin had already set it up for a boy like him. A set of restraints dangled from the bedposts. There were two for his wrists, two for his ankles, and they would be strong enough to hold him in place. 
 
    “I heard she told you,” she said. “I’m going to have sex with you.” 
 
    “I could have gone down on you in the living room,” he protested. 
 
    “Bend over the foot of the bed,” she said. 
 
    Realizing this might be his only chance, he stared back at his sitter and shook his head. “No.” 
 
    She turned him around, shoved him down and bent him in her expected position anyway. Then she grabbed his naked ass and spanked him hard and fast. Her palm flew down, connected, and sent that sharp Spike of pain running through his system. 
 
    He tried to stay quiet and Stoic, but he let out a pathetic yell anyway. After a lifetime of being told he was a weak-willed boy, Danny couldn’t help himself. 
 
    “Ten more,” she said. 
 
    She swatted his backside, on the same spot, and made sure his skin brightened to a painful shade of scarlet. He tried to pull away, but she knew how to hold this boy down. She shoved him with her Palm on the back of his neck. Between his collar, leash, and years of socializing, he knew he couldn’t resist the will of this young woman. She may have been smaller and physically inferior, but that hardly mattered. She could do whatever she wanted with him. 
 
    And she did. 
 
    “That was eleven,” she announced. “Are you ready to spread your arms?” 
 
    He sniffled once, “Yes, Princess.” 
 
    “Smart boy,” she said. 
 
    He spread his arms towards the bottom corners of the bed. That’s when she grabbed the shackles and tightened them around his wrists. “Now I’m going to ride you. I’m going to use a two-headed dildo, Danny Boy. You know what that means?” 
 
    “No,” he said. “Please, don’t. Please, Princess. Please, Caitlin never, ever even threatened me with that. Please, don’t do this!” 
 
    “I guess you are right. You really meant to be defiant, didn’t you? But if I have as much fun with you as I think I will, I’m going to want to take you home with me tomorrow. Then you can start coming to my classes with me, carrying my books, serving me with your mouth…” 
 
    “Please, Princess!” 
 
    “You had better start being nice to me, slave boy. I think I might even get you a shock collar. They’re really cheap right now since they aren’t legal on dogs anymore. But are they legal on boys? Absolutely. They can keep you from barking or making any unnecessary noise; they’ll motivate you to behave or help train you for deeper obedience.” 
 
    “Please Princess…” His eyes were wet, but she climbed up on the bed and held the dildo right in front of him. 
 
    “I’m going to be nice and let you beg for the chance to suck on this,” she said as she pressed to the tip of the dildo up against his mouth. 
 
    His eyes grew wide as he stared up at her. “Please, don’t make me!” 
 
    She shoved it between his lips and teeth. She rammed it down his throat. 
 
    Realizing this might be his only opportunity to get some lubricant on the sex toy, he started to lick and suck. His gag reflex nearly kicked in, but she pulled it back, almost yanking the dildo out before she slid it right back in. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “You’d better get used to this. You know why? Because I like the idea of you sucking on my dildo. This is something you should get used to, especially if I decide to buy you.” 
 
    “No. Please, don’t…” He tried again, but she stepped around him. 
 
    “How about this,” she said because she really wanted to motivate him to struggle, “if you can get out of the restraints before I’m done, I let you stay here. I’ll tell Caitlin that you aren’t a good match for me.” 
 
    Realizing this might be his final opportunity, Danny channeled all of his strength. He pushed every ounce of power into his arms as he tried to slip free from the shackles. 
 
    In the same moment, she lifted her skirt, slid one end of the dildo up against her slick opening, pressed down, and penetrated herself. Once she approved of the position, she rammed into him. She kept her hand braced on the spot between the two tips as she pushed in. 
 
    The dildo penetrated his tight opening. He tried to clench down, but this girl came at him so fast! 
 
    Worse, the sliding friction of that toy against his inner recesses made his eyes widen as he took a sharp breath. His shaft tried to harden again, and he could feel the moisture against of the tip of his member. 
 
    “You like this, don’t you? You like getting taken,” she said, breathing into his ear. Those words might have been more appropriate for a romance novel, some piece of pulp fiction where a powerful young knight takes a prince and makes him her lover. “Good boy,” she said. “I can’t wait. I might get to show you off to all of my friends!” 
 
    Realizing he didn’t have much time, he tried to twist from side to side, but that only added to the movements of the dildo against her slit. 
 
    She loved the way it impaled her, held the bulbous tip slid back and forth, up and down. She enjoyed the soft stretch, the yielding pressure, all of it! 
 
    “That’s right, boy. Keep going. Fight as hard as you can. Show me that you’re a wild animal. I want to break you. I want to tame you!” 
 
    “No. Please, you can’t!” Danny called out. 
 
    He knew this girl wouldn’t really listen to him, but he still had to try! He had to do his best! 
 
    She rammed him, thrusting down. His body took every inch because he had no choice. 
 
    A cruel, childish giggle vibrated through her body as she laughed at him, “I can do whatever I want with you. And look. I’m almost there.” 
 
    He couldn’t see her face while she rode him from behind, but he had no problem imagining that condescending look so many women wore. She bit down, pushed forward, drew back, and thrust into him again. 
 
    “Tell me you’re going to be a good slave.” 
 
    He didn’t want to break, but something inside of him shattered. His defiance cracked and broke into oblivion as he called out, “I’ll be a good slave! Please, Princess! I’ll be a good slave!” 
 
    She kept one hand on the dildo. With the other, she grabbed his hair and pulled hard on his scalp. His chin was lifted from the mattress as she rammed him again and again. 
 
    “Mine!” 
 
    She came hard. The orgasm exploded through her body, lighting up her nerves, making her see new shades of wild color, stopping time. This was the first time she had taken this boy, but it wouldn’t be the last. 
 
      
 
    She released him from the restraints, but not the chastity belt, the collar, or the leash. 
 
    “Last chance,” she said as she stood over at this naked boy. 
 
    He fell to his knees, gulped, and tried his best. “Please, Princess. Please, don’t offer to take me. Please, I know that this is your decision and Caitlin’s. I know that the two of you can decide to do whatever you want. The please. Please, I don’t want to be your slave!” 
 
    “Are you worried that I’m going to keep you in chastity, that I’m going to make you desperate all the time? I you worried I’m going to have fun punishing you, even when you don’t deserve it?” 
 
    “Yes!” Danny admitted. 
 
    Serena reached down and touched the underside of his chin once again. She forced him to look up along the length of her body. Even without her panties, she exuded a natural power, authority, and confidence. After a lifetime of being told that she was superior based on her gender alone, she knew in the deepest recesses of her psyche that she had every right to control a boy like Danny. 
 
    “Good,” she said. “That’s exactly what should scare you. Because I’m going to keep you collared. I’m going to put you in a cage. And I’m going to make sure you work hard to earn every single privilege. And yes, I’m going to have sex with you whenever I feel like it. If I need a break from my studies, guess what? You’ll be on your hands and knees and I’m going to play with you. Or maybe you can spend some time under my desk licking me.” She shrugged like it didn’t really matter. 
 
    “Please…” Danny tried one more time. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll make sure you learn to enjoy it. I’m going to break you, Danny. I’m going to give you a brand-new perspective on life. Eventually, you’ll be grateful for the chance to be my slave. In fact, you can start right now. You don’t want to make me angry before I buy you, do you?” 
 
    He answered with a nervous shake of his head. “No, Princess.” 
 
    “Tell me you’re going to be a good slave.” 
 
    “I’ll be a good slave,” he said even though he hated using that word. Slavery may not have been an official term, yet it hardly mattered when she collared and leashed him. 
 
    “I know you will,” she agreed. And just like that, she made up her mind. Yes, this boy would be hers…and she couldn’t wait to get started. 
 
      
 
    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. If you’re interested in hiring me for a commission, you can get started here. 
 
      
 
    My favorite games: 
 
      
 
    Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge. 
 
      
 
    Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same. 
 
      
 
    Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine. 
 
      
 
    Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control. 
 
      
 
    Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 
 
      
 
    Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost. 
 
      
 
    Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is. 
 
      
 
    These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com. 
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