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    Trained Boy 
 
    Part 4 
 
      
 
    Right after she walks away, I look back out toward the living room, wondering if I could try to escape right now. Technically, there's nothing to stop me, only she’s sitting right there on the living room couch. She has her feet up on the coffee table, her boots glistening with the light. 
 
    Immediately, I yank my head back so that I'm out of sight. 
 
    I stand here for several minutes, not sure what to do. I mean, I have always been responsible for my own stuff, so I know how to clean the kitchen, but I feel like this is a step I simply cannot and will not take. 
 
    Stuck with indecision, I keep looking around, wondering if I should try to resist. 
 
    "If you think about doing anything particularly violent or ill behaved, I will make sure that they castrate you," Victoria calls out. 
 
    Wait, what? 
 
    Then I feel like an idiot because it occurs to me exactly what she means. I could grab a knife, and maybe I could even fight I way out of this house. Victoria is somewhat stronger than me and faster than me, but I might be able to convince her to just let me go. 
 
    What then? 
 
    Well, she would call the police, and someone like Officer Ramirez would find me and grab me and restrain me and bring me back to the pound. And what would they do? Would they actually have me castrated? 
 
    I glance down at my cock, thinking about how they already caged it. Removing my manhood probably wouldn't be a big deal for these women, especially if they are so determined to ensure mail obedience. 
 
    I shake my head, but I'm still standing here, feeling foolish. 
 
    If only I could get back to the real world! 
 
    It's hard to tell exactly how much time elapses, but I look up again, and Victoria is standing there, leaning against the wall. 
 
    "What's wrong? Do you need female supervision?" 
 
    "I, I can't to do this," I tell her. 
 
    "Why not?" Much to my surprise, she seems genuinely curious as she tilts her head to the side. 
 
    "Because I'm not a slave," I reply, but there isn't any ferocity in my voice, not this time. If anything, I sound completely timid. 
 
    "Oh, you're still confused. Here, maybe if I show you something you will understand just how your position has changed." She snaps her fingers and directs me to follow. 
 
    Like a collared dog, I do. 
 
      
 
    Victoria brings me down the hall again, but we don't go to her bedroom this time. Instead, she takes me into an office, and she points to the chair. It's positioned right in front of a laptop. A small orange light glows blue on the keyboard. 
 
    "Go ahead. Turn it on." 
 
    Not sure exactly what she's doing, I think about how I might be able to use this. Yes, I can log into my email and call out for help. I can go online and get people to listen to me. 
 
    I'm really surprised that Victoria would let me know about this place, especially the fact that the door wasn't even locked! There will come some point where she will be asleep, and I will sneak in here. Maybe I can't escape on my own, but I can definitely get other people to come in here to learn about what's happening. 
 
    This conspiracy will finally come to an end. 
 
    All of those thoughts shoot through my head, but Victoria is standing above me right now, watching as I put my hands on the keyboard. 
 
    "Check your personal email." 
 
    Uncertain, I do as she commands. I go to the website, I type in my username and password, and then I wait. The computer only needs a second or two to load the information. 
 
    "What am I supposed be looking at?" 
 
    "Check your first email." 
 
    That's when I see it. I don't recognize the name, but apparently it is coming from some kind of law firm. 
 
    I open the email, and my hand feels like it should be shaking. I'm grateful that I'm holding onto the mouse. 
 
    Here are your requested contracts. Please let me know if you have any questions. Then there is a woman's name. 
 
    "Who is that?" I asked. 
 
    "Your attorney," Victoria answers. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "Well, did you think that you would just be brought here without any kind of paperwork? Obviously, you had to fill out a bunch of different contracts to ensure your obedience here." 
 
    "I didn't fill out any contracts." 
 
    "That's the funny thing about paperwork. Once your signature is on a document, no one can really knows if you signed it. Besides, it's not like you're in a position to go cry about this to a judge or anything." 
 
    With another wicked, little girl giggle, she places her hands on my shoulders, and she squeezes, almost like she is massaging me. Then she whispers. "Go on. Prove that you are a big brave boy and read everything." 
 
    Even though I don't really want to do it, I start to scan through the contracts. 
 
    Little by little, the horror starts to mount within me. I know what she said, but now I see it, written out. Okay, so a lot of this is in legalese, but I get the gist of it. 
 
    I have signed over all of my assets to Victoria. 
 
    I have given her the power of attorney. I have put myself in her custody. 
 
    According to this, I'm barely a legal entity. Instead, I am completely and totally at her mercy. It says that I can't even get a job without her permission. I can't open any accounts or do anything without her written consent. 
 
    "This, this isn't possible." 
 
    "Yes, it is. And trust me. Every contract has been filed with the appropriate government agencies. As far as anyone is concerned, you are legally my property, Darren." She grabs the chair, and she spins it around. "Now, remember that phrase I was telling you about before? It's really more of a slogan." 
 
    I hear her words, but I barely register any of them. 
 
    "From now on, there's something you should think about whenever you are confused or distracted. Just think to yourself, 'I am a boy, and boys must obey.'" 
 
    Looking up at her, I can't bring myself to argue. 
 
    "Say it." 
 
    "I am a boy..." 
 
    "And?" Victoria asks. 
 
    "Boys must obey." 
 
      
 
    She grabs my collar and practically drags me out of the seat. She pushes me forward, her hand on my ass. She doesn't really need to squeeze, but she must enjoy it. She subjugates me, treating me like I'm her toy. 
 
    Within seconds, we are back in the kitchen. 
 
    "I'm sure you'll figure things out," she says, tapping my cheek. "Because if you don't, there will be consequences." 
 
    She's made her point; I can't get back to my old life. With total control over my finances and even my legal status, she will have destroyed everything I tried to build over the course of my life. My accounts will be empty, my property sold. 
 
    Looking down at my naked body, something occurs to me. I don't have anything. 
 
    I mean, I don't have one single thing. I don't own anything. 
 
    And then I swallow, and I feel the collar around my neck, that constant pressure, reminding me. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." I whisper those words, barely voicing them. There is no way Victoria or anyone else could hear them, but they still feel strange. 
 
    I don't know if I'm willing to give in or ready to surrender, but I move toward the sink. Crouching down, I open up in the small door, and I find the cleaning supplies inside. Victoria's probably back in the living room, so she can hear all of this. I take out some sponges, some cleaning supplies. 
 
    What should I do first? 
 
    Because I don't want to think about it, I just start washing the dishes. I turn on the water, and I stand straight as I check the temperature every few seconds. The water becomes warm, and I squirt some dish detergent into a sponge. 
 
    I start cleaning, washing everything off. 
 
    I look around, only to realize that there isn't a dishwasher. 
 
    With a grimace, I realized why. The women in the city enjoy their power. They like knowing that they can take a man like me and turn me into a servant. 
 
    For a second, my fingers turn white as I clutch one of the dishes. I hold onto this plate, and I almost start to worry that I'm going to break it. But no such luck. I'm too weak for something like that. So I scrub the dish clean, and then I set it out to dry. 
 
    From one piece to the next, I work, cleaning and washing, scrubbing and rinsing. 
 
    Actually, it almost feels good. This is the first activity I have really done on my own since getting captured only three or four days ago. 
 
    When I finish with the dishes, I leave them out to dry. Then I start to wash the counters. I scrub them down. There are a couple of small stains, nothing too difficult, but it still feels like I'm accomplishing something. 
 
    Finally, I get to the floors. Fortunately for me, Victoria owns some pretty nice equipment. I take a mop with the built in soap jet, and I squeeze the trigger, spraying some soap onto the floor. I start washing, going from one inch to the next. 
 
    Before I know it, I'm done. 
 
    I stand here, wondering what I should do next. 
 
    "Not bad," Victoria says from the other side of the kitchen. She basically snuck up on me. 
 
    At once, I spin around, facing her. She has her hands on her hips. 
 
    "It's good to see that you know your place. Which reminds me, what should boys do?" 
 
    "Boys must obey," I say, dropping my head down. 
 
    "Oh, I love hearing you say that! Say it again!" 
 
    "Boys must obey." 
 
    "And what are you?" Victoria asks, placing one, teasing finger against the corner of her mouth. She shows off her teeth, the glimmer along her eyes. 
 
    "I'm a boy." 
 
    "Say all of it." 
 
    After one brief sigh of exasperation, I give her what she wants. "I am a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    "Yes!" She claps her hands together. 
 
    "You are a boy, and boys must obey. It's so much fun hearing you say that. And to think, it's only been a few days. I think, right now, you're ready to service me. Aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    She snaps her fingers and turns around, skipping out of the kitchen. 
 
    Reluctantly, I keep my eyes down as I follow her, wondering if I can try to do something to fight back. 
 
    When I get to the living room, I see that she is already on the couch. Her panties, white underwear, have been tossed down onto the floor. She spreads her legs, her knees wide apart. I can't see underneath there, but it's clear that she's naked beneath her pleated skirt. 
 
    She beckons me forward with the movement of one finger. 
 
    "Let's talk about your new life, Darren." 
 
    I don't know if it's better or worse when she uses my name. She's not calling me "slave" or some other demeaning name, but it reminds me of everything I've lost. 
 
    I start to walk toward her, but she holds up one hand, her fingers spread out. She stops me. "Nope. You're going to crawl like a good slave." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I say, only now I can't keep the anger from my voice. 
 
    Despite my frustration, I get down on my hands and knees. I start to crawl forward, making my way across the rug. And when I'm close enough, she hooks one finger into the base of my collar, and she pulls me forward. She guides my head underneath her short skirt. I can feel the fabric over my cheeks, along the top of my head, and then my mouth is right up against her pussy. 
 
    "That's right. I love having you like this. You know, all of the guys out in the rest of the world like to think about girls going down on them. You know why?" 
 
    Clearly, I can't speak, not while my lips and tongue are busy servicing her. 
 
    "This is where you belong. As a boy, you should be down between my legs. This is why men are silly. So many of you think about blow jobs all the time. But you're not really interested in your orgasm, are you?" 
 
    Again, I can't speak. My tongue is busy as I slide it forward and back, up and down. I penetrate her slit. I can already feel the engorged curve of her clitoris. Even so, I just go at that same pace, working my appendage along her opening. 
 
    "No. You're not interested in your orgasm. Not really. You are interested in the power. You always want to have a girl who's willing to go down on you. Get her on her knees or down between your legs while you lay on your back. That's what makes it good for you, isn't it?" 
 
    I lift my eyes, straining to look up at her, but I can't see anything through the fabric of her skirt. 
 
    "You want power. But guess what? Boys don't deserve power. Boys deserve subservience. They deserve a strict owner." 
 
    I growl something. It isn't intentional. The sound just vibrates from my chest. 
 
    She pulls the skirt back and looks down at me. Our eyes meet for a moment. "Silly slave, thinking that you get an opinion. Keep licking." As she speaks, her face flushes red. She's trying hard not to lose control. She doesn't want to come until she's ready. 
 
    So I speed up, working my tongue fast and deep. I move in quick, hurricane motions. 
 
    "Oh, that feels good. But don't worry. Right after this, I'm going to lock your cock back in your cage because I don't want you to think that you will ever have any kind of power ever again. That's why you're going to be so much happier when you accept your slavery." 
 
    No. I can't. I won't. 
 
    But even as those thoughts cross my mind, there's something else. 
 
    Boys must obey, and I'm a boy. 
 
    I exhale slowly through my nostrils, doing my best to keep my temper in check. 
 
    "Won’t that be nice? You'll get to wear that cute little chastity cage, and I will have the key. You'll always know that any chance at relief will only come when you please me. And you had better do a very good job. Right now, that feels good. But you could do better." 
 
    She leans forward, running her fingers through my hair. 
 
    Do better? It feels like I'm already doing my best, but I redouble my efforts, and that's when her breathing quickens. She starts to pant. Those sounds quickly morph into moans of delight. Victoria squeezes her hips against my cheeks, and she climaxes harder. 
 
    She grabs onto my hair and pulls me back. I stumble, landing on my buttocks. 
 
    "Let's take you back in your cage." 
 
      
 
    Despite her orgasm, Victoria seems completely put together. She doesn't even bother to pick up her panties again. Instead, she lets her skirt swish around her thighs as she saunters off. 
 
    "I'm not going to call you," she says. 
 
    But those words are enough. I know what I need to do. 
 
    Although I don't want to think of myself as a slave, I start crawling after her, moving on my hands and knees until we are back in the bedroom. She stands above me, towering like a goddess. 
 
    Not only that, she's holding onto the cock cage. She has all the different pieces, including the lock. 
 
    "Get up on the bed." 
 
    If I do this, she's going to take away that little bit of freedom. 
 
    "Do I have to? Please, I've been good." 
 
    I'm begging. I know that I'm pleading with her, but I don't even care. I keep my eyes aimed right at the plastic tube and everything it represents. If she puts that on me, I will lose control over my cock...my very manhood. 
 
    "Yeah, you've been okay, but I think you're going to behave even better once I put you in chastity. Now get up on the bed, slave." She snaps her fingers, and I scramble up onto the mattress. 
 
    At first, I brace myself on my knees, hoping that I will be able to talk to her. 
 
    Victoria demonstrates her superior strength, grabbing me, pinching me, forcing me down onto the sheets. Once I'm on my back, she takes my hands and lifts them over my head. 
 
    "Don't move," she orders. 
 
    After that, she sidles up between my legs. She's on her knees, looking down at me. I have my wrists crossed, and I can feel my pulse race through my body, especially right there in my throat. It feels like my heartbeats kick against the collar that is still right there around my neck. 
 
    "Get ready," she says. 
 
    She reaches down, and she strokes me just once. My body responds immediately. 
 
    "Settle down," she orders. 
 
    Breathing in and out, I tell myself that I shouldn't have to do this. And yet, my erection slowly starts to dissipate. My shaft goes soft, and she touches me, sliding my member right into that plastic tube. I feel the tight construction right away, this fresh reminder of her authority over me. 
 
    "Good boy." 
 
    Victoria starts attaching the rest of the cage. She brings the ring up under my scrotum. She attaches it to the tube. She locks it all together. And when she's done, she pulls the key free, and she holds it up for me. 
 
    In fact, she brings it really, really close. It dangles from side to side, swaying. At one point, it even brushes over the tip of my nose. 
 
    "This isn't fair." 
 
    "Why would it be?" Victoria asks with a cruel giggle. 
 
    "Because we're supposed to be equals!" 
 
    She rolls me over, her hand going down to my ass. She spanks me once, twice, three times. And when she's done, the redness shows along my ass. 
 
    "What was that?" 
 
    Yes, I know that this will get me in trouble, but I can't stop. "We're supposed to be equals," I growl back at her. 
 
    I brace myself, thinking that I'm going to have to endure another spanking. 
 
    "Oh, you really are a dumb boy, aren't you?" 
 
    Victoria looks down at me. She grabs my wrists, she straddles me, reminding me that I can't get up. This is her favorite part: holding me down, expressing her physical superiority. 
 
    "I'm not dumb!" As I utter those words, they sound childish. 
 
    "You know, I was going to give you a treat, but I think you need crate training." 
 
    With that, she slides off of me. 
 
    "Crate training?" I ask. 
 
    Once again, Victoria snaps her fingers, and she walks out of the bedroom. 
 
    I know that I could just stay right here, stubbornly waiting for her to return. Or maybe she would finally start understand that I won't be broken. And yet, if she does return, she will surely spank me. Just the thought is enough to make my pulse speed up. 
 
    So, I do the best I can, and I walk forward. I follow after this woman, the one I have to call "Mistress." 
 
    She takes me into another room. It's a bedroom, only it's mostly empty. Set in the center, there is a small cage. Victoria is standing next to it, her back straight, one hand against the gate. It reminds me of the cages back at the pound. 
 
    "Crate training," she says. 
 
      
 
    I cross my arms over my chest as I stare at her. I pout out my lower lip. "I don't care who you think you are or what you think you're going to do. There's no way I will ever get in that." 
 
    "You know what's funny about the city? First off, there is Animal Control just like anywhere else. But here, the ladies know exactly how to deal with stubborn boys. Is that what you are, Darren? Are you a stubborn boy? Should I call Animal Control?" 
 
    I start sucking on my bottom lip. 
 
    "Or do I even need to? Do you want to see if I can wrestle you to the ground and force you into that cage?" 
 
    Again, I hold my position, but I can't bring myself to speak or to argue with her. I should be able to tell Victoria that she won't get away with this, but memories of the contracts flash behind my eyes. 
 
    As I hesitate, Victoria saunters over to me. She takes big steps, and then she reaches down, running her fingernails along my leg, up toward my scrotum. She squeezes the tube on my chastity cage, taunting me. Then, to be especially cruel, Victoria starts stroking my balls. She toys with my scrotum, making me moan. I close my eyes and lift my face. That isn't good enough for her. Even as she continues to caress me, my Mistress uses her other hand. She places her fingers against the back of my skull, and she forces me to look down into her eyes. That's when she kisses me. 
 
    Her mouth is warm and soft, firm and ferocious just like before. 
 
    My cock strains. Damn, this feels good, but I want more! I want release! 
 
    Clearly, I'm not going to get that from my Mistress, especially in the middle of a punishment. 
 
    "Tell me you're going to be a good boy or I will have to leave you in there for a lot longer." 
 
    "Please, don't do this," I say to her. 
 
    Victoria continues to tease my cock. It feels like my excitement is dribbling down from the tip of my shaft. I might not be able to get an erection, yet my body still strains, desperate for sex. 
 
    "That's not what I want to hear," she says again. She wags one finger from side to side. 
 
    "Please, I will be a good boy." 
 
    "And a good slave?" 
 
    "Yes. And a good slave." 
 
    "There's a good boy. You see. I know that you are dumb because of your sex, but that's okay. Don't worry. You have a woman here to tell you how to behave and what to do." 
 
    I glare down at her, but Victoria hardly notices. Instead, she steps back and points to the cage. 
 
    Some part of my brain must know what's going on because I drop down onto my knees, and I crawl forward. At the last moment, something occurs to me. 
 
    This really is a dog cage. 
 
    "Say thank you, Mistress." 
 
    "Thank you, Mistress." 
 
    "Tell me that you are going to think about all the mistakes you've made and how you can be a better slave." 
 
    No! 
 
    Some part of me tenses up, refusing to let me play her game any longer. 
 
    Victoria actually doesn't seem to mind. She goes over to the closet, and she opens it up. From behind the thin, wire bars of my cage, I can't see what she's doing until she turns around again. Apparently, she's holding onto some kind of blanket or sheet? It's black. 
 
    "Okay, since you are going to be a bad boy, I guess that means you don't get any light." 
 
    She throws the blanket over the cage, shrouding me perfect darkness. Everything turns to black. 
 
    "Don't worry, slave. I will be back in a while. You don't know if it's going to be a few minutes or a few hours. Maybe it will be even longer." She claps her hands together. "Who knows?" 
 
    And just like that, I hear the door close and Victoria is gone. 
 
      
 
    Here's the thing about waiting. If you know how long you have to sit in a place, it doesn't really affect you. Most adults can handle long periods of inactivity. It could be a couple of hours, even a couple of days. 
 
    Waiting only becomes torture if you have no idea how long you're going to have to sit in one particular spot. And that's where I am right now. 
 
    Right after I hear the door close, I tell myself that I can do this. I'm just going to relax. I don't believe in meditation or yoga or anything like that, but maybe I can still my thoughts and remain here without any trouble. 
 
    Yeah, right. 
 
    Victoria knows exactly what she's doing. Within the span of just a few minutes, I can feel the desire to kick out against the bars of my small cage. Part of me wonders if I might be able to bend the metal. 
 
    More importantly, I'm thinking about the possibility that I could bend the metal, get out, and escape! Victoria isn't with me. If I could just sneak out of her house, then she would never know what had happened. 
 
    It's a nice thought, but I think she would have thought of this. 
 
    She is a woman, after all. 
 
    Wait, what? 
 
    I grit my teeth for a moment as I lean back, resting my head against of the thin, metallic bars. Okay, so she is a woman. That shouldn't mean anything. And yet, I immediately think of Officer Ramirez. Not just her. All of the women here. They have set up an entire city, one dedicated to Female Supremacy. 
 
    As I think about this for the first time, I really begin to wonder what it means for me. What about the other men? 
 
    I don't know how long this place has been here, but everyone seems so accustomed to the notion that boys are slaves. If that's the case, then they really thought about this. They must have had to deal with escape attempts. You really think that I'm smart enough to just break out? 
 
    Besides, I'm naked. Worse, I'm locked in a collar and a stupid chastity cage! 
 
    If I go outside, it's not like I'm going to be able to live. Women will immediately recognize me as property. Worse, someone will almost assuredly call Animal Control. I will get caught, and I will be brought right back here for punishment. 
 
    What would they do to me? 
 
    There is no way for me to know. Victoria mentioned the possibility of castration. 
 
    I reach down, feeling my shaft hidden away under the thick plastic. 
 
    As I do so, I remember the phantom touch of her fingertips along my scrotum. It felt wonderful. I want more. 
 
    Unfortunately, that's not about to happen anytime soon. 
 
    The minutes stretch on as I consider my situation. I try to come up with some solution, something I can do or say. Part of me wants to just try to bribe Victoria. Maybe I can offer her something? But what? 
 
    With a shiver, little goose bumps run up and down the length of my arms as one revelation hits me. 
 
    I don't have anything. 
 
    I'm property. I don't own myself or my labor. It's not like I can try to offer her money either. 
 
    She already has everything I worked so hard to achieve. 
 
    Worse, I wonder if she's going to commute back home. She could stay in the office and take the job that I had worked so hard to earn. Everyone would see her, and she would be in command, one more woman to rule. 
 
    Exhaling slowly, something else occurs to me. Most of the senior positions at our firm are held by women. It's not like they have universal domination or anything, but it makes me wonder how many of them are into this "Female Supremacy" thing. 
 
    Is this going to spread out? 
 
    What if it goes global? 
 
    What if these women are playing a very long game with the intention of eventually oppressing men all across the planet? 
 
    For a second, I try to laugh, telling myself that it's absurd. There is absolutely no way females could just take over. I mean, just think about all of the places across the world where men still hold virtual monopolies on every kind of power. 
 
    Plus, this is just one city. It's not a big deal. 
 
    Even as that thought crosses my mind, I hear this little, whisper of a counter argument. It might just be one city, but whoever thought this would be possible? 
 
    I mean, if I just told you about this place where women have enslaved men, would you believe me? No, of course not! More to the point, women shouldn't be capable of this sort of conspiracy. No one should be able to pull this off. But they are. 
 
    Another thought occurs to me. 
 
    What if women can do this simply because they’re united? Maybe there really is this conspiracy. Online, you can find all of these women who are incredibly frustrated by how they are treated throughout the world. They are frustrated and angry, they hate being treated like second-class citizens or ignored, so maybe they would get together. Maybe they would start working hard. They're smart people, and if they know how to keep a secret, they might be able to do something just like this. 
 
    I have to warn the world. 
 
    That's what I think to myself, and I reach up tentatively, pushing out through the dark until I feel the cool metal beneath my fingers. 
 
    Closing my eyes, I rest both my hands against the sides of the cage, and I start to push. 
 
    Miraculously, I can feel the mental bend. It seems to stretch on both sides. I'm going to be able to do this! I'm going to break this stupid cage! And I will get out, and I don't know how I will find help, but I will do it! 
 
    The cage bends, but it doesn't break. Within a few seconds, I can feel it stop. Worse, I'm not making any more progress. Second by second, I try to push more strength into my arms. I brace myself against of the back of the cage. It doesn't help. 
 
    And eventually, I have to give up. My arms fall back down to my sides. 
 
    This makes it much harder. 
 
    I try to keep my frustration under wraps. To be honest, I know myself well enough to understand what's going to happen now. 
 
    Before I tried to break out, I had this hope. That was enough to sustain me and keep me calm. But now, I know that I'm stuck in this stupid cage. 
 
    Worse, Victoria actually had the gall to call it "crate training." I'm not a dog! 
 
    So what am I? 
 
    That question brings me to a stop. 
 
    For a couple of seconds, I can't really figure it out, especially when a bunch of different answers flood into my head. I can hear Victoria's voice, ringing right between my ears. "You're a dumb slave. You're a silly boy. You're a pet. You’re a plaything. You’re property." She never said those exact sentences, but it doesn't really matter. That's how she sees me. 
 
    I have to get out of here! 
 
    But how? 
 
    As much as I hate to admit it, there doesn't seem to be anything I can actually do. 
 
    Gulping back my frustration, I try something else. I reach out with my hands, and I try to explore the interior of my cage, hoping that I might be able to somehow find a latch or some weakness. 
 
    Because I don't know how long I'm going to be here, I am incredibly diligent. I start at the bottom right of the cage, and then I start moving outward. I touch every part of every bar. I run my fingers along every inch of metal as I search for some imperfection, something that I might be able to use or exploit. 
 
    There's nothing. 
 
    Trapped in the dark, alone and helpless, there's nothing I can do. 
 
    Or is there? 
 
    One thing occurs to me. 
 
    Victoria didn't say anything about what I might do to end my sentence in this crate, but I could maybe try to beg? If I plead for release, maybe she will give it to me. I won't be able to tell if she can even hear me, but it's a possibility. 
 
    No. I won't do it. 
 
    The minutes continue to stretch by. I can't tell if it has been more than an hour. Maybe it's been several hours. 
 
    Gritting my teeth, I hate the idea of begging for release. I hate the notion that she can keep me like this, or that a simple cage will be enough to break me. But maybe it is. 
 
    No! 
 
    I want to do it. I can't do it. Just a few seconds ago, I was thinking of how she has labeled me, but I'm not a slave. I'm an intelligent, ambitious man. And I will get out of here, and I won’t let this young woman break me. She's just a girl. She's cute, she might be smart, and she has the help of everyone here, but I am better than her. 
 
    That anger lasts for two or three minutes. 
 
    Then it evaporates, drifting away, and I push my fingers into the palms of my hands. I make a pair of angry fists, and I lash out, punching against one side of the cage. 
 
    Sharp pain echoes up my skin, lancing out through my arm. I hiss, my eyes wet. That was stupid, I remind myself. 
 
    And yet, what else can I do? How can I possibly fight back? 
 
    I can't. 
 
    I press my head back up against the top of the cage, waiting. 
 
    I close my eyes, and I try to fall asleep, but I can't really do it. The cage is too small for me to really get comfortable. It isn't particularly vicious or painful, but it's not like I can relax either. 
 
    Closing my eyes doesn't really do much anyway. It's so dark. 
 
    It feels warm and soft, like I want to fall asleep, but I can't. That's why my thoughts drift. Pretty soon, it feels like I'm almost dreaming. 
 
      
 
    Some part of me knows that this isn't real, but I'm walking through the office. I'm back at work, and it feels so good. I go over to Shannon's cubicle, and I check her out. She is a small blonde. She keeps her hair tied back in a long ponytail, and she enjoys wearing short skirts and T-shirts. Technically, she's an adult, but she loves dressing like a teenager. It's sexy. 
 
    When I get to her cubicle, I sweep my eyes up and down the length of her body as I think about how good it would feel to fuck her in the supply closet, or maybe the break room. Oh yeah, I could bend her over that little table. Maybe the copier. Either way, I would plunge my cock deep into her wet little pussy, then I would spank her. I would make her moan and cry out. It would be painful, but she would love every second of it. 
 
      
 
    In the real world, I'm still in my cage, which makes it incredibly difficult. I should open my eyes, I should stretch or focus on my breathing. Maybe I should do math or something. But no. I need this escape. If I can't get out from this crate, then I will drift. 
 
    Besides, thinking about claiming a girl at work, harassing the hell out of her, taking what I want, reinforces what it means for me to be a man. 
 
    Right? 
 
      
 
    "Do you have those reports I asked for?" I ask in my fantasy. 
 
    Shannon looks up at me, her features angled, her eyes bright. She's about to answer when I hear another voice. 
 
    "What you doing out of your collar, slave?" The voice seems more intrigued and amused than anything else. 
 
    I turn around, and there she is, Victoria. She's dressed professionally in stockings, high heels, and a white, buttoned blouse. Her dress is cut perfectly to be both appropriate and enticing all at the same time. 
 
    She places her hands on her hips as she waits for an answer. "Well?" 
 
    I try to speak, but my lips refuse to move. I can't seem to find my voice. Then Victoria steps right by me as she takes my hand. "I'm really sorry that he has been pestering you. You know men. They just never learn." 
 
    Shannon starts laughing. 
 
    Victoria grabs me, pulling on my arm. "Come along," she says. 
 
    I work to tear my hand back from her grip. She can't do this to me! 
 
    But she can. She does. 
 
    Victoria leads me back between the different cubicles, and I notice something. All of the men are gone, replaced by females. Redheads, blondes, girls with black or brown hair...some of them glance up at me. And when they do, a couple of them smile. 
 
    As they curve their lips, there's amusement, like they know what's going on...or what's going to happen to me. 
 
    "Victoria, let me go. This is unacceptable," I start to tell her, only to have my words drift off because she's not listening. 
 
    Each time I tug on her grip, I fail to free my hand. Within seconds, we are at her office door. 
 
    Something inside of me clenches as I realize that this is the office I wanted. I was supposed to get it along with my promotion. 
 
    Before I can say anything, Victoria opens the door, and she pulls, guiding me inside. I soon find myself in that expanse of space. There's a couch and several chairs off to one side. Her desk is on the other side of the room, near the giant windows. She has art along the walls, different silhouettes, simple lines, all of them feminine. They stand tall. Then I notice the other pictures. These are more masculine, each figure down on his knees or bowing, subservient always. 
 
    "I need to get back to work," I grunt at her. I try to turn around, but her hand shoots up, her fingers going to my neck. She pinches and drags me forward. 
 
    Soon, I'm at her desk. "Bow down," she orders. Then her hands are on my shoulders, and she pushes me to my knees. 
 
    "Don't get up. If you try, I'm going to have to spank you in front of all of the other employees." 
 
    "You wouldn't," I tell her. 
 
    "Try me," Victoria answers with a little flick of her hair. She smiles down, and I see it immediately. Yes, she would. 
 
    "Why are you stronger than me?" I ask as she circles her desk. It's so big. It reminds me more of a kitchen island. Dark oak, it has been polished thoroughly. It's a piece of furniture that conveys power and authority. Clearly, Victoria has become used to ruling in corporate environs. 
 
    "Because I'm a girl. Isn't it obvious?" 
 
    "No. Girls aren't stronger." 
 
    She smiles at me, revealing her teeth. "They are now." 
 
    "No, that can't be true." 
 
    "Oh, do you want to show me how big and strong you are, boy? Do you want to try to fight me?" It's clear from her tone that she is looking forward to a match with me. 
 
    "I wrestled in high school," I tell her. "It wouldn't be fair. You wouldn't stand a chance." 
 
    "Right," she says. She opens a drawer and closes it. When she stands up again in front of me, I see what she is holding. It's a dark green collar, leather with white lining. "Do you see this? This is a dog collar. Once upon a time, only canines had to wear them. But now, we've decided that the boys should wear them as well. And don't worry. I'm going to get you a nice tag. On one side, it will say your name and your new status. You know what that is?" 
 
    "I don't have a new status. I am a manager in this office. I am..." 
 
    "A slave. You're a man, and it makes you a slave. You were born inferior, so now you get to be property. You won’t get to manage anything or anyone. Everyone here, every single woman, outranks you." 
 
    "No, that can't be true," I tell her. In spite of myself, I'm shaking my head. I know this doesn't look dignified, but I don't care. Or more specifically, I can't worry about something like that. I just need for her to be wrong. 
 
    "Oh, are you getting upset? Are you showing me that the boys are not only weaker, but they’re overly emotional as well?" She giggles, sounding more like a little girl at her birthday party than anything else. 
 
    "I'm not a slave." 
 
    "Put this on or I'm going to put it on you," Victoria replies as she tosses the collar down. It lands right in front of me. 
 
    Still on my knees, I look at it. The collar seems somehow dangerous. It almost reminds me of a coiled snake. There is no way I'm going to touch it, nor will I put it on. 
 
    "Tick tock," she teases. "If you don't put it on, I'm going to put it on you." 
 
    Could she do it? Is she strong enough? 
 
    My brain refuses to run the calculations. In my mind, I stubbornly will not draw out the obvious conclusion. So instead, I lift my chin. "I don't care who you are. I'm not a slave." 
 
    "Oh, and after I collar you, I'm also going to strip you naked. You didn't get that memo, did you?" 
 
    I shouldn't ask, but the question spills out anyway. "Memo?" 
 
    "Yeah, senior management put out a memo about the new dress code for the boys. It's very easy. Even someone like you will be able to remember it." She smiles again, stepping closer. Now, she's only a few feet away from me. Part of me wants to back up, to crawl away, but I refuse. I might be on my knees, but I keep my back straight and my chin tilted outward. 
 
    "Naked." She smiles, holding her hands just above her stomach as she leans forward. I can see her cleavage, and my desires begin to stir. I should hate this girl, but she is still sexy. In spite of everything, I still want her. "You can remember the memo can't you? You need to be naked. Oh, and that reminds me. The collar doesn't count as clothing because it's a status symbol. It marks your position in this company." 
 
    "Screw you. I'm going to quit before I walk around here naked and collared." 
 
    "That's so cute!" She's not offended, not in the least. "You think you can. You belong to me, Darren. You are one of the perks of working here. I get a housing allowance, a clothing stipend, this wonderful office, great benefits, and my own private slave to keep. And it’s you. You are my slave, boy." 
 
    "Never." 
 
    "Silly, silly boy. You really don't understand how slavery works, do you?" She shakes her head, almost like she's disappointed in me. "But that's okay. You're here more to look pretty and to use that adorable mouth on me and my friends." 
 
    "Your friends?" 
 
    "Oh, absolutely. With my new position, I have to incentivize my employees. And what better way to do that than to give them perks that involve my slave? I mean, there are so few men who work in this office now. Some of the girls are going to get frustrated at work, so you'll be able to massage them or eat them out." 
 
    "I, I would never do that." 
 
    "Yeah, you will," she says with a condescending nod of her head. "You're going to do it because you don't have any choice. You're going to do it because you belong to me." That's when she shrugs. "Now, I think that's enough of an orientation for slavery. So be a good boy and strip." 
 
    My heart kicks in my chest, and I know I don't have to do this. As I hold my breath, I search for the strength to defy her. I find it. I start to stand up, and she doesn't stop me. 
 
    "Victoria, I'm never going to be your slave." And with that, I turn around. Even if it means quitting, I will get out of here. I will leave this office and its insanity. 
 
    I take one step after another, and I'm halfway back to her door when I hear her footsteps. She rushes at me. I begin to spin around. 
 
    Too slow, I feel her slam into me. She shoves me down onto the floor. I hit hard. Some of the air is shot from my lungs. Despite that, I enjoy the rush of adrenaline. Victoria is on top of me, but she is a young, fairly small woman. I'm taller than her. I probably have forty or fifty pounds on her at least. 
 
    Grinning, I look right up at her. 
 
    Really? She think she's going to be able to hold me down? 
 
    "Mine," she says. 
 
    Calling upon one of the moves I learned back when I was a wrestler in high school, I throw my body to the side as I get ready to knock her away. 
 
    With almost casual indifference, Victoria grabs my wrists and she locks them down over my head. Pumping my strength into my limbs, I channel everything I have because she needs to understand that I'm bigger and stronger. I am the superior physical specimen! 
 
    Her hands don't even wobble. Her grip doesn't falter, not for a second. 
 
    "Oh, is something wrong?" 
 
    She must recognize the look of panic on my face. Stealing my resolve, I try again. 
 
    "It's okay. We both know you're bigger, but I'm stronger. Like all girls, I'm stronger than you, Darren. Just face it. You are the inferior sex. You are now and you always will be." 
 
    "No. That's not possible!" I have more muscle mass. Physiology should be on my side! How was she doing this? 
 
    As the seconds tick  by, Victoria holds me down. She keeps me pinned. She straddles me, and I can feel the heat of her body against my sides. She keeps giggling at me while I struggle, pulling and twisting with everything I have. Soon, it's obvious I'm just not strong enough. 
 
    My determined maneuvers soon give way to raw panic. "Oh, what's wrong, Princess? Can't get up? Are you stuck? Are you trapped under the big, bad bully?" 
 
    "I, I'm not going to let you get away with this," I tell her, but I'm panting now. I can feel the heat run along my body. Sweat breaks out along my brow. And just as I look up at Victoria, I realize something. 
 
    She seems completely relaxed, like she hasn't expended any energy at all! 
 
    How is that even possible? 
 
    "Oh, you should probably just give up now. Except the fact that I'm going to strip you naked and collar you like a dog. Oh, maybe I will even put you on a leash and take you around the office. The girls already know that you are a slave, but maybe it would be best if you had to introduce yourself to everyone." 
 
    "Never," I growl up at her. 
 
    "Then it's decided! That's precisely what we are going to do. But first, I think I want to kiss you, pretty boy." 
 
    I try to turn my head away, but she has me trapped. She puts one hand against my chest, pinning me without any effort at all. Then she lowers herself down, and she licks the tip of my nose right before she kisses my lips. It's tentative at first, and I can feel myself get hard. It's not fair. She's doing this to me against my will! I should be able to fight her, but I can't. She takes what she wants, playing with me. Then she bites down into my bottom lip, almost hard enough to draw blood. I begin to moan, and that's when she pulls away. 
 
    "There's a good boy." Her eyes sparkling again with mischievous delight. "Let's get you naked." 
 
      
 
    In my dream, I tell myself that this is okay. She held me down, but there's no way she can strip me. 
 
    In less than a minute, Victoria proves me wrong. 
 
    She unbuttons my shirt as I try to pull her hands away, yet her wrists make their way down the length of my chest. She frees each and every button before parting my shirt. Then she sits me up and she yanks that clothing off of me. She does the same thing with my undershirt. Next, her eyes go to my belt. 
 
    "You know, you should probably behave yourself if you’re wearing something like that." 
 
    "Something like what?" I ask even as I try to pull away, but she still on top of me. 
 
    "Something like your belt. They could give a girl ideas." 
 
    At first, I don't understand what she means, and then I imagine myself bent over her desk, getting belted with my own property. No way. She wouldn't dare. And yet, I already know that she would. In fact, the idea would probably make her wet. 
 
    Just as those thoughts tumble through my head, her hands fly down to my waist. She works my belt, freeing the buckle. Next, she drops the zipper on my fly. My pants come loose, and she drags them down along with my boxers. My erect cock stands up now, right there on display in front of her. 
 
    "Oh, I knew you had a crush on me, but I had no idea that you were hoping I would fuck you." 
 
    "Screw you!" 
 
    She takes off my shoes, my socks, my pants and underwear. Soon, I'm completely naked, but this is my chance. I scramble back up onto my feet. 
 
    Victoria is still on the floor, but she raises her head, like my newfound freedom doesn't make the slightest difference. 
 
    "What do you think you're going to do?" 
 
    "I'm going to get out of here, and..." 
 
    "And nothing," she finishes for me. "I'm going to put this dog collar on you, and then I'm going to show you off to all of the ladies in the office." 
 
    "I am your superior." 
 
    "No. You are an office slave. Face it, Darren." She grabs onto the collar, hooking her fingers around of the supple leather. Then she stands up, and she starts to walk toward me. She doesn't move quickly or aggressively. Even so, my heart pounds away in my chest. The adrenaline burns hot in my veins. 
 
    I look over my shoulder right at the door. 
 
    That's a mistake. 
 
    Victoria rushes at me. She grabs me, shoving me against the wall. I hit it hard with a thunk. In the next moment, she shoves the collar up around my neck. She buckles it in place, her fingers moving quick and deft. When she's done, she loops her fingers into the leather, and she pulls me forward. 
 
    Off-balance, I stumble into her, but I don't knock her back. "That's right, slave. This is where you going to be, right here, right wherever I put you." 
 
    She kisses me again. She holds me against the wall, her mouth going against mine. Then she kisses my neck and my chest. All the while, my cock is so hard. I can feel that desire spinning through me. I try to push it aside, to burn it away with fear or anger, only none of that works. 
 
    Then she pulls away, and she looks right into my eyes as she has one hand at my neck, the other down between my legs. She teases my scrotum, playing with my balls. Then, ever so slowly, Victoria brings her touch up to my erect member. 
 
    There it is, that swirling, desperate itch of desire. I want her to touch me, to squeeze me, to get me off. Damn, it feels so good when she plays with me just like this. I want more, so I close my eyes and I slump forward. I am no longer struggling. 
 
    And then I hear her voice, sounding far away. It is so soft, teasing me. "That's right. Just give into your masculine instincts. I'm here, and I'm touching you. I have your cock in my hand, so that means you belong to me now. This is how you control a boy. You take his manhood and you show him that he is a slave." 
 
    Somehow, I can't bring myself to contradict her. I know that if I look up or say anything, she will stop. 
 
    But she doesn't finish. 
 
    Victoria takes her hand back, and I lift my head. 
 
    "Kneel before me." Rather than wait for my acquiescence, she grabs my shoulder and push me to the floor. With my knees bent, I find myself looking up at her. 
 
    With less than an inch between us, I feel small, helpless. I look up at her, and this desperate sense of subservience swirls through me. 
 
    Another phrase flutters behind my eyes: I am a boy, and boys must obey. 
 
    For just a second, those words boom inside of my head. They start as a whisper, just a trace of language, but then they become something more powerful. I gulp as I look up at her. 
 
    I'm a boy, and boys must obey.  
 
    I'm a boy, and boys must obey.  
 
    I'm a boy, and boys must obey. 
 
    Those words sound hypnotic, like I just can't shake them. But then, as they stream through my head, I start thinking about this new life. I could be her slave, her pet and her plaything. I would serve her, licking her pussy, doing her chores. She would keep me on a leash, showing me off to her friends. And of course, I would have to stay in good shape so that she would always be proud of me. 
 
    I clench my eyes shut and shake my head, desperate to break those images away. No! I'm not going to be her slave. I won't cook or clean for her. I will not become some domestic servant, eager to obey her every command. 
 
    And yet... 
 
    ... I'm a boy, and boys must obey. 
 
      
 
    Let's get your leash on you," she says. 
 
    Still disoriented by the refrain playing through my head, I remain on my knees as she circles back to her desk. Victoria opens another drawer, and when she comes back, she's holding a hot, neon pink leash. 
 
    It dangles back and forth. "Here we go," she announces, connecting it. 
 
    "Now, I'm going to be very generous with my slave, and I'm going to allow you to walk. Say thank you, Mistress." 
 
    My eyes move along the leash connecting my collar to her grip. I gulp, wishing that I could fight her. But she is stronger than me. Victoria has already proven this point. 
 
    Even if I reach up to remove the leash, she would just stop me. This overwhelming sense of helplessness floods through me, and it feels like a kick right to my chest. 
 
    "Thank you, Mistress," I say, careful to keep my eyes down. 
 
    "You're very welcome," she replies, sounding like a babysitter addressing a charge. It's like she's teaching me how to behave. 
 
    My nostrils flare, but I don't say anything. If I argue with her, she will just lecture me again. So instead, I have no choice but to follow her as she opens her office door and heads back out onto the main floor. 
 
    I take one step after another. Moving mechanically, I don't know exactly what's going to happen. But soon, we are in front of another cubicle opening. 
 
    "Becky, I think Darren here has something he would like to say to you." 
 
    I should probably just stand up straight, proud of my nakedness. And yet, I can feel the collar around my neck, and I know that these women want to humiliate me. Their intention alone is enough to make them successful. 
 
    I try to hide my cock behind my hands. At the same time, I retreat back, moving along on the balls of my feet. 
 
    Becky looks up from her work. She's a cute redhead with bright green eyes and freckles. She smiles at me. She matches Victoria's patronizing tone perfectly, "What would you like to say, Darren?"  
 
    Nothing. There is absolutely nothing I want to say to this girl. Yes, she's cute, but that only makes it worse. When she addresses me like I'm some stupid kindergartner, I can hardly keep my rage in check. 
 
    If I really wanted to fight back, I would say something smug or rude, something clever, some quick insult. But nothing comes to mind, and these two girls are just smiling back at one another. 
 
    Then Victoria reaches out, and she squeezes my ass. "Go ahead, slave. Introduce yourself." 
 
    "I can't. I won't," I finally tell her. I barely speak, but they can hear me just fine. 
 
    "Are you sure about that?" Victoria asks. "Because if you don't tell her, I'm going to have to punish you." 
 
    I start to speak, and that's enough for Victoria. Her hand flies down, striking into my ass. I try to spin on her, but she grabs my shoulders, making sure that I don't turn away from Becky. 
 
    "Keep your eyes on me," says the redhead. And I don't have any choice. She watches me as I get spanked right there in front of her. The other women in the office must be able to hear this, and they certainly know exactly what's happening. 
 
    I stare into those dark green pupils as the skin around her eyes crinkle with amusement. She hasn't gotten up. She's just sitting there, watching as I’m disciplined in front of her. 
 
    Victoria stops. 
 
    "You have something you want to say to Becky here?" 
 
    "Becky, I am the office slave." 
 
    "Good boy. Now, tell her about how you are just an inferior male. Oh, and you should probably talk about that little phrase we discussed earlier." 
 
    The words come to me right away. Even so, I lick my bottom lip, hesitating. I can't do this in front of these women. 
 
    Victoria gives one pull on my leash, a silent reminder that I need to obey or face the consequences. 
 
    So I exhale slowly, I start talking, just the way these women want. "My name is Darren, and I'm the office slave. I'm an inferior male. I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    There. I did it. 
 
    "Well, it's very nice to see that you finally learned your place, Darren. I'm sure I'm going to have a lot of fun with you." 
 
    "Let me know whenever you want to borrow him," Victoria says. 
 
    "That reminds me. I was hoping that I might be able to leave a little bit early today," Becky says to her boss. "That shouldn't be a problem." 
 
    "But you know. My desk has gotten a little bit dirty. Dusty, especially in the spots I don't use. You think we could have Darren here clean it for me?" 
 
    The color drains away from my cheeks. I don't know what's worse, the fact that they're talking about using me as a cleaner or the fact that Becky isn't even talking to me. No, she's addressing Victoria! 
 
    "Oh, that shouldn't be a problem," Victoria says with a quick wave of her hand. "I'll send him over after you leave." 
 
    "That sounds lovely." 
 
      
 
    Victoria drags me around the office. We talk to all of these different women. Each time, it's pretty much the same thing. I introduce myself. I tell them that I'm inferior as a male, and I promise that I will be subservient. 
 
    In fact, I can hear the same phrases coming out of my mouth. "Good morning, Miss. My name is Darren, and I am Victoria’s slave. I'm an inferior male. I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    Some of the girls insist on petting me as an "reward" for my good behavior. These girls like to brush their fingers through my hair or along the back of my neck. One of them, a dark-haired, Asian girl actually puts her hand on the small of my back and brings me closer so that she can run her fingers over my cock. 
 
    I hate it, and I beg for her to stop, but she just laughs. At the same time, she starts talking to Victoria about some of her office work. 
 
    It seems like the women here are only willing to listen to me so that they can laugh at me. And maybe that makes sense. As far as they're concerned, I'm just a slave. I'm not their equal. I'm not even close. 
 
    Dealing with regular employees is bad. Talking to one of the college interns is even worse. 
 
    "Oh, Jasmine, I want you to meet Darren. He used to be a manager, but he's been demoted to my personal slave." 
 
    "That's great! It's nice to meet you, Darren," she says, holding out her hand. 
 
    "Honey, you probably shouldn't try to shake his hand. That's what you should do with an equal. Darren isn't your equal, is he?" 
 
    "No, ma'am!" Jasmine quickly chirps, sounding embarrassed at her faux pas. 
 
    But Victoria is always a magnanimous leader. "It's okay. Just remember, there is a hierarchy here. We always want to help one another, but the slave is at the bottom." 
 
    "So, what does that mean?" Jasmine asks. She glances over at me, almost like she expects me to say something. 
 
    Victoria places one finger against my mouth, making sure that I won't utter a word. Women are talking, so it doesn't matter if I have something to say or not. 
 
    "Well, if you ever need help, feel free to tell the slave here. He will do anything and everything you want. And if he doesn't, just punish him." 
 
    "Punish him?" Jasmine doesn't seem to understand. 
 
    "That's right. You are his physical and mental superior, so you have every right to discipline him. It's for his own good, so you shouldn't even feel bad about it." 
 
    "I see." But even as she says these words, it's clear that she isn't particularly comfortable with the idea. 
 
    "Would you like to spank him? You know, give him a taste of his new status?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," she says. And that's when I see it, that little glint in her eye. It wasn't there a moment ago. Something just changed. Now, she doesn't see me as a person. No, I really have been objectified in her mind. 
 
    "Darren, hold on to the side of the cubicle and spread your legs so that this nice young lady can spank you." 
 
    I don't obey right away, but she tugs on my leash, that silent reminder. Slowly, I grab onto the metal cap at the top of the cubicle walls. Then I close my eyes, bracing myself. 
 
    I can hear Jasmine as she steps forward. 
 
    "Feel free to give his bottom a squeeze." 
 
    There is giggling, and then Jasmine does just that. She places her fingers against my buttocks, and she squeezes. A hot blush runs through me. "That's nice," she says. "He's nice and firm." 
 
    "He is that. And you know, a squeeze on the behind a good way to tell him that he's been doing a good job. But remember, you don't want to spoil him." 
 
    "No, ma'am." 
 
    "Call me Victoria," says the boss. 
 
    "Sure thing, Victoria." But now, Jasmine is ready, so she positions herself right behind me. She raises her hand, and I can picture her dainty arm as she gets ready. Then she swings downward, striking hard into my backside. 
 
    The pain flares out, jumping through my body. I flinch, squeezing the top of the cubicle. 
 
    "That wasn't bad, but you can do better. See, you want to make sure that his buttocks turn a nice shade of pink. If you don't see that discoloration, it means that you need to hit him harder." 
 
    The muscles along my shoulders and biceps tighten as I hear those words. I hate the fact that Victoria can teach this girl how to punish me. It's not fair! 
 
    But even if it's not fair, there's still nothing I can do about it. 
 
    Holding onto that fact, I grit my teeth as I wait. I brace myself again, but I don't have long to wait. Jasmine strikes, flashing her hand down. Each blow reverberates through my body, sending a sharp pulse of pain running along my nerves. I clenched my eyes shut, I harden my teeth against one another, and I wait for it to be over. 
 
    "Darren, get down on your knees and thank Jasmine for spanking you." 
 
    I exhale through my nostrils as I turn around. I keep my head bowed down. Then I kneel, and I look up at Jasmine. Again, that same sense of subservience overwhelms me. There is something about this position that makes me feel tiny and powerless before these females. 
 
    "Thank you for spanking me." 
 
    "No problem!" 
 
    "You know, Darren, I think that Jasmine here has done such a good job that you should kiss her shoes. Show her just how grateful you are for her presence and all the contributions I'm sure she will make here." 
 
    I look back at Victoria, desperately hoping that she might change her mind. No way. I can't do it. I can't kiss the feet of the stupid intern! Look at her! She is just some college kid! There's no way that she should be my superior! 
 
    All of those words run through my head, but Victoria has her hands on her hips. 
 
    "Do it," she commands, and I'm still on my knees, so it's easy for her to place her shoe right between my shoulder blades. She pushes me down, and I'm soon on all fours. 
 
    Exhaling through the humiliation, I bow my head down once again, and I kiss Jasmine's shoes. She's wearing little black Mary Janes. I can hardly believe it. This girl might as well be a child, but she is my superior here because of her sex. Just being a woman makes her better than me. 
 
    I grimace as those thoughts run through me, but then I'm done. 
 
    "Nicely done, slave," Jasmine says as my owner pulls on my leash and guides me back through the office. 
 
      
 
    It feels like it takes all day, but I have degraded and subjugated myself in front of every woman at this office. I've been led around like a dog, doing little tricks to please the females here. 
 
    Apparently satisfied, Victoria takes me back to her office. 
 
    I don't ask the obvious question: what happens now? 
 
    As far as I'm concerned, I should have my regular job again. I should get to be a manager and wear clothing and take off this stupid collar. But obviously, that isn’t going to happen. 
 
    "I gave away your office," Victoria tells me, "so you're going to be working here from now on. If you're a very good boy, maybe I will give you a little doggie bed so you can take naps during the day." 
 
    "I'm not a dog." 
 
    "No. You're not a dog. What are you again?" 
 
    "A slave," I say, exhaling out the words. 
 
    "Yes, you’re a slave. And you know what? I think I've had a long day of introducing you, so you should show me your gratitude. Crawl over here and get under my desk while I do some work." 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "You heard me." Victoria stands beside her desk. She pulls out the chair, and she waits for me to obey. 
 
    "What if I won't do it?" 
 
    "Then I will handcuff you to the break room and tell all of the girls that they can have as much fun as they want spanking you and teasing you, pinching your nipples, pulling your hair, using you however they want. And trust me. A lot of those girls get pretty annoyed with boys like you, especially when you try to disobey your betters." 
 
    My eyes get wide, and something inside of me collapses. Simultaneously, I drop to my knees, and I start crawling. I make my way back to her desk, and I position myself just in front of her seat. Victoria lifts up her skirt, and she shimmies out of her panties. Then she sits down, right there on the edge of her chair. 
 
    I can hear her clicking with her mouse and her keyboard as she logs in. 
 
    "I've always liked the idea of having a boy slut to eat me out while I work." 
 
    I want to tell her that I'm not a dumb slut, that I'm not just a boy slave. I'm smart! I can make my own decisions. 
 
    But she already has her hand at the back of my skull, and she pulls me forward. My mouth slides up against her pussy, and I start licking. 
 
    "That's right. Show me what you can do." 
 
      
 
    Victoria yanks the blanket off of my cage, and I blink rapidly, suddenly confused. Just a second ago, it really felt like I was licking her pussy back at the office. I could even taste her. 
 
      
 
      
 
    To be continued… 
 
    (If you enjoyed this opening story, please check out the complete novel, Boys Must Obey by Michelle Means.) 
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