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   Welcome! 
 
      
 
    My name is Anna Ritter, and I've been writing femdom and gynarchy erotica for the last three years. You can find my short stories, novellas, and novels on Amazon. Now I'm doing commissions! 
 
    Do you have a personal fantasy you'd like to see? With no limits and a vivid, biting imagination, I'll write out your favorite scenario. Keep it short or get as detailed as you like. I charge 20.00 dollars (US) for each 6,000 words. You get a written fantasy designed to your specifications, and I keep the publishing rights.  
 
    I’m happy to include specific descriptions. Have a special someone in mind you’d like to see in a story? Maybe a celebrity? Some unique kink you can’t find anywhere else? I’m your girl. 
 
    Let me know what you’d like me to write with an email to ARitter664@gmail.com. 
 
    I look forward to hearing from you! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   The Demon Huntress 
 
      
 
    “What’s your name?” Megaera asked as she looked down at the young woman placed in front of her. 
 
    The researcher swallowed audibly, looked down, then up at Megaera. This girl could probably handle complicated equations and extra dimensional formulae, but she didn’t know what to do with a denizen like Megaera. 
 
    Megaera allowed a predatory smile to tug at the corner of her mouth. Rather than prompt the girl, she waited. Her black bat wings twitched as she waited. The young researcher took in the sight of the woman in front of her. Her pink ponytail, her black wings, the golden ringlet on one arm, and the dark blue of her tunic.  
 
    “Well?” Megaera finally asked. 
 
    “Jasmine,” said the girl. 
 
    “Jasmine, my name is Megaera.” 
 
    “I know,” said the girl. She straightened her back. Even then, she was several inches shorter. “You are Megaera, and you are here as a huntress. Right?” 
 
    The smile widened across Megaera’s face. She revealed the dangerous tips of her canines. “That’s right. I’m here to go hunting.” 
 
    “Can I ask? Do you have a target in mind?” 
 
    “I believe so,” Megaera said. “Show me to the monitors.” 
 
    “Right away,” Jasmine said as she turned away from the desk. She scurried forward, and Megaera followed. Her black boots clicked against of the floor as they made their way past of the banks of computers toward one large console set in the back of the room. 
 
    Megaera marveled at what her people had created. The Theban scientists utilized new techniques and advances in advanced particle physics to peer through the veil between realities to see other dimensions. 
 
    For many millennia, her people had looked to the stars. The natural assumption was that exploration required leaving this world, only a new possibility had risen: extra dimensional travel. 
 
    Traversing the stars sounded amazing, but of the problems of radiation, distance, and cost made it cost prohibitive and ultimately unfeasible. But now, they could see other worlds just like this one, alternate planets where things have developed so very differently. 
 
    “Show me,” Megaera commanded. 
 
    The researcher quickly started to type in different command sequences. A large screen poised above both of them turned blue, then green, then red, and finally an image began to materialize. 
 
    It was an aerial view transmitted from one of their cloaked drones. 
 
    “So many men,” Megaera said. 
 
    “It is pretty amazing,” said the researcher. “I mean, I could never afford to buy a human male, but look at them. There are thousands of them in this one city alone. And, you know, it’s really amazing.” The researcher glanced over her shoulder at the imposing Megaera, only to swallow and turn her attention back to the screen. 
 
    With a low, breathy chuckle, Megaera reassured her, “It’s okay. I understand just how alluring this world can be. We may not be ready to invade quite yet, but the time will come. I’m sure of it.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” said the researcher. “I mean, we have to go there, right?” 
 
    “We?” Megaera asked, her tone shifting as she channeled her might and authority into this single word. 
 
    “I—I meant ‘we’ collectively,” said the researcher. “Just look at that. This world is filled with those boys. We could grab them and train them. We could turn them into slaves.” 
 
    “They will certainly need to be trained,” Megaera agreed. “But that is one reason for my hunt. We need to learn more about them. We will not rush.” 
 
    “Do you think they will notice that some of their males have already gone missing?” 
 
    Megaera placed her hand on her hip and chuckled. Then she said quite decisively, “No. We have monitored this world carefully. It is a chaotic mess. The women of this realm have allowed their males far too much independence and freedom. Consequently, they suffer through wars, famines, and a myriad of other social ills. Male enslavement will make their world far better, especially once the women realize how powerful they can be if they seize the opportunity.” 
 
    “What if they don’t?” Jasmine asked nervously. 
 
    “They will,” Megaera said. “They will.” 
 
    “How long until the gateway is ready?” 
 
    “Probably a few more minutes,” Jasmine said after checking one of the readouts. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “Did you receive the specifics on my target?” 
 
    “Yes. Would you like me to track him?” 
 
    “Do it,” Megaera replied. 
 
    Jasmine’s fingers slid across her keyboard as she typed in the fresh command. The drone shifted, altering its focus as its sophisticated sensors shifted and adjusted themselves. 
 
    The image on the large screen vanished, to be replaced by a male just getting out of his vehicle. 
 
    “Hadrian Arnold,” Megaera said with a grin. 
 
    This moderately athletic man looked to be in his thirties. Megaera couldn’t help herself. She licked her lips as she considered exactly what she would do with him. 
 
    “He appears to be away from the city,” Jasmine said. 
 
    “That’s right,” Megaera agreed. 
 
    “Why would he give up the protection of his community?” 
 
    “Because he’s arrogant and sure of himself. They all are. That’s why breaking him is going to be so fun,” she said. 
 
    Jasmine licked her lips as she watched the man step away from his vehicle and walk toward a large groups of trees. The drone adjusted its sensors, and the angle shifted as the two females watched. 
 
    “Can I ask?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What are you going to do with him?” 
 
    “So much,” Megaera replied. “So very much.” 
 
    A look of disappointment flashed across the researcher’s face, so Megaera explained, “I’m going to turn that man right there into a slave. I will make him into my plaything. Right now, he thinks he’s an independent creature, that he should have the right to make his own decisions.” 
 
    “It’s crazy that any boy would think that,” Jasmine said with a dismissive shake of her head. 
 
    “Agreed,” Megaera replied. “And now he is out, all alone, and I can’t wait to go hunting.” She considered the restraints she had along with the various pieces of technology. Most importantly, she had the Beacon, an item which could be used to draw her world’s sensors back to her and open another gateway. 
 
    Just then, one of the smaller screens shifted, Jasmine glanced over, and quickly said, “We have alignment. I can activate the gateway whenever you are ready.” 
 
    “Do it,” Megaera said. Although she kept her eyes on the large screen, she nonetheless went through her inventory of supplies. What she intended may have been accomplished already by those like her, but Megaera still recognized the danger. 
 
    For one, her appearance made her incredibly conspicuous. Granted, the people of this world were generally weak, yet she couldn’t risk hubris, especially if they brought their most powerful weapons to bear. 
 
    Besides, she thought with a smirk, it wasn’t nice to upset the local wildlife. 
 
    Just below the large screen, a blue flash of light sparked across both of their faces. From there, a swirling vortex began to spin. Megaera marveled at it. 
 
    “You only have a couple of minutes before the gateway closes. Don’t lose your tracker. If you do, we might not be able to find you again,” Jasmine said. 
 
    “I won’t,” Megaera replied as she approached the spiral. The light continued to flash. Not only that, the tech sucked in air, so she could feel her hair whip around her face. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, Megaera stared at the strange anomaly before her. To think, her people had created this. It was astonishing. It was amazing. It proved their supremacy. 
 
    A few had questioned whether or not the boys of this alien world should be enslaved. The question seemed ridiculous to Megaera. If she and her people had created this technology, then they had every right to use it. They had every right to go hunting. 
 
    She grinned again before leaping forward and disappearing. The portal closed moments later. 
 
      
 
    A new world. An alien world. 
 
    When the scientists first discovered these different dimensions, many wondered whether or not the other planets hidden behind the veil would be entirely alien. From what Megaera understood, these other dimensions were predicated on the existence of every possible outcome. This meant there would be an infinite number of dimensions where the world simply did not exist. Or if it did, it might have been covered in acid or poisonous gases. 
 
    But no. 
 
    Megaera stepped through the portal, placed her boots against the soft dirt, and marveled at how normal and mundane this all felt. In fact, if she closed her eyes, she could easily pretend this was her world. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, she flapped her wings and took to the air. She jumped from the ground, felt the wind beneath the dark leather of her wings, and savored flight. She darted forward and cut over to one of the trees. Once there, she closed her eyes and listened. 
 
    Strange, skittering animals and avian chirps reverberated across the air, but then she heard the noisy crunch of a man’s boots. 
 
    Hadrian. 
 
    Megaera didn’t know precisely why she chose this one male out of the untold multitudes. She had spent time with another researcher, scanned across dozens or perhaps hundreds of possibilities before settling on him. 
 
    He may not have been the strongest or most powerful person here, but something intrigued her. She couldn’t help but think of the pounds back on her world.  
 
    She recalled how one of her friends had gone to a pound to purchase a boy. At the time, Megaera had been so incredibly jealous. She hid her feelings as best she could, but she was also intrigued. If her friend could have any of the boys who were naked and humbled behind the bars of their cages, why pick one over another? 
 
    Physical attraction seemed likely. And yet, Megaera understood this was only a part of the calculation. There was something else, something ephemeral and almost magical. There needs to be a certain spark, a special connection. 
 
    The boy had to seem interesting, different, and intriguing all at the same time. He had to fascinate. 
 
    This man, Hadrian Arnold, fascinated Megaera. When she thought of him, she imagined all of the ways she could tease, torment, and break him. Maybe it was the confident glint in his eyes or how he moved through his world with a unique swagger. 
 
    She intended to take it from him. He would lose his arrogance and so much more. 
 
    Inhaling the strange aromas of vegetation, she pinpointed his direction, threw herself from the branch upon which she had perched, and felt the air wash over her. She tensed her wings, held her arms down along the length of her body, and flew. 
 
    She moved silently, like a shadow darting from one tree to another. 
 
    He continued to stroll beneath the different trees, completely unaware that a woman hunted him. 
 
    She followed for a while, wondering if she might make some sort of mistake. 
 
    Tactically, she understood this was a mistake. She should have pounced instantly, taken him down like the wild beast he was, restrained him, and dragged him back to her world for training at her leisure. 
 
    And yet, she wanted to enjoy his last moments of freedom. He may not have known he would soon become a captive, but she did. 
 
    He continued to walk as the path meandered through the trees. He walked over large rocks, jumped a fallen trunk, and continued to make his way forward. 
 
    Megaera reached out with her senses again. As hard as she strained, she couldn’t pick up on any other noises. This man was out here alone, which meant he was entirely vulnerable. 
 
    One more time, she ran the tip of her tongue along her teeth. Then she jumped from her hiding spot and landed right behind him. She stretched out her wings, leaned forward, and watched. 
 
    Despite wandering through this forest and relaxing to the steady rhythms of nature, he remained completely at ease until the moment when she jumped, landed behind him, and he heard the crunch of her boots as small rocks broke beneath her. 
 
    He stopped. He must have been trying to figure out what type of situation could make this kind of noise. Tentatively, he turned around. He faced her, this beautiful creature in her dark blue tunic, accented by gold, with her wings unfurled. 
 
    “Hello, Hadrian Arnold. My name is Megaera, and I’m here to claim you.” As she said those words, she reached down for her belt and pulled off the collar. It would be one accouterment of his new existence, one of many. 
 
    To his credit, Hadrian didn’t just scream, turn, or run. 
 
    Yes, his eyes widened to the size of coins, and he stared at her, his lips parted. Like prey frozen in front of a predator’s stare, he remained in place. But this wasn’t paralysis induced by fear. It was something else, something different and alluring. 
 
    He started to shift his right leg. He looked at her and asked, “What are you?” He was studying her, she realized. 
 
    “I’m your new owner,” she said. Then she jumped. 
 
    His instincts took a hold of him, and he dove to the left. He landed among some of the trees. Nearly losing his balance, he reached out, grabbed the branch, pulled himself back up, and kicked out. 
 
    He ran away from the trail. Perhaps he knew the open space would give her the advantage. 
 
    With leaves tearing and branches breaking around him, he plowed into the wilderness. 
 
    For just a moment, she watched him go. Then she flapped her wings, threw herself into the air, and launched herself above the treetops. 
 
    He looked over his shoulder. 
 
    Apparently, this arrogant male couldn’t envision a scenario where a creature like Megaera could actually fly. 
 
    “So pathetic,” she murmured to herself. These creatures were so terrestrial. Since they could only walk or run, they must have viewed the world as two-dimensional. 
 
    With a mixture of leaps and flight, Megaera followed after him. 
 
    This boy ran as hard as he could. He jumped over every obstacle, swung his arms, and kicked his shoes against of the ground as he tried to put as much distance between them as possible. 
 
    It was adorable. 
 
    With a wicked smile on her face, she followed him easily. Silent and unseen, she shadowed him for several minutes before this game her tired some. 
 
    “Up here,” she called out, cupping her hands over her mouth. 
 
    As he realized his mistake, his eyes grew big. Hadrian stopped, looked to the left, then the right, and he quickly grabbed a fallen branch. He held it up like a blade, like that might be enough to deter her. 
 
    “Oh, you silly boy,” she said with an aristocratic air. “Do you really think you can stand a chance against me? I am an interdimensional denizen. I have come here for you, and I won’t be denied.” 
 
    “Stay back,” he growled. At least his voice didn’t crack or shake. He really did sound intimidating. A local female might have even hesitated. 
 
    Not Megaera. 
 
    With her laughter ringing in his ears, she jumped down, felt the pleasurable pain of branches scratching against her limbs and wings, and landed in a crouch. Then she rose and grinned at him. 
 
    Hadrian didn’t hesitate. 
 
    With a wild swing, he tried to bring the branch down across her face. 
 
    She could have grabbed it, twisted from his grip, and thrown it aside. Instead, she deflected the attack with her forearm, moved to the left faster than he could process, and kicked out. Her boot connected with the back of his leg, and he went stumbling forward. 
 
    Demonstrating more agility then she expected, he righted himself and turned around before throwing a punch. She grabbed his wrist, used his momentum against him, and sent him flying past her. 
 
    He spun around again, lifted his fists, and waited. “Do you really think that is going to work any better?” Although Hadrian didn’t have an answer, he stared at her, bobbing his weight from foot to foot as he got ready to jump out of the way when she inevitably pounced. 
 
    Although he considered himself a reasonably athletic man who could hold his own in a fight, he had no idea what to do with the strange, alluring creature set against him. It was the smooth contours of her skin, the shape of her nose, and her wild smile. She had an amazing body, something perfect. In spite of the strangeness of her blue skin and pink hair, he almost wished he could reach out and touch her or try to kiss her. 
 
    But he understood just how dangerous that would be. Beyond her words, she exuded the regal confidence of royalty. This was the kind of woman who could pick a man like him, put the collar around his neck, and turn him into a slave. 
 
    These ideas should have sounded utterly insane and completely fantastical. But no. He saw her, and he knew she could make good on every single one of her promises. 
 
    “Look,” he said, trying for diplomacy, “I don’t want to hurt you, but—” 
 
    Hadrian didn’t get the chance to speak because her soft, wicked laughter rushed across the air. 
 
    This man tried again, “I—” 
 
    “You will be a slave,” she said. “This is your fate, and there is no escaping it.” She smiled at him and made this all somehow sound like good news. 
 
    “I’m not a slave,” he growled back. He tried to raise his voice, but she just smirked. “You are going to be a slave on your hands and knees. You’ll recognize that every inch of your body belongs to me, Hadrian Arnold. You’ll wear this collar around your neck, and you will learn to serve me. I’m going to have so much fun taming you. You will be my boy, and I will show you off to all of my friends and associates. They will see you as this strange, exotic animal, and they will be so jealous because you belong to me and only me.” 
 
    “Not going to happen,” he muttered. 
 
    But then she rushed him, faster than his eyes could recognize. At one instant, she stood there, chuckling at him. In the next, she was right in front of him. 
 
    She chopped down with one hand, striking at his shoulder. Hot pain blossomed beneath his skin, but he threw out his fist. 
 
    Before he could connect, she spun away, easily dodging the slow attack. 
 
    “Really? Is that the best you can do?” Megaera taunted. 
 
    “I’ll show you what I can do!” Hadrian called out. 
 
    Like so many other men of this world, he assumed he could fight any woman because of his stature and mass. Men were supposed to be bigger and stronger, capable of taking down any woman. 
 
    Perhaps most men didn’t think about it, but this was an advantage they brought to every interaction. 
 
    Only here, Hadrian couldn’t quite understand just how badly outmatched he was against someone like Megaera. 
 
    He put his shoulder down, roared, and rushed at her as he tried to summon his most primal and primitive instincts. 
 
    She easily jumped up, slapping her wings and pulling herself into the air. Just as he passed beneath her, she kicked down, one boot slamming against his left shoulder, and he stumbled forward, crashing into one of the trees. 
 
    Despite the pain, he spun around and focused on her again. 
 
    “You have a lot of fight in you,” she said. “I like that. It’s going to make taming you so much more entertaining.” 
 
    “I’m not an animal,” he said simply. 
 
    “No, but you are a boy, and so you might as well be the same thing.” 
 
    His nostrils twitched, and he braced himself again. 
 
    This time, he launched forward, swung with one fist, then the other. 
 
    She dodged to the left, the right. Then she reached down, grabbed her whip, and brought it up. The leather strip cut across the air before smacking against his cheek. 
 
    The sharp burst of pain made him stumble back. She struck again, this time at his right wrist, then the back of his left hand. With expert precision, she struck exactly where she wished with a minimum amount of movement and effort. 
 
    And yet, each stinging blow made him jerk back like some puppet whose strings had become tangled. 
 
    “Come on,” she purred in those sultry, breathy tones, “You can do better than this. I chose you among all of the boys. I knew you would be easy, but I didn’t believe you would be this easy.” 
 
    He looked up at her cobalt features and exhaled through his clenched teeth. 
 
    Hadrian Arnold glanced over his shoulder, and she burst out laughing again, “Do you really think you can run away from me? Feel free to try. Chasing you is almost as entertaining as defeating you in combat.” 
 
    With his heart still kicking in his chest, he didn’t know what to do. His instincts screamed at him to pick flight or fight, but he understood how each option would fail. 
 
    What else could he do? What else could he try? 
 
    This was supposed to be a hike, nothing more. He had traveled this trail many times before, which also meant he knew there wouldn’t be anyone else out here. If he couldn’t fight or hope for rescue, and if he couldn’t run or hide from this woman, what options remained? 
 
    Again and again, he told himself he could do this. Hadrian was the kind of man who knew how to take care of himself. 
 
    And yet… 
 
    “Make up your mind, boy,” she said. “Show me what you can do before I take you home with me.” 
 
    Hoping to delay the inevitable, he asked, “Home? What does that mean?” 
 
    “Oh, you’re going to love it,” she purred. Then she shrugged, “Or maybe you will hate it. Either way, you’re coming back with me, Hadrian.” She grinned and revealed those elongated canines once again. 
 
    As he tried to take stock of his limited choices, he worked to delay her for as long as he could as he asked, “Coming back where?” 
 
    “It’s a different reality,” she said, “a better reality. In my world, boys like you are rare. So you know what that means?” 
 
    “No,” he said without thinking about it, “What does it mean?” 
 
    “Males are rare, which makes them valuable.” 
 
    For a second, Hadrian stopped thinking about different tactics he might try to employ to disable and escape this woman. As his brows creased, he really focused on what she just told him. “Valuable?” 
 
    “That’s right,” she said as she stood there, gorgeous and beautifully powerful with her curving whip held aloft. “In my world, men are kept as slaves and pets. They’re rare commodities, which means every woman wants to own one. You, will be mine.” 
 
    “But, but if men are rare, shouldn’t they be powerful?” 
 
    “Not when you are weak and outnumbered,” she said, her eyes twinkling with amusement. “Men are tagged and owned like any other beast. Yes, you can speak and try to fight back, but that doesn’t make any difference. It only makes you more amusing.” 
 
    “I’m not going to let that happen,” he said. 
 
    “Really? What makes you think you can stop me?” Clearly, she wasn’t interested in his answer, not really. She simply intended to drink in his defiance because it proved to be so entertaining. 
 
    Despite the little edge of sarcasm in her voice, Hadrian said, “Look, I don’t know where you come from or even what you are, but I can tell you about the men of this world. We are strong. We are determined. We won’t just give in.” 
 
    As he made that bold declaration, he finally started to come up with a plan as he remembered one of his safety precautions. When he left his car, he had recognized the simple fact that he would be out on his own. Hikers got lost on these trails pretty frequently, so he had to be careful. He had something on his back belt, something he had never tried to use before. 
 
    He needed to remember exactly how it worked. He had to time this perfectly. But if he did it right, and if he got lucky, he might actually be able to escape this woman. 
 
    Still, something about her gaze held him in place. He had never felt so powerless before. She was like this beautifully powerful and rich woman poised atop some horse as she looked down at her target—her prey. 
 
    Telling himself he could still win this, he looked right at her, “you’re not going to be able to take me. You just wait. I’m going to keep fighting.” 
 
    “I wonder if you’ll feel that way once I have you locked in a chastity cage with a collar around your neck.” 
 
    Hadrian barely listened to her. Instead, he stayed silent, locked his jaw, and rushed at her. He threw another punch. She ducked. He tried to bring his knee up, to slam it into her stomach, but she jumped back before sliding forward again. 
 
    She slapped him across the face. 
 
    Even as the adrenaline slammed through his veins, Hadrian could hardly believe it. She slapped him? 
 
    It barely hurt, but that wasn’t the point. 
 
    He looked up at her beautiful face, saw the curve of her lips and he knew that she was laughing at him! 
 
    He kept fighting, punching again and again, only his knuckles never connected. 
 
    Still, Hadrian refused to give up. 
 
    “You’re not going to win!” Megaera called out between bursts of giggling laughter. “You don’t stand a chance, boy! You’re coming back with me with a collar around your neck and a leash in my hand.” 
 
    Between gasps of panted breath, he grunted, “Never!” 
 
    “Keep fighting,” she said. “Keep it up and do your best. You’re so entertaining!” Although he understood he was being mocked, Hadrian wouldn’t give up. 
 
    He tried to kick, to punch. He threw one fist after another, but she easily ducked and wove her way around him. In fact, it sometimes felt as though her feet simply levitated above the ground, and she reflexively avoided every strike. 
 
    “You’re going to look so good on your knees. And when you are finally broken, I want you to think of this moment, Hadrian.” 
 
    That’s when he tried to tackle her. 
 
    He threw himself forward, and she grinned ferociously. 
 
    Finally, he had made the correct calculation because she didn’t simply leap away. This time, she grabbed him by his right arm and forced him down onto his back. He hit the dirt hard. Stray stones and broken sticks dug up into his shirt without tearing the fabric. 
 
    But he still had one hand free. 
 
    Although she twisted his right arm behind his back, sending a spasm of pain through his shoulder, he reached up with his right hand. He found it, that cylinder still braced against his belt. 
 
    “Yield,” she commanded. “Yield to your superior.” 
 
    “Lady,” he growled back, “You’re never going to be my superior.” That’s when he saw the stone at the edge of his vision. He grabbed the flare from his belt, dragged the tip along the ground until the cap popped off, and then it ignited as he ran the end along the rough stone. 
 
    Yes! 
 
    Without thinking, he jabbed the flare up toward her face. 
 
    Sharp light and bright flame flashed in her sight. Megaera hadn’t expected anything like this. Her combat reflexes told her to dodge. She slapped her wings, threw herself up into the air, and tried to pull away as she worked to understand what kind of hidden weapon this male possessed. 
 
    She had studied these people, but not closely enough. 
 
    Hadrian didn’t waste this chance. He scrambled back up onto his hands and knees. He launched himself forward, swung his arms, and started to run back through the foliage as fast as he could. 
 
    He took big risks, practically leaping from one foot to another. He could have tripped at any moment, which would have made his capture so, so easy for the huntress. 
 
    Poised on another branch and watching as his form diminished, she licked her lips. 
 
    “Entertaining,” she whispered, “You are very entertaining, Hadrian Arnold. I’m glad I chose so well, but you will pay for that.” 
 
    Although he couldn’t hear her, he must have known. 
 
      
 
    With every step, he expected the woman with the bat wings to drop back in front of him. He expected to see the swinging flash of her ponytail, her wings outstretched, and her gorgeous physique poised and ready to pounce on him. 
 
    Hadrian Arnold had never felt like this before: hunted. 
 
    He raced as fast as he could. He didn’t think about his car or even a direction. He just had to put as much distance between them as he possibly could. He ran hard and fast. At several points, tree branches scratched across his face, caught his shirt, or ripped at his pants, but he didn’t care. He kept going as fast as he could, pumping all of his strength and adrenaline into his arms and legs. 
 
    His shoes kicked down against the ground, and he swung his arms. 
 
    At one point, he glanced over his shoulder. 
 
    He couldn’t look back for long, not unless he was willing to risk tripping and falling and making himself easy prey for this woman. 
 
    Who was she? What was she? 
 
    Yes, she had given her name: Megaera. And yet, the exotic sounds seemed impossible for his brain to process. 
 
    She said she was from another world, a world where men like him were owned as slaves and pets. 
 
    Again and again, he held onto one breathless phrase, “That’s not going to be me.” This hunted boy had to cling to that idea. 
 
    Hadrian didn’t care what it took. He would not be owned. He would not break. 
 
    After another hundred yards, he glanced over his shoulder again. He didn’t see her. He slowed his pace, mostly because he knew he couldn’t maintain a sprint much longer. He continued to jog, desperate to put as much distance between them as possible. 
 
    Then he slowed and glanced over his shoulder. 
 
    He saw her between the trees. His eyes widened, and she grinned at him. 
 
    He doubled his speed, rushing hard again. That’s when he heard it: Megaera’s laughter. That sweet, playfully feminine and vivacious sound seemed to echo in his ears. 
 
    He had tricked her once with the flare, but it wouldn’t work again. 
 
    Then she dropped down in front of him. She grinned, flashing those canines once more. 
 
    He didn’t hesitate. 
 
    Hadrian swung down with the flare, using it like a blade. 
 
    She grabbed his wrist, twisted, his muscles tensed, and his fingers were forced apart, dropping the flare to the ground. She stamped it beneath her boot. The chemicals should have continued to burn, but they were snuffed out instantly. 
 
    “You’ve been amusing, boy, but it’s time for you to come home with me. Don’t worry. I’m going to spend a lot of time playing with you,” she promised. 
 
    Despite the pain coming from his right wrist, he tried to punch her with his left hand. He brought his arm up in a wild haymaker, but she lifted her palm, blocked him, and caught his knuckles beneath her slender fingers. 
 
    Pressing down, she held him. She had both of his arms down. 
 
    He tried to jerk free, only this exquisite creature held him. “Where do you think you’re going? You can’t beat me. You can’t defeat me,” she practically sang the words. 
 
    He threw his weight to the left, to the right. It still didn’t do any good. 
 
    She held him tight as he thrashed there in front of her. With a smirk on her youthful face, she studied him for several long seconds, perhaps waiting to see whether or not he would simply acquiesce. Maybe this boy would slump forward and surrender. 
 
    Never! 
 
    Hadrian Arnold yanked again and again. He tried to kick out, only his blows landed to no effect. 
 
    “You’re just a pet,” she said, “A wild animal who doesn’t know he needs to be owned. But don’t worry. I’m going to teach you,” she said. “I’m going to teach you so much.” 
 
    Hadrian opened his mouth to argue or make some defiant point, only he didn’t get the chance. She released him. Just as he started to fall back, she kicked out, caught behind his leg, and swept his feet out from beneath him. He collapsed down onto the ground, and she pounced. She straddled him, locking his hands beneath her knees. He tried to pull free, only he wasn’t strong enough. 
 
    She had him, and she had no intention of releasing him. 
 
    That’s when she leaned down. They were close now, so close. She brushed her fingers along his cheeks, down his neck, and along his shoulders. “Your heart is pounding,” she said. “You must be so scared.” 
 
    “I’m angry!” Hadrian lied. 
 
    “Adorable. Absolutely precious.” 
 
    He was about to growl something back at her, only that’s the moment she chose to kiss him. As his lips started to move, she leaned in, and he couldn’t do anything. He had this beautiful woman poised on top of him, holding him down, trapping him, and making him completely helpless. 
 
    Despite the scratches from his rush through the woods, Hadrian soon lost himself to the alluring heat of her body, the weight of her frame pressed down on him, and the knowledge he couldn’t get away. 
 
    She leaned back and grinned, “Remove your clothing.” 
 
    He blinked once as he tried to process that command. 
 
    Yes, those soft, alluring kisses had certainly aroused fresh excitement within his body. But really, it was hard for his primitive hindbrain to keep up. Was he supposed to be scared or turned on? Both? 
 
    That’s when she leaned in, only this time she didn’t kiss him. Instead, her teeth grazed along his neck, and she slipped her hands underneath his shirt. Demonstrating her prodigious strength, she grabbed the edges of that fabric, pulled, and ripped through his shirt, shredding it instantly. 
 
    “I want my boys naked. You don’t get to wear clothing. That’s a privilege, and I’m not giving it to you.” 
 
    She let him go and jumped to her feet. Now she stood over him like some imposing statue, powerful and unyielding. 
 
    His mouth turned dry, only it had nothing to do with his run between the trees. His heart kept pounding, and he started to sit up. He shrugged off his shirt. It was in tatters anyway. 
 
    “Now your pants and anything else you’re wearing,” she instructed. 
 
    “Please. You can’t be serious.” 
 
    She leaned forward and touched the underside of his chin. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t look away. Again, he was prey trapped before the stare of a powerful huntress. This predator had him, and he knew he couldn’t get away. 
 
    Hadrian reached for his belt. 
 
    Deep down, he understood what this surrender meant. 
 
    He waited for the defiance to well back up through him, but he had tried everything. He had punched, kicked, run, and even tried to jab a lit flare in this woman’s face. None of it had helped. 
 
    “Faster,” she said. 
 
    He yanked down his pants. That would not be enough for her. She glanced at his boots, then his boxers. 
 
    Reluctantly, he pulled off his shoes and socks. 
 
    “Please, don’t make me,” he said. He hated to beg this woman, only he didn’t see any alternative. 
 
    “You can do it,” she said, “Or I can do it. What’s it going to be?” 
 
    He rose to his feet, grabbed the sides of his underwear, and pulled them down to reveal his naked body. 
 
    She stepped forward, invading his personal space, and then she kissed his neck again. Her teeth scratched at his flesh, and she pulled back. Her eyes were bright with arousal. 
 
    “On your knees,” she commanded. 
 
    For a moment, he thought of defying her again. The instinct was there, bright and tantalizing. 
 
    Without his boots, he had no chance of making it through the forest. Still, he understood how demeaning and degrading it would be to drop down in front of her. 
 
    “I hunted you,” she said proudly. “I caught you. That means you are mine.” 
 
    She reached out, grabbed his shoulder, pinched, and shoved. His knees bent, and he fell forward. That’s when she lifted the collar up. He saw the black leather with the silver padlock. 
 
    “No, please…” 
 
    “Hold your hands behind your back, slave.” 
 
    He obeyed. He crossed his wrists behind his back and kneeled there naked before her. That’s when she leaned down and slipped the collar around his neck. At the last moment, he saw the complicated electronics along the interior. He didn’t know what they were for, but he had some ideas. Punishment? Tracking? 
 
    It made sense. 
 
    Those kinds of devices were used on animals in his world. If she saw him as a pet, it made sense she would wish to protect her prize. 
 
    Then he heard the click of the padlock. 
 
    “Stand and put your hands on that tree right there.” She pointed. 
 
    “Why?” Hadrian asked. 
 
    She had her whip out again. She lifted it just a tiny bit. “Because you tried to get away.” 
 
    “I thought you had fun?” 
 
    “Oh, I did,” she agreed, “But that doesn’t mean you don’t get punished anyway.” She ran her elongated canines along her lower lip as she watched him and waited for his inevitable surrender. 
 
    He didn’t move fast enough, so she flicked her wrist, and the tip of her whip bit down against his shoulder. The jolt of pain was enough to prompt his obedience. He jumped up, rushed over to the tree, and pushed his palms down against the rugged bark. 
 
    “There’s something you need to understand about being property, Hadrian,” she said. “First, you have no rights. You have just one obligation: please me. I am your owner, and I decide what happens to you. I will decide when you experience pleasure and when you experience pain. Sometimes you will experience pain because you’ve disobeyed. And there will be other moments where I simply feel like seeing you cry out.” 
 
    As those last two words hit the air, she jerked her arm down, the whip flew out, and it smacked hard against his back. 
 
    She was careful not to damage her property, yet he felt the red line appear along his flesh. 
 
    Hadrian bit down and refused to make a sound. He wouldn’t give her the satisfaction of hearing him cry out or beg for mercy. 
 
    His fingertips pushed against the bark, his knuckles tightened, and he inhaled slowly as he tried to keep those sensations in check. 
 
    “Eventually, you will learn to love your place at my feet. You’ll be proud to be my property. Of course, I might decide to punish you for your arrogance, but that’s okay. This is who you are now. This is what you deserve.” 
 
    “I’m a free and independent man,” he growled back. He should have resisted the temptation to talk to her, especially when she clearly had no interest in an actual discussion or debate. 
 
    “You were,” she said. “For some reason, this backwards world doesn’t include collars for all of the boys. Oh well. You’re wearing one now, and that’s what counts.” 
 
    He tried to retort, but she struck again, three times in quick succession. The whip cut through the air, whistling as it slammed down against his back. She picked three different spots. Now four red lines glowed along his skin. 
 
    His breathing came in quick, ragged puffs, but this was different. Before, when he ran, he panted, only now he couldn’t quite catch up. Not only that, if he had the instinct to move or run, he knew it would be completely futile. 
 
    “Ask me to take you with me.” 
 
    “Never!” 
 
    Three more strikes of the whip flew down. The pain burst along his nerves. 
 
    “Beg me to take you.” 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    “And yet,” she said, tilting her head to the side, “You want to be my slave. You are eager for the chance to be owned as property.” 
 
    “What?” Hadrian asked, genuinely confused. After everything he had experienced, his defenses felt weak and fractured. A leisurely stroll had turned into something else, something wholly unpredictable. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    He flinched when she sauntered forward and he heard the crunch of her boots against the dried leaves beneath her feet. She brushed her fingers along his backside, up along his skin. Then she came around, and her soft touch encircled his shaft. She had his manhood in the palm of her hand now. He froze up, terrified. 
 
    She stroked him. Sure enough, he was already hard. Now the desires came bright and fast, swimming through his body as he shivered. 
 
    “You see,” she said. “You’re a boy. Boys know on a deep, instinctive level that they need to be owned. Fortunately for you, you have a collar around your neck. Now beg for me to take you back.” 
 
    She stroked gently with one hand. She continued to tease him. Yes, she knew how to inflict pain, but the pleasure pulsed through him. 
 
    His defenses started to fracture. He opened his mouth, and he was about to do it, to start begging. 
 
    At the last second, he held back. He remembered the man he wanted to be and resisted the urge. 
 
    “You boys are so easy to manipulate. Just look at you. You might stand up tall, but you wear your most vulnerable spot right between your legs. Adorable.” She continued to stroke him, teasing him until he thought he might lose control. The pleasure pulsed through his body, and his eyes started to roll back when she drew her hand away. 
 
    He still had his palms pushed against the tree as she stepped back, raised the whip, and he glanced over his shoulder. 
 
    “Eyes forward,” she said playfully. 
 
    That’s when she struck with the whip. Another jerk of her hand brought the tip up before it flashed down and struck against his skin. 
 
    The pain rushed through his body, sharp and undeniable. 
 
    She struck again. 
 
    Hot agony swept through him. Even so, he bit down, clenched his eyes shut, and held onto his dignity as best he could. 
 
    “Are you still hard?” she asked. The question wasn’t necessary, but she checked and grinned. His shaft remained rigid with addictive arousal. 
 
    Her fingers brushed along his shaft; yes, he remained tense and hard, so she grinned, stepped back, raised her whip, and savored the moment. Controlling a boy like this could be so incredible. With a wicked smile, she jerked her arm down. The whip’s vicious tip snapped against his skin. 
 
    This was just the first strike of a flurry. Her whip snapped down again and again. At first, he managed to cling to his strength and independence. He remained silent and stoic, as though he didn’t really care. Even as the lash crisscrossed against his back, he didn’t make a sound. 
 
    But then he started to gasp, to growl. 
 
    Then he cried out. 
 
    He wanted to turn around, to spin and face her, only he wasn’t brave enough for something like that. 
 
    “Poor boy,” she cooed. “This must be so frustrating for you.” She struck again. “You probably wish you could turn around and take me, don’t you? But we already fought once, and who won? Oh, that’s right. It was me.” 
 
    Again and again, she jerked her arm down, sending the whip cutting through the air before it smacked against his bare flesh. 
 
    “Please, please, I can’t take any more!” He bit down, hating himself for giving in like this. And yet, it was too late. He had already surrendered something important. 
 
    “Good,” she said. 
 
    With his head bowed down and his eyes closed, he didn’t see what she had in mind. 
 
    She grabbed him by his shoulder, shoved him down, and he landed on his back. Eyes wet, he blinked through the tears he refused to shed and tried to make out what she just pulled off of her belt. 
 
    “If you try to stop me, I will make sure you regret it.” 
 
    He believed her. 
 
    She slipped some kind of ring around the base of his testicles. Next, she slid a tube over his shaft. Once his manhood was encased, she connected the two pieces, and a familiar sound reverberated through his body. 
 
    Click. 
 
    Lifting his head, he looked down along the length of his body and asked, “What, what did you just do to me?” 
 
    “Well, I gave you that whipping to soften you up.” She meant this literally. His shaft had gone flaccid. The pain had been too much. It buried his arousal, leaving him soft and vulnerable. Now she grinned down at him. He looked up, but she raised her boot and put it right there against the center of his chest. “And once you were soft, I put you in chastity.” 
 
    “I, I don’t understand,” he said truthfully. 
 
    She leaned down, grinned at him, grabbed Hadrian by his hair, and jumped back to her feet. He was forced to follow as she yanked on his scalp. 
 
    He cried out again. But then she shoved him against that same tree, only now she kissed him. She pressed her breasts to his chest, rubbed her body against his crotch, and locked his wrists over his head beneath the heels of her palms. 
 
    Trapping him just like this, she made him feel like a pinned bug while she toyed with him. 
 
    Yes, another rush of arousal coursed through his body. Hot desire sparked, morphing into this wild conflagration. 
 
    And yet, he experienced something else for the very first time. His shaft tried to harden. He could feel the excitement gather between his legs, only he couldn’t get an erection, not anymore. When his member tried to stiffen, the contours of his shaft pressed up against of the unyielding metal all around him now. 
 
    “What, what did you do to me?” Hadrian asked when she broke off the kiss. 
 
    “It’s called a chastity cage,” she said. “Tell me something. When was the last time you had an orgasm?” 
 
    He had a hard time processing the question. Perhaps he never envisioned a scenario where someone might ask him that. Still, he feared her whip and knew he had to obey. Stripped naked, hunted like an animal, and trapped by this beautiful woman, he had to answer her. “Yesterday.” 
 
    “You touched yourself,” she said. “You touched yourself and enjoyed some wild fantasy. I hope you enjoyed it, Hadrian, because you aren’t going to get that sort of treatment again. In fact, go ahead and try to take it off.” 
 
    She stepped back, let her whip dangle from her hand, and watched. 
 
    Turning back to her, he stared right at this strange denizen before he gave a slow shake of his head. No, he wouldn’t play her game. 
 
    “Do it,” she ordered. 
 
    Megaera didn’t raise her voice. She didn’t yell, shout, or scream, yet the full force of her personality slammed into him, and he acquiesced all at once. His head bowed down, and he looked at it the strange device which now imprisoned his most sensitive body parts. 
 
    He reached down and tried to pull the cage off. He tugged and tried to work himself out of it. He saw the small lock, but he knew he wouldn’t be able to rip or break through the iron. 
 
    Still, he had to try. He worked at the device as he tried to get the right angle or grip to slip his shaft out of his cage. 
 
    Nearly a minute elapsed before he jerked his hands away and glared at her. He turned these words into an accusation, “I can’t. I can’t get it off!” 
 
    His chest rose and fell, and that’s when she strode forward again. His anger vanished in an instant, disintegrated by her allure and proximity. She was so close. She could grab him and touch him, squeeze him or kiss him. Instead, she reached up and attached something to his collar. 
 
    He looked down at the leash now held in her hand and connected to the band around his throat. She stowed her whip, took out a small box, and pointed it toward an open space just a few feet away. 
 
    “I’m taking you home,” she promised. 
 
    That’s when a vortex exploded into existence. Wild air shot across his face. 
 
    Without turning back to her captured boy, she strode ahead and yanked, dragging him forward. 
 
    He tried to dig his heel down into the dirt, to stop himself, but Megaera’s strength overwhelmed him. She yanked him through the vortex, kidnapping this man from his world. 
 
      
 
    When they landed back at the research facility, Hadrian looked around and desperately hoped for some opportunity to escape. Instead, there were women, a semicircle of them. Apparently, they had been able to track the vortex. 
 
    When Megaera stood there and held his leash, she lifted it up toward the air along with her other arm. At once, the assembled women started to cheer and laugh. A few of them whistled. 
 
    Hadrian drank in the site of their strange appearances, but he didn’t get to ponder what any of this meant because Megaera kicked the back of his leg, knocking him to his knees. 
 
    “I did it,” she announced proudly. “I went to another world and caught this boy. He is mine, and he will be trained to serve me. This is what we have. This is what we can accomplish. Soon, I hope entire hunting parties will be sent to their world to catch boys just like this. They will be bought and sold. Soon, men won’t be just a rare luxury for the rich. Every woman and girl will be able to own a boy just like this one.” Her eyes narrowed. 
 
    Adrian struggled hard to stand up and defy his new owner. This was an opportunity for him to embarrass her, after all. 
 
    For the first half of her speech, he remained afraid, locked in place and paralyzed by his own indecision. 
 
    But then he really started to listen to what she was saying. 
 
    He had to resist! He had to fight her! 
 
    That’s why he jumped to his feet, and he started to shout something. Before he could even get out a single syllable, she turned around, grabbed him, pulled him to her chest, and slipped one hand over his mouth. He tried to break her hold, but this exotic woman held him in place. She had her arms around his torso, and he only struggled there helplessly. 
 
    “This boy is wild,” she continued. “He wants to try to fight, but he doesn’t understand that he is a male, and males are born for slavery.” 
 
    Some of the women laughed. Others cheered. 
 
    Having made her point, she yanked on his leash and forced him out of the room. He had no choice but to follow even as he looked at the strangers. A couple of the women reached out and smacked his ass. Others just pointed. They laughed and grinned at him. 
 
    One voice cut through the others. He couldn’t know which one of the females addressed him, but her words still echoed between his ears, “Welcome to captivity! You’re going to love it!” 
 
      
 
    Megaera wasn’t interested in an argument or a fight. She had transported him back to her estate in a cage. When he saw the bars, he tried to escape again. This time, she just grabbed him by the nape of his neck and shoved him down before dropping the top of his cage back into place. Then it was locked, and he felt like an adopted canine. 
 
    After that, she dropped a blanket over him. 
 
    He couldn’t see anything! 
 
    Her associates transported the cage back to her property. 
 
    He could hear an engine. He could feel vibrations. He didn’t know exactly how they moved him, but it hardly mattered. At several points, he tried to call out, to ask for sympathy, help, or mercy. 
 
    The women in charge of bringing him back to her place had no interest in negotiating with a boy. As a male, he didn’t have anything interesting to say anyway. 
 
    Then everything got quiet. He was lowered down onto a floor. The bottom of the cage clanged. He called out again, nervous and anxious. At several points, he grabbed onto the bars of the cage and tried to free himself, but he didn’t stand a chance, and he knew it. When he pushed on the top of the cage, it rose a fraction of an inch before catching on a lock. 
 
    Since he couldn’t get out of the cage, he turned his attention to his chastity lock. 
 
    Hadrian tried not to think about it, yet those lingering embers of arousal continued to glow deep within his core. He found himself gently chewing on the inside of his mouth as he thought of this beautiful woman. 
 
    He didn’t want to think of Megaera. On the contrary, he attempted to fixate on someone else, some gorgeous celebrity. The random actresses, singers, and models he envisioned didn’t last long within his imagination. 
 
    Each time, they morphed, shifting into that beautiful woman. Stronger and more powerful, she had taken him. 
 
    “She hunted me,” he whispered as he tried to remind himself. 
 
    And yet, he couldn’t ignore the attraction. She scared him. She tantalized him. She tempted him. 
 
    Biting down, he focused on the task at hand. 
 
    He needed to remove the chastity cage. 
 
    At this point, it wouldn’t have really proven much, especially because she would probably just force him to wear another one. Even so, he wanted to demonstrate just how defiant he could be. 
 
    That’s why he lowered himself down onto his back, lifted his legs, and tried to get it off. He worked at the different components, but they all remained stubbornly fixed in place, held by the various connections, rivets, and the padlock. 
 
    At several points, he thought he started to feel the chastity lock shift or slip. 
 
    But no. It had only been his imagination: wishful thinking. 
 
    He didn’t know how much time had gone by. Maybe it was just a few minutes. Maybe it was as long as an hour. Either way, he remained trapped. 
 
    With a grunt of aggravation, he rolled onto his hands and knees, grabbed the bars again, and shook them as hard as he could. Nothing. He couldn’t get out. Like a captured animal, he couldn’t escape captivity! 
 
    They had him. They had no intention of letting him go. 
 
    At first, he expected the blanket to get yanked away at any moment. 
 
    Megaera should have sauntered in here, her boots clicking against the stone floor. She should have said something about how he had been so easy to catch, about how she looked forward to taming him. 
 
    Finally, she yanked the blanket away. 
 
    Megaera didn’t even have to crouch down. All at once, he realized he was on some sort of platform. 
 
    “Tonight, I have several friends coming over. They are going to want to see my new acquisition. But I need to know something. Can you be quiet, or do I need to muzzle you?” 
 
    He held his teeth tight together as he contemplated the question and what he should tell her. Finally, he said, “You don’t need to muzzle me. I can behave.” 
 
    She lifted her head, arched her back, and burst out laughing. “I almost believed you there!” Although she didn’t raise her voice, he still shivered with embarrassment. 
 
    That’s when she opened a drawer beneath his cage, opened the top, and said just one word, “Kneel.” 
 
    Blind, desperate defiance would have been satisfying, but he recalled how she had whipped him back out in the woods. That’s why he straightened his back, stretched his shoulders, and got onto his knees. 
 
    She shoved the muzzle underneath his chin before looping the straps across his cheeks and locking the ends together just above the nape of his neck. Then he heard it again, that dreaded sound which he was a quickly learning to hate. 
 
    The click of a lock. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. She put her hand on the top of his head, shoved him back down, and dropped the top of the cage. It locked, and he knew he was trapped, only now he couldn’t even speak. 
 
    She replaced the blanket, trapping him in darkness, only now he couldn’t even attempt to negotiate with her. Then again, it didn’t matter because he was just a boy, and she wouldn’t waste her time listening to anything a male had to say. 
 
      
 
    “Ladies, I would like you to see my prized catch,” Megaera said. 
 
    Up until this point, Adrian had heard the scurrying of feet. There were quick whispers, lowered voices, and carefully worded instructions. He couldn’t catch most of it, but it hardly mattered. None of the women speaking had any interest in talking to the evening’s decoration. 
 
    Megaera yanked the blanket away. He blinked against the light and stared out. 
 
    He tried to retreat to the back of the cage, only to realize that he was completely encircled by dozens of women. Many of them looked like Megaera, fierce and intimidating. 
 
    Hadrian had to breathe through his nostrils since the muzzle covered his mouth. 
 
    He thought of trying to say something, to convey his desperate desire to escape, only these women started to applaud. They weren’t like the females back at the facility where they first appeared. 
 
    No, these women seemed more polite and professional. They grinned at him. A few blew him kisses. Others waved. 
 
    “Everyone, I would like you to meet Hadrian Arnold, my property. Now, I am thinking about having this boy renamed. But for the time being, I think I’m comfortable calling him Hadrian.” 
 
    The women applauded. They gently tapped their hands against one another. The sounds seemed to whisper along the air. 
 
    “Tonight, this boy will be put on display and you will have the opportunity to punish him before we have him marked.” 
 
    Marked? What the hell did that mean? 
 
    Hadrian didn’t know, but the top of the cage was opened. 
 
    Hadrian looked up, then to his left and right. He saw two women who looked a lot like Megaera. They wore the same dark blue tunics, the same golden circlets. They grabbed him, and he tried to kick out, yet they held him just above the ground, meaning his feet couldn’t connect with the stone floor. 
 
    He thrashed, throwing his weight from side to side as he tried to rip his arms free from their hold, but these women knew what they were doing. Then he looked straight ahead, and he saw the shackles. 
 
    A set of manacles dangled from chains. Those chains were connected to a set of pillars. Once they spread his arms and legs, he would be spread out, locked on his feet, and unable to escape from any of the torments these women wished to inflict on the night’s entertainment: Hadrian Arnold. 
 
    It didn’t matter that he tried to throw his body to the left or right. The women expertly maneuvered him into place, jerked his arms up toward the corners of the square formed by the pillars, and then they shackled him. He felt the first cuff around his right wrist. Another followed on the left just a second later. 
 
    He tried to keep his feet together, like this tiny bit of freedom might have made some sort of difference. 
 
    They forced his legs apart, and encircled each ankle with a metal band connected to a chain. 
 
    The stone pillars were unbreakable. 
 
    This boy could have struggled for years or decades, but he would have remained trapped. 
 
    Megaera and her guests had watched as he was drawn inexorably into place, bound, and turned into a display. For a few seconds, he struggled as hard as he could once again. 
 
    He should have known better, especially because the women were watching him. It wasn’t until he slumped forward, apparently surrendering to his captivity that Megaera spoke again, “Let’s see if he can struggle harder with the right incentives.” 
 
    A smattering of hoots and giggles reverberated through the air. 
 
    He kept his head bowed down for a few seconds until he heard her boots click against to the stone floor. Then he raised his gaze and looked at her. 
 
    In that moment, everything else disappeared. He didn’t think about the witnesses or what this meant for his future. He only saw her. Then he watched, muzzled and helpless as she pulled the tip off of her belt. 
 
    She leaned forward and whispered into his ear, “You are mine.” 
 
    He growled something back, but she probably didn’t hear him. Even if she did, she certainly didn’t understand him, not with the leather restraints tight around his jaw and over his mouth. 
 
    “Ladies, let’s see how he can squirm,” she called out, stepping away from her boy. 
 
    Hadrian should have known what was coming next, only he continued to look around at the women surrounding him. Somehow, it occurred to him that he just needed to find another man. If he could spot someone in a similar position, then maybe he could find an ally, someone who would help. 
 
    But there were no men, not at this party. 
 
    His eyes jumped from one face to another. The females here were beautiful with their perfectly sculpted features, but he didn’t see a man. 
 
    Then he saw someone carrying a tray. A shirtless male carried hors d’oeuvres around on a silver platter. 
 
    When Hadrian saw this man, he instantly knew he wouldn’t get any help. The servant boy had a collar around his neck, and he kept his eyes downcast, like he truly felt he was surrounded by his superiors. 
 
    “That’s not going to happen to me,” Hadrian mouthed beneath his muzzle. 
 
    Just as those words left his lips, unheard, Megaera proceeded with her demonstration. She was ready to watch this boy struggle against his shackles, to see his naked frame twitch and writhe. Better yet, all of her friends, allies, and acquaintances would get to enjoy the exact same show! 
 
    Exactly as she had done back on his world, she jerked her arm forward, sending the tip of her whip flying across the distance between them. It struck. It bit down, leaving a long, red welt. 
 
    With this first strike, Hadrian demonstrated his resolve. His muscles tensed, but he didn’t jerk away, nor did he fight. He didn’t make a sound. Maybe he exhaled through his teeth beneath the muzzle, but none of the women could see that. 
 
    With a sly smile along her lips, she struck again a second later. 
 
    The pain flashed through him. 
 
    Then she struck the back of his right thigh, then his left. She went for his left shin, then his right shoulder blade, his left bicep, then his right flank. He could never know exactly where the pain would come from next, but the whip snapped down again and again. 
 
    With this audience, he managed to take seven strikes before he finally cried out. The muffled noise couldn’t really make it past the muzzle, but he twitched and yanked on his shackles. He pulled against the stone pillars as though he had a chance of breaking them down. 
 
    When he cried out, the women applauded. 
 
    “You should all know that I am very proud of my selection here. Getting the permit to hunt this boy took some doing, but now I have him, and just look at him. He is such an exquisite specimen. This boy is going to take a lot of work, but I will mold him into the perfect slave. Not only that, he will serve as a reminder to the rest of the males we take from his world. They will see him and know that this is the fate that waits for them.” 
 
    All at once, Hadrian realized something: if he could hold out long enough, show these women that he would never break, and resist, then maybe they would get bored. Perhaps they would go to another world and pick some other group of men. 
 
    But if he broke, then the women like Megaera would want their own slaves, their own pets, and their own playthings. 
 
    Hadrian Arnold promised himself he would not fail his people. He would not give in. 
 
    Those thoughts sounded so bold and noble inside of his head, but she laughed and asked, “Shall I?” For an instant, Hadrian was actually tempted to shake his head. But then, she wasn’t asking her plaything. 
 
    The women around her applauded and called out, “Yeah!” 
 
    “Make him feel the whip!” 
 
    “Break the boy!” 
 
    “Own him!” 
 
    Hadrian did his best not to make eye contact with any of the women, yet they all studied him intently even as they encouraged his owner and taunted the slave. 
 
    Bunching his muscles again, he tried to rebuild his resilience. He worked so hard to construct those psychological defenses. 
 
    “It’s only pain,” he told himself. “It’s only a little bit of stinging. Come on. I can take this. I know I can.” 
 
    Those words were little more than whispers, but they gave him some strength right before the barrage continued. 
 
    The whip struck again and again, on his right flank, his left. His bicep again and again. His shoulder. His right buttock. His left. 
 
    His backside practically glowed with crisscrossing lines of pain. And through it all, he would gulp and feel the muzzle around his mouth, the collar around his neck. If he looked up, he would see a beautiful woman. If he closed his eyes, he would picture Megaera. He may have been facing away from her, yet the memory was bright and clear. 
 
    She was beautiful, and his shaft would twitch, and he would feel the chastity cage she forced him to wear. 
 
    She owned his pleasure and his pain. 
 
    Breathing faster now, he endured one strike after another. 
 
    She didn’t say anything. In fact, she simply pulled her arm back, threw the tip of the whip forward, yanked it into the air over and over as she ripped through his defenses. 
 
    He broke. 
 
    Hadrian Arnold roared and started thrashing. Desperate, he fought his restraints again. 
 
    The women watched, transfixed as the boy struggled with all of his might. 
 
    “Very nice,” Megaera said. “I think he’s starting to learn.” 
 
    The pain had generated a rush of adrenaline which allowed him to fight twice as hard. And yet, after nearly a minute of thrashing, punching and kicking against his shackles and those short chains, he remained fixed in place, trapped and helpless before these assembled women. 
 
    Then she presented him with a delightfully sadistic test. This beautiful woman sauntered back in front of him, grabbed him by his hair, and forced his head up. She looked down into his eyes and asked, “Would you like me to stop whipping you?” 
 
    With the pain still reverberating through his body, he could barely think clearly. Still, he recognized this as a trick or a trap. Even so, he didn’t know what she had in mind, so he played along. He nodded his head: yes, he wanted be punishment to stop. 
 
    “Okay,” she said sympathetically. “I’m not going to whip you anymore.” 
 
    Then she held the whip up in the air and called out, “Who would like to play with this boy next?” 
 
    The assembled women had seemed so dignified as they stood around. Even when they cheered, they maintained that semblance of dignity and order. But now, the women hooted, hollered, and raised their hands in the air, more like excited schoolgirls than assembled aristocrats. 
 
    Megaera basked in the eagerness and jealousy of her compatriots. Then she picked one of her allies who sauntered forward. Megaera handed off the whip, and the woman yanked on the length of leather. She tested it, stepped back, and that’s when Megaera looked down into her boys eyes again. 
 
    She lowered her voice; these words were only for him, “This is going to hurt, but it’s good for you. You need to understand that I control you. I decide when you feel good and when you need correction.” 
 
    As she spoke, she reached down and brushed her fingers along his naked chest, all the way down toward his imprisoned shaft. She went even lower. Now her fingers cupped his balls, and she gently teased the underside of his scrotum. 
 
    A growl of desperation pumped through him. 
 
    After those bursts of pain, his skin had become hypersensitive. 
 
    His shaft tried to become erect. The desperation pumped through his body, but her exquisite touch only lasted for a few seconds. Then she laughed, slipped back into the crowd, and entertained her friends while the other woman began to play with him… 
 
      
 
    One woman after another played with the whip and the trapped slave boy from another world. 
 
    They were careful not to damage him. He was a precious prize, after all. Maybe, after his world was conquered and the boys could be imported more easily, then he would just be one male among millions. No, even then, he would still be the first. 
 
    Hadrian would never think of himself this way, but the females assembled would always see him as a collectible. 
 
    At some point, he tried to beg for them to stop. When the words jumped from his lips, he felt like a fool, especially because the women all around him couldn’t actually understand anything he tried to say. Every syllable was muddled. 
 
    Maybe they could see the eagerness to please in his eyes. At this point, he had nothing left, yet the pain continued to wash over him. 
 
    The women took turns, whipping this boy, making sure he struggled and tried to free himself. 
 
    Then it was Megaera’s voice that cut through the din of conversation, laughter, jokes, and socializing. “Ladies, I think it’s time we learn a little bit more about our guest of honor.” 
 
    She walked over to him, unlocked his muzzle, and pulled it away. 
 
    For just a moment, Hadrian wanted to snarl at these women and tell them that they couldn’t do this. They couldn’t enslave him or the other men from his world. They would fight. They would rebel! He didn’t know how, but the males would gather up weapons, form an army, and fight back. 
 
    If they knew what was good for them, they would stay in their own filthy dimension! 
 
    Those words were bright behind his eyes, but then she touched the underside of his chin, and this tiny bit of contact was enough to break those delusions. 
 
    After everything Hadrian had endured, he couldn’t do it. Yes, he inhaled, he filled his lungs and got ready, only then the tension left his body. 
 
    “You want to be a good boy for us, don’t you?” 
 
    Hadrian gulped. She pulled her fingertip away from the underside of his chin, and he nodded without thinking. The movement felt reflexive, automatic, and irresistible. 
 
    “I have studied this boy,” Megaera announced to her guests. “On his world, he is reasonably successful. But you know why I chose him?” She paused for effect and continued, “I chose this boy because I could tell he would be strong. He is one of their best. He has a strong will, but just look at him now. One night, and I think he’s ready to cooperate. Don’t make a mistake with this one or those of his ilk. He will need extensive training. There will be moments when he is on his knees and eager to please. There will be those moments when he looks up at me, and he will desperately plead for the opportunity to serve and pleasure me. But then he will fall back into old habits. But little by little, he will start to recognize his own inferiority as a male. He will learn. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    Hadrian knew that if he disobeyed, resisted, or embarrassed her, he would get the muzzle again. Worse, she might give the whip back to some of her friends. 
 
    That’s why he nodded. He didn’t dare speak, but he bobbed his head up and down like her puppet. 
 
    “Such a good boy,” she said. “That’s right. Right now, you want to obey. And so, I have a simple task for you, slave.” 
 
    He licked his lips, ready to perform. 
 
    “Tell us about your world.” 
 
    With a nervous gulp, he opened his mouth, but he didn’t know what to say. Her command seemed so broad, so vague. 
 
    Then, in this deferential tone, he asked, “What would you like to know?” 
 
    “Tell us about your world,” she ordered. 
 
    “My world…” 
 
    “Speak up.” 
 
    “I don’t know what to tell you,” he replied. “It’s a world where people are equal. Women and men work together.” 
 
    A gasp seemed to spread through the audience. Sure, all of the women here had heard about this strange place, but now they saw a slave boy reiterate those points. 
 
    “Work together?” Megaera asked playfully. “You mean males are allowed to have jobs? Professions?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “Watch your tone,” she said as she brushed the soft curve of her finger along his chest. 
 
    Attempting to obey, he tried again, “Yes, men have jobs. Men are allowed to work.” He could hardly believe those words had just passed from his mouth. “In fact, most managers and leaders are male.” 
 
    That’s when the women all around him burst into laughter. Even Megaera chuckled at that. 
 
    “Yes, yes,” she finally said. “I understand this is true. You really do come from a broken, backward civilization, don’t you?” 
 
    “Men should have every right to work and pursue their dreams,” he said. After this declaration, he felt like those words sounded silly and childish, especially with these females surrounding him, but he needed to make them understand. 
 
    “No,” Megaera replied. “Men should be enslaved. Men need to be owned.” 
 
    “No, they don’t.” 
 
    “Yes, they do,” she said. 
 
    She circled him, and he heard the sound of the whip land against of the stone floor. His shoulders tensed, his muscles locked up, and his back became rigid. 
 
    “Tell me all about how men deserve to be enslaved.” 
 
    Hadrian Arnold tried to hold onto his independence and freedom. He tried to think of what his world had been like when he woke up just that morning. He had money, a home, and a car. He could make his own decisions. People relied on him. They respected his opinion and would listen to him… 
 
    But now he had been hunted and kidnapped. 
 
    “Tell me,” she said, offering him one last chance. 
 
    He hesitated. 
 
    Dumb mistake. 
 
    Before his disobedience, he experienced another slash of the whip. It bit down, striking at the same spot on the left side of his back. The pain rushed along his body, making him struggle again. If he hoped some of the onlookers might step in and try to help, he was disappointed. 
 
    Hadrian hated himself for giving in like this, but he called out, “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “Men,” he began, “…Men deserve to be enslaved.” 
 
    “And you want to be a captive, don’t you? You yearn for enslavement, don’t you?” 
 
    She walked up to him, brushed her fingers along his collar, down his back, all the way to his buttocks. She squeezed him, and he instinctively understood what she had in mind. Hot fear splashed through him, especially because he understood how primal something like that could be. 
 
    Then she pulled her hand away, and he gave in, “Yes. I want to be enslaved.” 
 
    “What about the rest of the men from your world? Do they deserve to be enslaved as well?” 
 
    Hadrian gritted his teeth for several long seconds. He held out for as long as he could before his defenses finally broke down. “Yes,” he admitted. “All of the men on my world deserve to be enslaved.” 
 
    “That’s right,” she said, whispering the words into his ears, “I know you want to be strong and defiant, but you can’t. I will always be able to hunt you down, break you, and turn you into my plaything. You might recover some of your strength later, but it won’t matter.” 
 
    He bit back his retort. More than anything, he wanted to argue with her, but her fingers began to slide along his skin again. 
 
    The pain had been bad. The desires were worse. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Bring in the mark.” 
 
    Hadrian didn’t understand what those words meant, but then he saw a woman enter. The others cleared a path for her, and she seemed to carry some kind of gun, only the tip looked like a needle. Perhaps it was some kind of elaborate syringe? 
 
    “Tell me, if you could get out of the shackles right now, what would you do?” 
 
    Hadrian said nothing. This time, Megaera didn’t seem to mind. She smacked his ass and answered for him, “We all know he would try to get back to his world. But right now, we need to rid this boy of that hope.” 
 
    She picked up the needle gun and held it right in front of his face. “This syringe contains an incredibly powerful chemical. Don’t worry. It won’t affect any of your organs, nor will you be able to feel it. However, the chemical has been formulated just for you, Hadrian. You should be proud of that.” 
 
    She grinned and revealed her teeth once again. 
 
    He tried to look away, but he couldn’t turn from her beautiful face, nor could he ignore the soft, sultry and breathy words pulsing along the air. 
 
    “This chemical has two functions. First, it will make tracking you incredibly easy. Don’t worry about the technology. You’re just a boy; you wouldn’t understand it anyway. Second, it nullifies any vortex you might try to enter.” 
 
    He blinked once, twice. He heard those words and processed precisely what they meant. 
 
    “No…” Hadrian started to say. 
 
    “Yes,” she replied. “The moment I’m through with this, you will no longer be able to go back to your world. You will stay here forever, as my toy, as my boy.” She grinned, stepped back, and that’s when the assembled women really got to watch him struggle frantically. Sure, he thought the pain had prompted real desperation throughout his body. 
 
    He was wrong. 
 
    The shackles dug down against his wrists and ankles as he tried to pull himself free. He looked up to the left, then the right. He tried to figure out some weakness or vulnerability, something he might be able to use. 
 
    Feeling precocious, Megaera glanced over at one of her servants. Too busy to notice, Hadrian kept pulling and struggling. 
 
    But then, as if by magic, the shackles released. He was suddenly free! 
 
    He may have been collared and naked with a chastity lock between his legs, but he could run! 
 
    This wild sense of freedom burned bright at his core. He launched himself forward, desperate to escape. 
 
    He made it about five feet before two of her guests just grabbed him. One took his right arm, the other his left. 
 
    Even though he threw the full weight of his body to the side, they held him easily. He looked over at the women and saw them giggling. As far as they were concerned, he was just a wild animal who fought for his freedom, but he didn’t stand any real chance of escape. 
 
    Megaera stood in front of him. She grinned, stroked the underside of his neck, and said, “You’re not getting away. In fact, I think I can break you right now.” 
 
    “What?” Hadrian Arnold snarled. “More whipping? It won’t be enough!” Despite his bluster, he knew deep down that they could punish him over and over again until he begged for slavery. And yes, he would only say those words to make the punishment stop, but he might start to believe them. He might start to believe he really needed to be owned. 
 
    Megaera held up the syringe, and then she stepped behind him. She aimed it for his right butt cheek, pressed the tip of the needle down against his skin, pierced his flesh, and pulled the trigger. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “There,” Megaera said, triumphant. “Now, you will never be able to go back to your world. More importantly, everyone will know you belong to me.” 
 
    He didn’t understand how the technology worked, but she was right. It didn’t matter. He simply needed to understand his captivity and the depth to which her ownership of his mind and body extended. 
 
    “Since that was so difficult for you, I think you deserve a little treat, something to help you understand what captivity really means.” 
 
    Standing in front of him, she reached for her necklace. 
 
    “Boys,” she announced to her guests, “are always so funny. So often, they think they know what they want, but they can’t face the truth.” She lifted her necklace and revealed the keys. 
 
    He licked his lips at once. He wondered if it would just be for his collar or something else. 
 
    But then Megaera stepped forward and brushed her body against his even as she unlocked his chastity cage. She pulled the different pieces away and let them clatter to the floor. 
 
    At once, his member hardened. He couldn’t help it. 
 
    All around him, the women looked on. Jealously, they admired Megaera for being able to secure this boy. 
 
    Another servant approached Megaera, so she stepped away from his line of sight. She lifted her tunic, slipped the harness into place, and adjusted the rounded length. 
 
    Then she stepped in front of him again. When he saw what she wore, his brain blanked. He understood what was going to happen next, but he couldn’t really believe it. Some part of him could accept the idea of this woman traveling from another dimension, abducting him, and taking him. But this? It was too much for the boy to accept. 
 
    He tried to break himself free from his captor’s hands, but the women held him easily. They had no trouble overpowering him. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you,” she promised. Her eyes twinkled. “And everyone here is going to get to see it. They will all watch as you are claimed by me. This is how you will know that you are owned, Hadrian. More than anything else, you’ll feel my shaft slide into you, and you will know you’re owned.” 
 
    “No. Please, don’t. You can’t!” 
 
    She brushed her fingernails along his cheek and explained, “You belong to me. I can do whatever I want.” 
 
    That’s when she stepped behind him. 
 
    The women shoved him down onto his hands and knees. They crouched along with him, looked into his eyes, and grinned ferociously. Around him, other women grinned, clapped, or called out encouragement for their hostess. 
 
    He tried so hard to shove his way back up onto his feet, to assert himself, but it didn’t matter. 
 
    Megaera came up behind him. She brushed her fingers along his backside. She caressed his curves, touched the small of his back, and reveled in this moment. 
 
    She would never get to fuck him for the first time again, so she savored every second of his anxiety and dread. Then she put her hands on his hips, pulled herself forward, and thrust deep into him. The tip of her shaft slid into his opening. 
 
    Adorably, he attempted to clench down, like he thought he might be able to fight or resist this. As she penetrated him, he cried out. Ecstasy burned hot through her body. Having this kind of control over a male always made her feel incredible. The wild satisfaction pulsed through her. 
 
    Eyes wide, he gasped as he tried to figure something out, but the women kept him down on all fours right where he belonged as his owner penetrated him. Inch by inch, she went in deeper. She made sure he experienced every second, the friction of her toy against his body. 
 
    No, no, he told himself. This wasn’t supposed to be possible. Something like this never should have happened. 
 
    And yet, it didn’t matter. 
 
    He tried to swear off. He shouted profanity, but that’s when one of the other guests grabbed his muzzle and slipped it back over his face, silencing him. 
 
    The conversational part of his evening had come to an end. 
 
    He was just a toy there to be used for their amusement, and they had no interest in anything he had to say. They locked the muzzle on as his owner pumped him. She started to pull back, and he desperately hoped she might withdraw entirely. 
 
    She didn’t. 
 
    With a wild rush of laughter, she shoved forward again, penetrating him. His eyes widened, and he whispered. She pulled back, only to thrust into him over and over. As he tried to pull away, she laughed at him. She savored his struggles until that moment when he bowed his head down and stopped fighting. 
 
    “Beg for it.” 
 
    “Please…” His voice rose. “Please!” 
 
    She stretched her arms forward, grabbed his shaft, and squeezed. He was already so close to the edge. She rubbed him, forcefully moving her fingers and palm along his member. She made him feel like livestock as his shaft started to pulsate. 
 
    He came hard, growling. And when she finally finished, he was spent, exhausted and devoid of any more defiance. Maybe it would come back. Perhaps his rebelliousness would return. Or maybe not. 
 
    Finally, she yanked back, jumped to her feet, and announced, “He is mine, and he is broken! This boy is tamed!” 
 
    The women cheered. 
 
    Those who held him dragged him back to the cage and held him up. For a moment, he hoped she would forget about the chastity cage. Megaera didn’t. She slipped it back into place, secured the lock, and slid the key around her neck once again. Then they dropped him into the actual cage built up on the pedestal. 
 
    These women weren’t done with their party, but they were done playing with Hadrian Arnold. For now. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    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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