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Training the Boy Pony

Davin stared at the screen; the image remained perfectly clear, yet his thoughts buzzed into this wild static. It was the first time he saw her. She was gorgeous, perfect, and utterly alluring. His heart started beating faster as he drank in the image glowing off of his computer screen.

When he first clipped on her link, he had just barely noticed her name: Madam Marta. Now he saw her blonde hair shining under the light, the glint of her blue eyes, and her sharp, angular features. There was something so perfect about the contours of her cheeks, the curve of her chin, and the wicked angle of her smile.

It wasn’t just that. Yes, this young woman would have been gorgeous in any room, bar, or club. She could have smiled or waved, and every man nearby would have yearned for the chance to win her attention, if only for a couple of minutes.

Madam Marta sat there on this gorgeous, leather bound seat with her legs crossed. She wore black boots with white fur, and this snug dress under a large black coat. He saw the dark fur and how the rounded contours contrasted with her sharp features.

“Turn on your camera, boy,” she ordered.

Boy.

The word should have sounded strange, awkward, or ridiculous.

He couldn’t name her exact accent. Eastern European was as close as he could get, but he still felt this odd twinge.

It was a ridiculous idea.

When Davin went online, he expected to remain anonymous. Even so, he didn’t need to worry about anyone discovering this. At work, his position was secure, not that his employers would have cared much if they knew what he was up to. Still, this was supposed to be private. Really, his anonymity didn’t mean much, especially when he glanced down at his left hand and saw the light line where he had once worn his wedding ring.

“I gave you in order, boy. You have three seconds to obey or I’m going to hang up on you.”

Her beautiful voice buzzed from his computer’s speakers, finally snapping him out of his reverie.

Before Davin could really think about this or decide what he would do, he grabbed the mouse, clicked on the icon, and suddenly the small light built into the monitor came to life. Just like that, his image appeared.

Just like that, his computer started to send the data. That camera absorbed the light, digitized the information, and transmitted it across the globe. It would be another second or two before she could actually see him.

What would she say? How would she react?

“Good boy,” she finally said.

“Thank you. I appreciate it, Marta.”

Her eyes narrowed, and she pursed her lips. “Madam Marta,” she corrected. “Apologize, boy.”

Boy.

When people saw him, they weren’t disposed to think of him that way. He was too experienced, too mature, and yet this girl, someone less than half his age, easily spoke down to him. She was just a girl, probably a teenager, yet she exuded the easy confidence of a mean girl back in high school who understood she would be obeyed by everyone she encountered.

“I, I’m sorry…” Davin said.

“Try harder or we’re done here.”

That wasn’t how this was supposed to work. Seriously, Davin understood the economics of these sorts of arrangements. She was supposed to be desperate to keep him on the line. Even when young women pretended to dominate or control their clients, this was still an economic arrangement.

Apparently, Madam Marta had other ideas.

“I’m sorry!”

“Keep going,” she purred, sounding more contented now.

“I, I’m really sorry. I will get your title, right, Madam Marta.”

“Bow your head down for me,” she ordered next.

He obeyed, and it felt right.

He heard her transmitted voice. Once again, “Yes. This is how it should be. You must understand that I am not interested in some silly game. I am interested in slaves and pets. Tell me, boy, what are you interested in?”

“I, I don’t really know,” he said.

“Liar,” she answered.

It felt so weird having his head bowed down before a computer screen, yet he glanced up, sneaking a furtive peek at the screen. In that moment, he saw her smiling back at him. He quickly dropped his gaze to the floor. She may have been pleased now, but it was obvious any sort of disobedience would quickly earn her wrath.

“Last chance,” she said.

Davin bit down on the inside of his mouth.

“It’s okay, boy.” When she spoke to him. Now, her tone shifted. Only a moment ago, she had sounded harsh and unyielding, like she could break him. It seemed ridiculous, especially since she was obviously on the other side of the world. She had no idea who he really was or what kind of man he might be.

And yet, she could break him.

Davin didn’t know how, but it was so obvious. He could feel himself drawn to this beautiful girl. He wanted to listen to her, to hear her voice, to see her speak and to enjoy the warmth of her smile.

“I know this is difficult for you, boy. You come from a different part of the world. In your land, I’m sure men are allowed to think for themselves. They are treated like the pets they should be. But I can see it in your eyes. You know that this is wrong. You know that you aren’t supposed to be your own man. You are supposed to belong to someone. You should belong to a woman like me.”

His mouth suddenly felt dry, yet he still spoke, “Yes, Madam Marta.”

“Good boy,” she said. “Tell me what you want.”

“I, I’m not really sure,” he began, prompting her eyes to narrow once more. When she frowned at him, that little look of aggravation and disgust suddenly filled him with this twisting sense of terror.

She was just a girl, he tried to tell himself. She was young woman off in the digital ether, so she couldn’t do anything to him.

And yet, he felt lashed by her disappointment. He quickly sputtered and continued, “I’m not really sure, but I was hoping to find someone. Someone to obey.”

“Good. Keep going, boy.”

“I want to be a slave. I want to be a slave for a beautiful woman like you, Madam Marta.”

“Interesting,” she said, leaning back in her seat. She raised her hand, and he could see the fur-lined cuff of her coat. The dark material drew his eyes. He tried not to react, yet, there was still something so beautiful and alluring about this girl. Was it just her confidence? Her dress? Her coat? The black shine of her boots? The fur?

“You might have potential,” she allowed. “And yet, I need to make sure that you are sufficiently obedient. Stand.”

He rose from his seat at once.

“Good,” she said. “Apparently, you can follow a few basic commands. Remove your shirt.”

“What?” The word just jumped from his mouth.

“I gave you a command. If you really intend to be a slave, then what should you do when a potential owner gives you a command?”

“I should obey,” he said, feeling chastised and childish. All at the same time.

“You should obey,” she agreed. She tapped one finger against the side of her face. The light glinted along the bright red of her nail polish as she waited for him to follow her commands. “Go ahead, boy. Do as you’re told.”

He bit down, exhaled through his teeth, and looked down at the buttons along his shirt. Was he really going to do this? When he logged into this website, he hadn’t known exactly what he wanted or expected. He thought maybe he would see some pretty girl remove her top, touch herself, and have some fun.

Even when he tried to find someone controlling and powerful, he had never envisioned a girl like Madam Marta.

With her straight blonde hair and those piercing irises, he felt utterly trapped and mesmerized by her. She could make him feel cold with dread or hot with need.

And now, his hand started to move.

He was on his third button, and she continued to watch. There was this knowing smirk that tugged at the corner of her mouth, as though she could read his mind. Perhaps she enjoyed his reluctance, almost as though she reveled in his struggle.

He could fight it, but she knew he would surrender

Davin could resist, yet Madam Marta still expected his obedience.

And right then and there, she got it!

Trembling, he shrugged off his shirt. He wasn’t wearing anything underneath, so she saw the lines and contours of his chest.

Davin glanced up.

Again, he tried to think of himself as a paying customer, yet that hardly worked here. As he studied the glint of her eyes, the fuzz of her fur coat, and the way her white dress clung to her waist and breasts, he knew he would do anything he could to please her.

“You take too long to obey,” she said. “But perhaps you have potential. Perhaps.”

“Thank you,” he said quickly.

“Remove your pants and underwear. I expect to see you naked, boy.”

His eyes widened again as the heat cascaded along his cheeks and down his neck. Davin couldn’t do that! He couldn’t get naked for her! Taking off his shirt was one thing; it wasn’t a big deal, and it didn’t have to mean anything. But this? She was asking for too much!

Only this wasn’t a request.

It was an order—a demand. If he failed, she would end the call, disappear from his screen, and never come back.

Again, he moved his hands. He didn’t think about it, but he loosened his belt and pulled it free. Then he pulled down his pants and his underwear in one movement. He kept his eyes on the floor as he stripped. Soon, he was naked for her.

“Good boy,” she said. “Do a slow turn for me.”

He obeyed, practically twirling.

“Slower, boy,” she ordered.

His breathing came in quick, shallow gasps as he surrendered to her. Again and again, he thought about how ridiculous this was. If he met this young woman in an office, then she would have been an intern or maybe a secretary at best. She would have been asking him if he would like her to fetch him some coffee or maybe go make some copies.

And yet, he turned around slowly.

Not only that, he could feel her eyes on him as she inspected him.

“Very good,” she purred contentedly.

Once he finished turning around, Davin faced the screen again. Over the course of seeing this girl, hearing her voice, and obeying her commands, Davin had gotten hard. He tried to cover his erection, but she didn’t seem to mind. Instead, she simply commanded, “On your knees, boy.”

He obeyed. He lowered himself down and waited for her next command.

The seconds dragged by.

“I have decided that you can’t be my slave,” she said.

It felt like a slap across the face. Her simple comment dove down into his psyche. This mix of humiliation and disappointment raced through his body. Instinctively, he reached up for the mouse to terminate the connection.

“Stop, boy,” she ordered.

“But…”

“I didn’t tell you to speak. I told you to stop. Pull your hand away from the mouse. Now.”

Again, he obeyed.

His face was bright with the shame of disappointing this girl. It wasn’t even just the disappointment. It was the fact that he, a successful man, hadn’t been able to please her. He had done something wrong.

“You can’t be my slave,” she continued. “But you can be my pet. We will work on your training.”

“Yes, Madam Marta,” he said obediently.

“I’m going to send you an email. You’re going to send me some money. You understand?”

Again, he responded without hesitation or doubt. “Yes, Madam Marta.”

“You want to be my pet, don’t you? You want to be an obedient boy for me. You want to know that you are nothing but a dumb animal beneath my boot. Isn’t that right?”

As he heard those words, he shivered in place. He nodded and quickly agreed, “Yes. Yes, Madam Marta. I, I want to be your pet.”

“Good.”

She terminated the connection. The screen continued to glow, but the box she had occupied previously morphed into a black square.

His heart kept pounding, and he wondered if she was just gone. What if she decided she didn’t want to bother with him?

The idea was preposterous. He wasn’t some high school kid hoping to go to the prom with one of the cheerleaders.

And yet, he waited. The seconds ticked by. He still didn’t rise from his knees. The seconds turned to minutes.

After nearly half an hour, his inbox finally chimed.

He grabbed the mouse, opened it, and stared at the number.

That was a lot of money.

And yet, he read across the transfer instructions. Then he logged into his bank, and he typed in the digits.

There. He did it.

Once the transfer went through, Davin expected to fall back against his chair and feel like an idiot. Instead, he glanced down. He studied the contours of his shaft. The excitement continued to pulse through his body.

For a moment, right when he started to touch himself, this strange sense of disobedience flared through him. She hadn’t said anything about how Davin could or could not stroke his manhood. She hadn’t given him any explicit orders.

And yet, he still felt like he belonged to her.

She was beautiful and wicked.

He could see that in the way she smiled at him, alluring and hungry at the same time. She was predatory, he soon realized. She was the kind of girl who could wrap him around her little finger.

He imagined this girl smiling, tilting her head to the side, or flipping her hair. Those easy, innocent gestures could be so powerful.

Before he realized what he was doing, he had straightened his back and closed his eyes. With one hand, he stroked his shaft. He brushed his fingers along his length, starting at the base and working his way up to the tip before tightening his grip.

With his other hand, he gently worked his fingertips beneath his scrotum.

The pleasure raced through his body, burning hotter and faster.

The explosion of satisfaction raced through him, leaving him there. Naked and exhausted. He cleaned himself up, glanced back at the screen, and marveled at what this girl had convinced him to do. He thought of her breasts, the contours of her neck, and the curves of her smile.

Just like that, he knew he would be waiting for the chance to see her again—whatever it might take.

The next day, he went to work. He sat through business meetings, answered emails, and directed workflows. Along the way, he kept checking his phone. He swiped his finger across the screen again and again, each time waiting for a message.

He wanted to see her name.

Madam Marta.

He wanted to see her picture. He yearned to glide his eyes across the letters and know they came from her, this beautiful fur-clad vixen from another continent.

Again and again, he received emails, but they were from the wrong people. Fortunately, he did have work, so he sat through the meetings, and he tried to focus. Perhaps some of his colleagues noticed how he seemed so much more engaged as he solved one problem after another.

Finally, right after lunch, his phone pinged for his attention again.

He looked down, and he saw those magical letters.

Madam Marta.

For just a moment, his insides froze. He breathed out slowly, glanced around, and made sure no one saw him. Then again, even if they did see him pay some attention to his phone, why would any of his colleagues cared?

He quickly went back to his office, closed the door, locked it, and sat behind his computer.

Then he thought better of it. Instead, he removed himself from the company Wi-Fi and checked the message.

There were only two words.

Login. Now.

He pursed his lips and almost wondered what would happen if he disobeyed her. But then, he sent another message to a colleague. He put off a different meeting, sat down behind his desk, and quickly went to the right website. From there, he logged in.

“What took so long?” Madam Marta demanded.

This time, she wore a black, fur-lined dress.

Mouth agape, he stared at her, drinking in the image.

“I asked you a question, boy,” came her voice. Powerful and beautiful, she stared at him from the other side of the planet, and he quickly gulped. Feeling more like some nervous kid, he struggled to answer.

“I, I’m sorry. I’m at work and…”

“It doesn’t matter,” she said. “But we will definitely need to work on your obedience. I don’t like being forced to wait.”

“I’m sorry,” he said quickly.

“Get on your knees and beg for forgiveness, boy.”

Really, Davin didn’t think he had taken that long, yet it hardly mattered. Her eyes blazed, and it was obvious she wouldn’t tolerate any more disobedience. Even if he disagreed, he still had to do whatever she wanted.

Davin lowered himself down onto his knees. He held his hands together and looked right at the camera’s lens on his phone. “I, I’m really sorry, Madam Marta. Please, please, what can I do? How can I earn your forgiveness? Please? I, I just want to be an obedient pet for you.”

“Excellent,” she said.

He dropped his head back down as the relief flooded through him. He hadn’t known this young woman for long, yet he needed to please her. Nothing else seemed important.

“Strip,” she said next.

His head jerked up, and he looked right at the camera lens. “I, I don’t think I can do that,” he confessed. “Please, you have to understand. I’m at work right now.”

When he looked at the small phone screen, his heart thudded even faster, especially because he couldn’t read her enigmatic expression. Was she offended? Amused? Some combination of the two?

Davin tried to understand what this young woman was thinking, but she simply glanced down at her nails and said, “Prove you can be a good pet. Send me more money. Now.”

The muscles along his throat tightened.

He didn’t want to be this attracted to this gorgeous girl, but he found himself glancing over at his computer screen. He quickly typed in the information and sent her another transfer.

“Good,” she said. “Now, strip.”

He understood.

She had demanded more money because he had disobeyed her. It was his punishment…

And yet, he wanted to be close to her. As he studied the contours of her breasts, the lines of her neck, and the curves of her smile, Davin knew he had to give in to her. He couldn’t help himself, not with his heart hammering like this. Adrenaline splashed through his veins, and he started to work the buttons on his shirt.

He glanced over at the office door.

“Where are you looking?” Madam Marta inquired.

“I’m at work,” he said again. “My office door is closed, but I don’t remember if I locked it…”

“You don’t get to check,” she said. “Right now, you are focused on me. No one else. Nothing else. Understand?”

“Yes,” he answered, his voice trembling. “I, I understand.”

“Very good,” she replied. “Now continue stripping for me. That’s right. Take it off. Show me that you are nothing but a naked pet. Show me where you belong, down on all fours.”

Davin swallowed back his hesitation. He pulled off his pants, just as he did before for her. Soon, he was naked, and she grinned. “Very nice.” When she leaned forward, the camera caught the extra cleavage she chose to reveal to him.

Davin couldn’t help himself. Naked and down on all fours in front of his phone, he knew he would give this girl whatever she wanted.

“Tell me what you want,” she ordered.

“I, I want to be your pet.”

“What does that mean, boy? What is a pet?”

He glanced down at to the floor. “A pet is an animal. A pet is an animal you love and care about. I, I want to be your pet,” he admitted.

“And perhaps that will happen, so long as you can be properly obedient for me. You have made a few mistakes, but that’s fine. Boys need to be trained. They need to be domesticated. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes. Yes, Madam Marta.”

“Say it.”

“Yes. Boys, they need to be domesticated. They need to be trained. They need to be owned.”

“You know what I would like to see, boy?”

“What, Madam?”

“I would like to see a world where girls like me can rule boys like you. In my fantasy, they would be collared all across the world. Boys would be enslaved and owned. They would be property, just like any other kind of livestock.”

“Yes, Madam Marta.”

“Would you like to help me make this world a reality?”

“I, I don’t know what I can do,” he said.

She grinned and leaned forward, revealing more of her cleavage. His eyes drifted down, and she must have noticed, yet she didn’t say anything. Instead, she simply reveled in his attention. She must have enjoyed knowing she could manipulate and control him so easily…

“You can be an obedient boy for me.”

“Yes. Yes, please. That’s exactly what I want,” he said.

“Good,” she said. “Does the prospect of belonging to me excite you?”

With a nervous gulp, he glanced down at his erection.

Davin didn’t know where these urges came from. He didn’t understand why his body would react like this, yet he couldn’t deny the pleasure, the desire, or the need to serve a beautiful girl like Marta.

He breathed out slowly. “Yes. Yes, it excites me.”

“Good,” she said. “And I want you to touch yourself for me.”

“What?”

“Simple command,” she said, batting her eyes. “What’s wrong? You don’t think you can do it? You don’t think you can obey your owner?”

You don’t think you can obey your owner? Those simple words reverberated between his ears. He heard them. He heard her beautiful, gently playful and precocious voice. She sounded exactly like some spoiled teenager, a little rich girl who could have whatever she wanted. She just needed to flirt, smile, or stomp her foot and make a demand, and the men around her would do whatever she wanted.

And right then and right there, she aimed all of her focus at Davin.

He didn’t stand a chance.

“I, I can obey,” he said.

“Use your right hand,” she commanded. “I want to see you gently rub your fingertips along the base of your shaft. Just two fingertips right now.”

He could do this; he knew he could do this. He had no choice.

Davin reached to down, and he started stroking himself as she watched.

He nibbled on the inside of his mouth, if only to distract himself.

“With your other hand, I want you to massage the tip of your cock.” Hearing that crass language come out of her pretty mouth seemed strange. At a glance, she seemed so sweet and innocent, yet it was obvious she knew how to manipulate boys just like Davin.

“Yes, Madam Marta,” he replied.

Under her watchful gaze, he masturbated, gently stroking himself.

“I want you to use your right hand to stroke the underside of your balls.”

“Yes, Madam Marta,” he said.

He took his voice low.

In the next moment, someone knocked on his office door.

He jerked his head up.

“No, no,” she chided him. “You don’t get to answer that. You belong on your knees in front of me. That’s what a pet does.”

He exhaled slowly.

“Isn’t it?”

“Hey, Davin,” came the voice of a colleague. He couldn’t recognize exactly who wanted his attention.

Holding his breath, Davin hoped the person on the other side of the door would just go away. But what if she got aggressive? What if she decided to check, to see if he was sitting behind his desk?

She would find him there on his knees, obeying a teenager…

“Isn’t it?” Madam Marta demanded, her eyes sparkling with mischievous delight. She could read the frightened uncertainty on his face, and she seemed to revel in it. She loved having him panicked like this.

“Yes, Madam Marta,” he said, careful to keep his voice low.

“Louder,” she ordered.

For a moment, his throat clenched, and he couldn’t utter a single word. Then he watched as her expression darkened, so he gave in. “Yes, Madam Marta.”

“Very nice,” she said. “But you aren’t done touching yourself. I want to see you stroke your cock. Keep going. Maybe I will let you have an orgasm. Maybe I won’t.”

The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement as she grinned at him. Obviously, she was treating him like a toy. He was her plaything, her pet, and she could use him. However, she saw fit.

Even as he recognized that simple truth, his heart kept pounding. The desires burned brighter and faster.

“Stop,” she said.

He froze in place. He wanted to continue rubbing himself. He wanted to feel that gentle squeeze of his fingers against his most sensitive part.

And yet, this girl had given him a command.

It seemed ridiculous.

She couldn’t be older than eighteen or nineteen, yet she commanded him. He had money and authority. He was a man in the United States, yet he gave her complete control over his body!

By this point, his colleague had given up on getting his attention.

“You want to touch yourself, don’t you? You want that orgasm, don’t you?”

“Yes. I want it badly. I want it so badly,” he confessed.

“Do you want me to rule you?”

“Yes. Please!”

“Do you want me to own you?”

“Yes!”

“Even if I decided to treat you like a dumb animal. Is that what you want?”

His voice quivered as he answered. “Yes! That, that’s what I want. Please. Please, I want to be down on my knees at your feet.”

“Maybe,” she said. “I like hearing you say it. Tell me again how boys are meant to be owned.”

“Yes. Boys are meant to be owned. That’s right. We need to be controlled. We need to be collared and leashed. We need to be bound and helpless before beautiful women like you. You’re better than me, Madam Marta. It’s why I’m on my knees, ready to serve you. You are my superior!”

Sometimes, he stared at the screen. In those moments, he tried to absorb that image of this beautiful girl seated there. She really did look like a princess or a queen. At other points, he kept his gaze aimed down toward the floor. Either way, he recognized her authority.

“Good boy,” she said. “Start touching yourself again.”

She watched him, observing, and he knew he wouldn’t be allowed to climax without a word from her.

The desires kept mounting, burning brighter and hotter deep within his chest and right between his legs.

“Do you want an orgasm?”

“Yes,” he gasped. “Please. Please, can I? Can I finish?”

“No.”

She answered with one word, and nothing else.

Even as his need continued to grow stronger and stronger by the moment, Davin didn’t know what to do, so he kept touching himself.

Theoretically, he could have finished, and this girl wouldn’t be able to do anything to him. She wouldn’t have been able to punish him.

Actually, that wasn’t true. If she terminated the connection and disappeared, he knew he would regret his decision for the rest of his life. That’s why he continued touching himself, stroking and working his shaft as the desperation mounted.

He had never touched himself like this before.

He had never waited, wondering when a girl might give him permission to enjoy that rush of satisfaction.

“You can try begging again,” she said, glancing down at the ruby red of her fingernails.

At once, he gasped out the words, practically panting with need. “Please. Please, Madam Marta. Please, I have done everything you wanted. Please, can I have this orgasm? Please, I need it so badly!”

“Not yet,” she said, sounding almost bored or distracted. “Keep going.” Then she glanced at him and grinned.

Davin allowed his gaze to drop to her cleavage. He studied the contours of her bust, and he started to imagine what it might be like to touch her. He envisioned some scenario where he might be able to see her naked.

Obviously, this wasn’t the traditional male fantasy. He didn’t pictured himself, grabbing her or pushing her down onto a bed. He couldn’t envision any scenario where he might be able to hold her in place. After all, she was his superior. She could own him with a look, a smile, or a giggle. It was always so easy for her…

Straining, Davin could barely control himself.

Over the course of his life, when he enjoyed those moments alone, he had decided the exact moment when he might finish.

Not here. Not now.

Marta was in charge. This gorgeous, busty blonde could give him any command, and he would obey.

Davin had already risked his career. He was there on his knees in his office. If anyone walked in…

He refused to think about it. Instead, he lost himself to those fantasies where he could be right there in front of her. He imagined the collar around his neck and a leash leading up to her hand. He would be right there, and she wouldn’t even have to touch him. Adorned in her dark, sumptuous furs, she would watch.

And with every moment, he would embrace his subservience.

She was royalty; he was the pet.

“Please, please, can I come?” Davin asked as his voice rippled with desperation.

She tapped one finger against the corner of her cheek. “Yes,” she said. “Come for me, my pet boy.”

He rubbed almost frantically, savoring the sensations as this blonde girl commanded his body. In that moment, he lost control. He felt every excited spurt. He throbbed and pulsated, coming hard until he felt utterly drained.

“Make another transfer,” she ordered before cutting the connection.

Sometimes he got lucky and talked to her several times in a single day. At other points, she made him wait between visits. Each time, she took control, owning him more and more. She could dictate his orgasms.

Sometimes she allowed him to get off, as she did back in his office. At other points, she would work him up and tell him to stop. Then they would talk. Maybe they would chat about his life or the future he might have.

Really, Davin didn’t know what to make of the possibilities.

He could visit her in her country.

He could get on a plane, travel across the globe, land, and take a cab to her estate. Yes, she had an estate.

The idea sounded utterly and completely mad.

Each time they conversed, the hierarchy remained the same. Marta was in charge, and he was her slave. Obviously, this wasn’t genuine slavery. At any moment, he could cut the connection, walk away, and never contact her again.

And yet, he yearned for her approval.

It felt ridiculous.

When he had been a little boy, he remembered one girl who lived in his neighborhood.

Alyssa had been gorgeous, blonde and lithe with this nymphet smile that always impressed him. He hadn’t been able to help himself, especially when Alyssa was around. She could saunter up to him, lean forward, and his eyes would be pulled to every contour of her body.

He remembered one moment where he had been outside with a couple of friends. He had been holding onto an ice cream cone, and this gorgeous girl just sauntered up to him. She wore a black bathing suit, and her hair was wet. Droplets ran down her body.

Maybe his friends stared as well. Maybe they hardly noticed her.

Either way, Davin had struggled to make his mouth work.

“Can I have that?” Alyssa had asked, taking his ice cream cone from him.

“Yes. Please,” he said as though he should be grateful for the opportunity to make her happy.

She started licking the ice cream cone; her tongue darted along the white curves. Then she nibbled, and Davin kept staring.

Then she giggled, and she sauntered off.

Her wet footsteps clung to the sidewalk until the hot, summer sun burned them away. And yet, he still clung to that memory. He remembered that girl. Even if she had grown into a woman, he still remembered her power over him.

And now he experienced it again, this time with Madam Marta.

Really, he would have called her anything. He could have addressed her as Goddess, Princess, Queen, or Mistress.

This girl was in charge, and she dictated his behaviors. As such, he would do anything and everything he could to please her. This seemed right and natural somehow. Intellectually, he understood all of the many reasons why this wasn’t supposed to work, yet he yearned for her approval.

His new goal became quite simple: he wished to make her happy.

Over the first couple of weeks, he assumed nothing really would change. He would send her money from time to time, get down on his knees, and perform tasks for her.

For the most part, she simply tested his obedience.

But then she tapped one finger against the corner of her cheek and said, “I want you to come visit me.”

“What?” Davin had asked.

Immediately, he jerked his head up and looked right at the screen. Again, he studied the pixels that formed her cheeks, the ridge of her nose, her vibrant blue eyes, the curves of her bust, not to mention that wicked little smile.

“Did I stutter?”

“No, Madam Marta,” he said, his voice still ringing with uncertainty. “I, I guess I just didn’t understand.”

“I have decided to give you an opportunity, Davin. As my pet and as my slave, you will have the opportunity to please me. You think you could do that? Do you think you would stand any chance of satisfying a woman like me?”

He kept staring at the screen, his eyes wide. “I, I don’t know…”

“An appropriately modest answer from a boy like you,” she said. “You have two weeks.”

Just like that, she cut the connection.

It was ridiculous. Insane. Absolutely ridiculous. Completely insane!

And yet, Davin couldn’t sleep that night.

For the most part, he had reconciled himself with the fact that he would never be in her presence. He would never hold her hand or kneel before her. He would never catch the aroma of her perfume, nor would he get the opportunity to run his fingers along her feet, or the edges of her fur-lined dresses.

Instead, their relationship would be illusory.

That was fine with Davin.

He was smart enough to understand how these dynamics had to work. Yes, he gave himself to her, but she used him. She drew his wealth even as she took control. Yes, he occasionally hoped that one of her smiles might be genuine, like she was pleased with the authority she wielded. And yet, she had to have her own life in her country, right?

Maybe she was just a skilled actress, as though she didn’t really own or train boys like Davin.

Only now, she wanted to see him.

He had two weeks.

That evening, Davin tried to tell himself that this was a terrible idea. He couldn’t just drop everything and traverse the globe in order to meet a random girl. For all he knew, Madam Marta was just messing with him. Perhaps she had decided she had gotten enough money out of him, so now she wanted to send him on some random chase.

But he had to know.

At this point, he had spent so many hours with her, and he genuinely wished to please her. If she gave him a command, then he had to obey. It felt right. It felt natural.

The next morning, he put in his request for time off from work. He started rescheduling his various business meetings.

A couple of people at the firm asked Davin, where he was going and what he might do.

He just said that he needed some time off.

If they noticed the frantic glint in his eyes, they didn’t say anything about it.

Then it was time to board the plane.

He got on.

And just like that, he started to jump from one continent to another in his quest to meet this beautiful girl, Madam Marta.

When the plane landed, he experienced this wild jolt of fear. That happened every time he flew, and every time he landed. The plane bounced several times, and he grabbed onto the arm rests, squeezing them until his knuckles turned white.

But then the captain announced to that it was time to disembark. He got off, grabbed his bags, and headed into the airport. From there, he retrieved the rest of his luggage.

“This is it,” he told himself as he rode the elevator down.

Thirty feet below, drivers greeted the newly arrived passengers. He quickly scanned across the different placards as he searched for his name.

Then he saw it.

He breathed out slowly, approached an older woman, and asked, “Did Madam Marta to send you?”

“No talking,” she said flatly. Then she turned around and started to walk away.

Davin seriously wondered whether or not this woman had really been sent to retrieve him. His heart kicked faster in his chest and he quickly scurried after her, chasing her as she headed through the automatic, sliding doors. They headed out into a large parking lot, and she finally stopped at a sedan. She got into the back seat, and Davin hesitated for a moment.

Before he could figure out what to do, the trunk popped open. He loaded up his stuff and got inside just a few seconds later.

When he sat next to the woman in the back seat, he glanced up toward the front. Another female started to drive.

“Where, where are we going?”

“Are all American boys this stupid?” asked the older woman.

Davin parted his lips, and he wondered what might happen if he messed this up. Reluctantly, he decided to close his mouth, stay quiet, and see what might happen next.

As a worst-case scenario, maybe they would leave him out in the middle of the country, he would have to bribe some peasants to take them back to the airport, and then he could fly back to the US with his tail between his legs.

They drove out of the city, passed large buildings, then through different industrial sectors filled with drab warehouses. After that, the scenery morphed to open fields and farms.

After a little while, Davin fished his phone out of his pocket.

Before he could decide what to do or where to look, the woman reached over and grabbed it from him.

“You don’t need that,” she said simply.

Then she stowed it in her purse.

His lips parted, and he stared at her like he could hardly believe what just happened. He wasn’t some little kid, and this wasn’t a class, so she wasn’t supposed to be able to grab it from him.

Rather than argue, he sat there.

Then the driver pulled them over to the right, and he looked outside.

First he saw the four-legged ponies and horses. They drifted along, ate in their pastures, and seemed normal enough. His heart started beating faster as he imagined what it might be like to meet a girl like Madam Marta.

If this estate really belonged to her—if everything she had said was true—then she was a remarkable girl. She had built her own miniature empire.

“And she used boys like me,” he whispered.

As the car rolled down a narrow, single-laned road, Davin continued to look outside. That’s when he saw some of the boys.

They were bound with bits and bridles. A few of them remained upright despite the harnesses they wore. They kept their arms locked behind their backs. Davin doubted that was a choice they made on their own.

Madam Marta.

He remembered her smile and pictured this girl teasing these boys, ordering them around, simply commanding, and they would obey each and every time. She would be able to get them to do whatever she liked.

So they ended up here. Like this.

And Davin was about to join them.

His heart started beating faster, and he held his breath, almost like he needed to stop himself from calling out to the driver, “You need to turn around. You need to turn around right now.”

He didn’t utter those words.

Instead, he continued to look outside.

That’s when he saw other ponies.

They were people. Men.

Some of them were younger. Some of them were older.

Davin couldn’t pick out any specific details. Again and again, he simply drank in the sight of their restraints. Bits. Bridles. Harnesses. Specialized boots, sleeves, and more.

Then he realized something else. Some of the men seemed to be more restrained than others. He wondered if a few of the boys were there against their will. Or maybe certain males had earned the privilege of enjoying fewer restraints.

Davin still didn’t know what was going to happen, but he was about to find out.

The car pulled up along a curving driveway, and that’s when the woman got out.

Davin had no choice. He needed to follow.

The woman reached into her bag, and she pulled something out. It was a metal band.

“What, what is that?” Davin asked. He knew it would be tight against his throat. Not only that, he saw the microchips, the electrodes, and the other sensors.

“Kneel,” said the woman. She snapped her fingers and pointed to a patch of ground right in front of her feet.

This was what he had expected. When he talked to Madam Martel, he had promised his obedience. Again and again, he had kneeled in front of the camera on his laptop, surrendering to her every order. Only now, this was someone else. Not only that, once that collar was locked around his neck, he had no idea how much power or control it might actually give these women.

But he had come this far…

Davin lowered himself down onto his knees, and the woman slipped the band around his neck. She pushed the hinge shut, and then he heard the lock engage. She pulled back the key and dropped it into her satchel. Next, she took out a leash and let it drop right in front of his face.

Without a word, the woman attached it to his metal collar, and then she pulled.

He started to stand, only she glanced back and shook her head.

That was all it took.

He didn’t know what was going to happen to his baggage, yet it hardly mattered. If this went right, he was about to meet his owner!

His handler guided him around to the back of the house, and she opened the door. Inside, he saw stables. He couldn’t see past the doors, especially as he remained down on his hands and knees. It felt so strange to actually crawl, especially because it seemed to take so much longer.

If he had walked, they would have been able to do this twice as fast.

The older woman didn’t seem to mind. If anything, she glanced back at him and cracked an occasional smile, yet she still didn’t say anything to him, and he didn’t dare ask any questions.

When he glanced to the left and right, he could see beneath the stall doors. Each time, he spotted boots that reminded him of hooves. There were men in there, he knew. There were men just like him, males who had been entranced and trapped.

Davin kept crawling, and the woman escorted him over to a small, wooden platform with a black, wrought iron cage at the center.

He wondered if he should try to argue with her, but she opened the gate and pointed for him to go inside.

“Are you sure about this?”

She exhaled, reached down, pulled out a controller, and pointed it at him.

His brows creased with confusion.

He understood the concept of a shock collar, but he had never had one used on him before.

Right as he opened his mouth, she pushed a button, and the device recognized the signal. Hot electricity shot into his body. It stabbed from his neck down into his core. He cried out, gasping.

Elsewhere, he wondered if maybe he heard a couple of the other ponies whinny or chuckle at his misfortune. It could have been his imagination, but Davin still found himself down on his hands and knees, powerless.

“Strip first,” she commanded. “Madam Marta won’t be interested in seeing a boy in clothing.”

By this point, he could barely think clearly. He started to reach up for the first button, but the woman called out, “Faster!” She didn’t appreciate his hesitation, so she pushed the button again.

A fresh wave of agony exploded through his body. Everything turned to this bright flash as his eyes remained wide open, yet he couldn’t see anything.

Then the light vanished, and she crouched down. She looked into his eyes. “Faster,” she repeated.

This time, he didn’t hesitate. He rushed as quickly as he could, pulling off his shoes and socks, unbuttoning his shirt and shrugging it off before going for his belt. He pulled it away, yanked down his pants and his boxers all at once. Suddenly, he was naked in front of this woman.

She snapped her fingers and pointed to the cage.

He gulped and quickly crawled in.

“I don’t need to tell you this, but you look like a dumb boy, so I will make it easier for you. Right now, you are wearing a bark collar. That means you aren’t allowed to speak. If you try, the electrical shock will hit you. Understand?” The woman didn’t wait for him to answer. Instead, she turned around and sauntered off, leaving their newest prisoner there, trapped in a black cage and unable to escape.

Around him, other trainers and handlers appeared in the stables. They grabbed boys by their reins or leashes and escorted them out of the stables.

None of them acknowledged him.

A couple of the boys glanced in Davin’s direction, and perhaps they made eye contact, but he couldn’t be certain. Most of the ponies wore blinders, making sure they could only see a very narrow field of vision right in front of them.

After that, he had no choice but to wait.

Without his phone or a watch, he had no idea how much time actually went by. Just minutes? The time seemed to drag on longer. He watched as other ponies were escorted in and out of the stables.

Not only that, he studied a couple of these younger trainers.

There were girls who looked like they may have been teenagers like Madam Martel. Others could have been the older, maybe in their late 20s.

As he waited, he wondered exactly what she would do with him.

He also wondered what might happen if one of these other girls simply stepped up to him and started giving him commands.

He heard different languages. Some he could easily identify like Spanish and French. Others were more difficult. One may have been Mandarin. Another could have been Hindi. He wasn’t really sure, but he remembered that woman’s command, so he stayed silent.

The cage wasn’t very big. He could lean back and keep his legs up against his chest. He could also stretch forward and rest on his knuckles and knees like a dog.

With every minute, his humiliation only increased.

Yes, he was hard, and he was even tempted to touch himself, but he knew one of these girls would notice and quickly punish him.

The electrical blasts had been intense.

And yet, maybe he hoped all of this could start to make sense when he finally encountered Madam Marta.

His owner.

“Hello,” came a familiar voice.

Davin turned around as fast as he could. Down on all fours, he looked up at her.

She was gorgeous. She was nothing less than exquisite.

The moment he saw her, hot excitement raced through his body.

At first, he couldn’t even speak as he drank in the sight of this beautiful young woman. In her black, fur-lined boots and matching dress, she looked exquisite, like some Russian princess. She had her blonde hair tied back into a set of snug pigtails. Those twin braids curled along the curves of her skull like horns.

“Are you ready to learn about your new life as my pet?”

He opened his mouth, and that’s when she chuckled. “Oh? Yes. That’s right. My associate told me that she had put a bark collar on you. Apparently, you spoke too much, boy.”

Then she did something he didn’t expect.

Madam Marta sat down on the top of his cage, she crossed her legs, and her skirt rose up.

Down beneath her, he looked up, his lips parting.

With every fiber of his being, he wanted to speak, to talk to her.

They had spoken plenty online, only she was right there now, and he studied the pale skin of her thighs. Not only that, he saw her panties, dark grey like a wolf’s fur. The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he didn’t know what to do or say.

“Are you ready?” He still couldn’t speak, so she just glanced down at him, and he nodded his head down and up as quickly as he could. Yes, he was ready.

He had no idea what he might be agreeing to, yet it hardly mattered.

“I’m going to release you from this cage, and you will stand while I get you ready. Or rather, some of my friends will get you ready, and I will supervise.” She grinned, and the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement.

She could sense his weakness, his uncertainty.

Despite how far he had come, it was obvious that this boy still thought of himself as an independent man.

He couldn’t yet comprehend what he had become or just how far he had fallen…

She let him out of the cage.

Davin, however, couldn’t mistake this for beneficence. As he crawled out, a trio of young women appeared. Two of them had blonde hair, although they weren’t as pretty as Madam Marta. He almost asked them for their names, only to remember the shock collar around his neck. If he made a sound, the sensors would detect the vibrations in his throat, and the electrodes would come to life, sparking pain throughout his body.

He stayed quiet.

“It’s lovely to see you,” Madam Marta said. “When I first met you, I saw something in you, Davin. I could discern that you are the kind of boy who needs to be owned. So now, I want you to see what I purchased with the money you so generously gave me…” She snapped her fingers, and her subordinates came back with the equipment.

Davin should have turned; he should have examined the different pieces. Better yet, he should have demanded to know exactly what they were going to do.

But then again, he wore his metal collar. More importantly, he found himself surrounded by these beautiful young women, and he froze in place.

“Instinctively, you understand your place, don’t you?” Marta asked. Her voice sounded sweet, especially when she brushed her fingers along his neck, down his shoulder, all the way to his buttocks. She pinched him, gently groping him.

In that moment, he really felt like a piece of meat. He was an object, livestock, and this girl could do whatever she wished with him.

He said nothing.

He didn’t even try, especially because he feared another jolt of electricity.

The blonde girl grinned at him.

“You’re taller than me,” she noted. “For now.”

Then she circled him, coming behind him, and moving her hands around his waist.

With a nervous swallow, Davin glanced down and watched as her deft fingers moved along his thighs, up to his hips, all the way to his pelvis.

She was teasing him, he realized. She was playing with him.

Perhaps she enjoyed his nervous anticipation. With every moment, he had no idea what might happen next.

His body reacted to her proximity. There was something so enticing and alluring about having her close. Even as he shut his eyes, he could still feel the heat of her body. Not only that, he caught the aroma of her perfume. It was stronger than he had even imagined, some combination of strawberries and cherries. Sweet. Sexy. Feminine and alluring and powerful all at the same time.

The aroma seemed to swim through his brain, making it harder for him to think clearly.

Was she drugging him?

Possibly.

Did she need to?

No way.

She brushed her fingers along his shaft. She gently touched him, stroking him. A growl of pleasure resonated from his chest, and he braced himself for another mini electrocution.

Nothing happened, and she giggled behind him. The sound was so delicious. He couldn’t help but enjoy the way she laughed at him.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “Your band only activates when you try to speak. You can make all of the whimpering and whinnying noises you want.”

Keeping his mouth shut, he acknowledged this simple truth by nodding his head, not that she seemed to notice.

When he glanced over at her subordinates, he didn’t know what to make of those girls. Yes, they were beautiful, but they couldn’t possibly compete with a specimen like Marta. That girl was incredible, both powerful and girlish at the same time. She reminded him of some siren, nymph, or other mythological creature.

“On your knees,” she commanded. Then she pulled her hands away.

Davin obeyed. He dropped down before her. She stepped in front of him, clutched his cheeks in the palms of her hands, and she looked right down into his eyes. “Your life shall be simple here, boy. From now on, you are my property, my pet, my pony boy, and my sperm donor. Your body is mine. You are mine. You can think if you want, but it doesn’t make the slightest difference. You know why? Because you are owned.”

Her fingers tightened, pressing down against his cheeks.

“You understand?” Marta asked.

Just as he opened his mouth and got ready to answer, she pressed her palms to the sides of his skull and forced to nod his head down and up like a puppet. “Yes,” she said for him. “You understand.”

Around her, Marta’s assistants smiled and smirked as they enjoyed the show.

Surely, they had witnessed other boys get controlled by this beautiful girl, but they must have enjoyed watching it each and every time. Perhaps these young ladies aspired to getting their own ranches and estates just like this one.

There were definitely plenty men to share.

“It’s cute,” Marta said after another moment. Davin couldn’t even tell if this beautiful girl was talking to him or herself or her students. “You come here, and I don’t think you truly understand what is about to happen. You have given yourself to me. You will be livestock. You will be owned and controlled, just like any other dumb animal. You will be trained and taught how to behave. You will be domesticated.”

He tried to nod his head on his own, if only so he could please her.

Despite everything she just said, the instinct to make this young woman happy seemed more important than anything else.

“Have you figured it out yet?” Madam Marta asked her boy. “Have you realized what you have gotten yourself into?”

He looked at her, confused. He didn’t understand precisely what she meant, so he just looked at her.

She smiled down at him. “You have the pretty, dumb eyes of an animal.”

He pressed his lips together.

“Don’t worry. You will probably enjoy your life as my ponyboy. Then again, it probably depends on your capabilities.” She grinned and shook her head, almost as though she just caught herself trying to explain something to a beast. He had potential, yes, but he couldn’t possibly understand the finer points of his new existence.

Still, she persisted, “Don’t think of your old life. Don’t think of your former existence. There’s no point. You may have taken a couple of weeks off, but you don’t need to go back because you won’t be going back because I won’t allow you to go back.”

His insides froze as he heard those words. At the same time, he had to believe she was joking or just messing with him.

“Yes, Davin,” she said. “When you agreed to be my slave boy, you agreed to make it permanent.” She patted him on the head, looked back to the other girls, and said, “Do it.”

His new owner didn’t abandon him; Madam Marta didn’t simply stroll away. Rather, she stepped back, crossed her arms over her chest, and she watched.

The other girls grabbed Davin and forced him onto his seat. One raised his right leg and slipped it down into a boot. Within seconds, his foot was strangely constrained. His stance shifted, and it became more equine. Not only that, he could imagine the boots making his footsteps clap and clop against to the ground.

The boots were just the beginning.

At the same time, his arms were yanked behind his back and shoved into these restrictive, leather sleeves. The girls were merciless as they yanked on the straps and ties. Soon, he couldn’t use his hands. His arms were trapped behind his back.

They slipped a harness around his torso.

“It’s funny,” Madam Marta said. “When I first established my ranch here, I met another girl with similar inclinations. She prefers to keep her men as dogs. Personally, I don’t quite see the point. I suppose, if you want a pet, a boy puppy can be fun enough, but I like my males to be more useful.”

She stared off into the distance for a moment. “But who knows? Perhaps I shall change my mind at some point. Maybe I will pick out my most beloved pony and turn him into a puppy who is allowed to sleep at the foot of my bed.”

His eyes widened for just a moment even as the other girls continued to bind and restrict his movements, stripping away the last traces of his freedom.

“Would you like that, Davin? Would you like the opportunity to be my dog?”

Yes…

Davin kept his mouth shut. He knew he couldn’t speak, just as he understood that a girl like Martha would have no problem reading him.

That always seemed so unfair that girls like her existed. So many men encountered these wildly attractive females, and they had no idea what these girls were thinking. Those same young women, however, had no problem reading the boys they encountered. She might remain inscrutable, but he seemed to broadcast his every thought and desire.

This was just one advantage she enjoyed, one of many.

“I bet you would like to try to hump my leg,” she said with a wicked smirk. “But no, that’s not how this works. You will be a ponyboy. We’ll just need to determine what kind you should be. Do I want to ride you as a two legged beast? Or maybe you should be pulling carts for me. Either way, I will make you useful, Davin.”

Right as he looked back at her, one of the girls shoved a leather bit between his teeth. She pulled it tight, all the way back against the corners of his mouth. Then she strapped it in place. Next, another girl slipped the harness over his face, complete with bridle and blinders.

They tightened the buckles, secured the clasps, and finished restraining him.

Then Madam Marta walked up and grabbed the reins.

“Come along, ponyboy,” she said. With one firm yank, she dragged him out of the stables and back out into the sunlight.

The boots made him clip-clop, clip-clop as he followed his owner out onto the pavement, then onto the soft grass.

She walked him forward for a little bit, perhaps giving him time to adjust to his new gait. His knees seemed to be higher, and he had to lean forward just a tiny bit. He didn’t know how these different pieces of equipment had been designed, but they definitely gave him a more equine stance as he followed her.

Embarrassment curled at the base of his stomach, but Davin still found himself studying this girl and admiring her. Despite the sunlight, a chill still clung to the air, hence her need for those fur-lined boots, that thick skirt, and her hood that hung below her blonde braids.

After several minutes of walking, she turned and she said, “I want to see you run.”

That’s when she reached into a narrow pouch on her dress, and she pulled out the crop. When he saw it, some of the moisture drained away from his mouth, especially because she slapped it hard against of the palm of her hand.

“Are you ready, boy?”

He tried as best he could to nod, but the harness, bit, and bridle made it much more difficult. She stepped behind him, and he started to understand just how elaborate this equipment could be. Apparently, his harness included a long strip of white rope. She pulled it off of his harness, wrapped it around her wrist, and then she reached out and struck his right buttock.

The pain flashed through his skin. “Go,” she said.

Just go?

He didn’t really understand, but he started to move, marching forward in his boots. After a few seconds, she pulled on the rope, bringing him to a halt. “We’re going to work on the walk,” she said. “Do you know what this means? Do you understand dressage?”

He looked back at her.

She grinned ferociously and laughed, “It’s okay. A pony boy like you doesn’t really need to understand. Comprehension isn’t relevant, not when we are talking about your obedience. A ponyboy doesn’t need to think. He simply needs to understand what his owner wants. And right now, you are going to walk. Start walking, ponyboy.”

Marta always savored these first moments when these boys didn’t truly comprehend what their new lives would be like.

But he started walking, moving as she expected. “I want your knees higher,” she said.

He didn’t obey as well as he could have. She expected more from her boy, so she pulled out her phone. She launched the app, glanced down at the interface, and grinned. She selected his shock collar and gave him a few more seconds to improve because she was a generous owner.

He didn’t get any better.

With an almost disappointed shake of her head, she pressed one of the buttons on the screen.

In the next moment, his shock collar activated, delivering a blast of electricity.

He nearly tumbled, but his boots were quite stable. In fact, they made it easier for this girl to punish him. This way, he could endure those blasts of electricity without falling down or needing help to get back up.

“Higher,” she called out.

As he walked in circles around her with the rope connecting them, Davin did his best to obey. “Higher and faster,” she said as she evaluated his stride.

Davin had never really contemplated what being an animal might mean. Yes, he had heard her address him as a pet, as a slave, but this was different. He had never practiced, so he didn’t know how to make his body move appropriately. It was like dancing or any other physical skill.

This pony lacked the muscle memory, but she would teach him.

She would make sure he learned; he had no choice.

Disappointed again, she tapped her thumb on the screen, launching another blast of electricity. His vision turned white, his skin got hot, and he tried to cry out, but he couldn’t make any real sounds with the bit in his mouth.

“Higher and faster,” she called out again.

Her voice raced across the air, so he did his best. Without really thinking about it, he let his muscles move on their own. This edge of panic prompted him, making him perform so much better.

Marta smirked. She couldn’t help herself, not when so many of these boys were the same. Yes, they showed up, thinking they might make one of their fantasies come true. But in the end, they all took to the bit. They all surrendered to the bridle, and they all became property.

As she enjoyed herself, she started to help him with his other paces: walk, canter, trot, gallop, and run.

She had him go in one large circle after another.

Before long, his skin turned damp with perspiration despite the chill still clinging to the air. It didn’t take long before her boy was panting, but she still didn’t let him stop. His heart kicked and thundered, but he had to continue to obey her beautiful voice.

“Run,” she would command “slow,” or “faster now,” to hit to the air, so he had to obey each time.

“Stop,” she finally said, and he skidded to a stop. He wanted to lean forward, to press his palms and knuckles down against his knees as he gulped in fresh air, but the harness made that impossible. With his arms locked behind his back, he had to simply stand there in the same pose.

She stepped up in front of him and examined him. “Not bad,” she said. “There is much room for improvement, but I think I can have fun with you. Don’t worry. I won’t send you off to the glue factory.”

When he glanced down at her, their eyes met, and he needed to believe she was joking. She was joking, right?

“Let’s see what kind of riding pony you can be,” she said.

The girls who outfitted him in his restrictive gear hadn’t allowed him to see the different components they put on him. With the blinders blocking most of his sight, Davin didn’t have a good sense of what he wore even after all of this time training.

His owner wrapped the rope around her wrist, attached it to his harness, and then she put one hand on his right shoulder and another on the left side of his waist. Then she pulled herself up, hitching herself onto his back.

The weight of this young woman caught him off guard, but the boots had been especially designed to allow for this kind of riding.

Madam Marta must have put the phone back in her pocket, but she still had the crop tight in the palm of her hand. “Forward,” she called out before smacking the tip of her rod down against his backside.

A flash of pain stabbed him from his reverie as he tried to contemplate what was happening.

He started to march forward.

Madam Marta was gorgeous, but thankfully small. Yes, having the weight of another person on his back was definitely a challenge, but he found himself carrying her far more easily than he would have expected.

Then she struck again. She grabbed onto his reins, loosened them just a little bit, and smacked his backside a second time with the crop. It flew down, struck, and snapped a jolt of pain along his nerves.

“Canter!” Madam Marta called out.

He obeyed at once, speeding up.

As he rushed along, he could hardly see the world pass him by. And yet, he kept going.

In that moment, he understood something. He had to put all of his trust in this girl. She would guide him. She would make sure he went where he needed to be. He didn’t need to think. He just had to scurry along as she commanded.

But then she called out, “Trot!”

Like an obedient stallion, he obeyed, jumping from one stride to the next as she demanded.

Every few seconds, the crop came down again. He was doing his best.

Better yet, he could hear her laughing as she enjoyed the ride.

She guided him around the open fields. When she pulled on the left side of the reins, she wanted him to go to the right. When she pulled on the right, he had to veer to the left. He learned this system quickly enough, but she continued to punish him anyway because she could.

As he trotted along, she savored the feel of her mount between her legs.

Madam Marta loved these moments.

Yes, Davin had demonstrated a great deal of potential, but she was modest enough to acknowledge how she had been wrong about some of these boys before.

Not this time. Not Davin.

Yes, he was an ideal mount.

And even if he didn’t truly comprehend what his life might be like (she could see that confusion still clouding his eyes), Marta intended to have so much fun training him.

His owner didn’t bother telling Davin where they were headed now. She instead turned him back toward the stables, brought him to a stop, and jumped off of his back. From there, she patted him on the cheek. “Not bad,” she said. “I’m going to get you cleaned up, and then maybe you will get a reward. Would you like that?”

After running around under the bright sun and through the cold air, he nodded. Droplets of sweat ran down his chest, and she patted him one more time. Then she snapped her fingers, and a redheaded girl appeared.

“Clean him up,” Madam Marta commanded.

The girl grabbed Davin by his reins and pulled him off to a side alcove. Then he saw the hose. She grabbed it, aimed, and started washing him down. The water was really, really cold! The chill cut straight to his center. Yes, his core had remained hot, but he tried to pull away.

The girl wouldn’t let him. She held onto his reins and continued to wash him off. She blasted his face, neck, shoulders and torso with the stream of icy liquid. It ran down his legs, and then she turned him around to get his back.

After that, she toweled him off before dragging him to one of the stalls. Once there, he expected to simply stand around and wait for Madam Marta. Again, he had to marvel at the design of his boots. They made it feel like he could stand all day or maybe even fall asleep in an upright position.

Instead, the young woman pushed him against the wall, and then she connected his sleeves to a set of restraints. She spread his legs and locked them to the wall as well. Just like that, she bound him completely.

“You can try to struggle if you want,” she said. “It won’t make the slightest difference.” With that, the redheaded girl laughed and walked away. The stable door closed behind her, and Davin was left to his thoughts.

It felt harder to think here, he reflected.

While he had been out with Madam Marta, he had let go of his worries and his misconceptions. He didn’t need to ponder his future, or think about anything. He had this girl, and she commanded him, so he obeyed. It had all been so simple, so easy.

It had almost felt natural…

…Like this was where he really belonged.

But now, he was bound in a stable, and he reflected on his time back in that cage.

He really was a prisoner.

Tentatively at first, Davin started to tug against the restraints. He started to pull and twist, to flex his muscles as he worked against those bonds. At first, he told himself he was only doing this because he was curious. He wanted to see if maybe he could slip free or break away.

Moment by moment, he flexed his muscles and tried to break free, only to fail again and again.

The harness, boots, sleeves, bit and bridle were all too snug. They didn’t allow for any real movement. Worse, the bolts set against the wall were equally strong. He probably could have worked at these restraints for weeks, months, or years, and he would have remained just as trapped.

This was captivity, real captivity.

Before he could decide how he should react, the door to his stall opened. He saw her again.

Madam Marta.

When she appeared, this sense of relaxed well-being floated through him. He couldn’t help it, not when he knew that he belonged to her.

She hadn’t changed, but she had let her braids fall out, so now her golden blonde hair cascaded down along the curves of her slender neck. She strode forward, and her fur-lined boots crunched against some of the stray pieces of hay.

“Hello, boy,” she said. When she leaned forward to look at him, her eyes remained fixed on his features, but he glanced down toward her cleavage.

In spite of everything, especially his newfound status, Davin couldn’t help himself.

“Is someone getting excited?” Madam Marta teased. “Are you thinking about your life as my pony?”

She came closer and closer.

For a moment, he almost envisioned a scenario where she might kiss him.

And yet, his mouth remained blocked by the bit.

But whether he liked it or not, he was a pony, an animal, and she would never kiss him.

But there were other things he might hope for.

Just as that possibility coursed behind his eyes, she reached down. She cupped his balls in the palm of her hand, and she gently started to tease the underside of his scrotum. Her fingers danced and played, gently rubbing and caressing him.

Incredible pleasure began to pulse through his body.

Davin hadn’t really thought about it before, but the tension of getting ridden, getting trained, getting taught and tamed all made him susceptible to her incredible touch.

More.

He craved more.

Davin closed his eyes, he panted through his nostrils, and he savored her touch.

Then she pulled her hand back, and he tried to throw himself forward, yet the restraints held him right where she wanted him.

“No, no,” she said in a playfully chiding tone. At the same time, she lifted one finger and wagged it in his face. “The pony doesn’t get to decide when he is rewarded. He doesn’t get to decide anything at all.”

She grinned and shook her head from side to side.

“But you know, I have something special for you.” She reached down into one of the small, shallow pockets on her dress, and she pulled something out. Pinched between her thumb and forefinger, she held up a white cube.

“You would like this, wouldn’t you?”

He tried to nod as best he could, but the restraints made it more difficult.

“Make a sound. For me,” she commanded.

He whinnied like a pony for her!

He made that noise without even thinking. It felt right and natural.

She pulled the bit from his mouth, she held the sugar cube up on the palm of her hand, and she waited for him to lean forward.

Madam Marta didn’t need to wait long. Bowing his head down, he parted his lips, and he started licking, both at the sugar and at her skin.

Madam Marta knew exactly what he was doing, but she didn’t seem to mind, not this time. He was just a dumb animal, after all. She could allow him this small indulgence, especially considering how he had surrendered so completely.

Yes, she had her sadistic streak, but she didn’t need to indulge it every single time…

Besides, it wasn’t like her ponyboy was going anywhere.

“This is as good as it gets for you,” she promised him. “This is going to be your life, boy. You will get the occasional sugar cube, and maybe I will let you do something else with your mouth. Would you like that?”

He looked back at her.

Just being close to her like this felt like a treat. “Of course, there will be other days when you are busy pulling a cart or a plow. There will be other days when other girls are riding you, but right now, you have all of my attention. Aren’t you a lucky pony?”

Since he had no other choice, he whinnied again, and basked in her bright, vivid smile. Yes, she looked amazing every time she grinned at him.

“Good,” she said as the sugar cube disappeared under his licking assault.

She wiped her hand off on his side, stepped back, and crossed her arms over her chest. “Should I give you another reward?”

He nodded, made another whinnying sound, and stomped his boot twice.

Madam Marta glanced to down, giggled, and said, “Only because you are such a funny pony.”

She stepped forward again, reached down, and brushed her fingers along his cock and balls. Her fingertips started and played, teasing his manhood. He stiffened again, almost instantly. Not only that, being so close to this girl drove him wild! The desperation pulsed through his body, almost immediately.

To make matters worse, Madam Marta seemed to revel in his frustration.

“You like this kind of teasing, don’t you?”

This girl was nothing less than intoxicating; being so close, made him feel like he inhaled one dose of pheromones after another. His heart pounded even harder than when he had run out on the grass or carried her on his back.

He tried to push his hips forward. He wanted to rub himself on her hands, but she kept teasing him, drawing him closer and closer to an orgasm. Then she would slow down. At one point, she stopped. Yes, she still had her hands between his legs, but she just looked into his eyes.

“I decide when you come,” she said. “I decide when you get off.”

He gulped and answered with a quick, frustrated little shake of his head. It wasn’t even a conscious motion on his part.

As a man, Davin had always believed he needed to be aggressive. He thought he was supposed to be the one who could ultimately grab her, push her down, and take what he wanted. Those were his instincts, some primal drives that he barely comprehended.

And yet, Marta saw how he shook his head.

She understood what kind of man he could be, so she continued to tease him. She brushed two fingers along the tip of his cock. She just barely touched him now, working him up.

A droplet of excitement appeared at the tip of his cock as she played with him. But now she pulled back down, and she just barely squeezed the base of his manhood. He groaned, vibrating with need as she toyed with him. “I decide when you get off,” she said. “I decide when you get relief. If I want to play with you for minutes or hours, I can do it.”

Minutes? Hours?

Davin’s eyes widened as he shook his head again. No! He couldn’t take that!

Madam Marta seemed to disagree.

She kept playing with him. She kept toying with him.

Clearly, her sadistic streak had emerged. She loved how he wiggled and squirmed against his bonds. She knew he couldn’t possibly escape, so she basked in his helpless frustration.

As she worked, he kept making those desperate little sounds.

At least he hadn’t tried to speak.

Now, her fingers danced along the underside of his scrotum. She used four fingers, letting them glide and slide, slip and work their way along his most sensitive skin. Then, with her other hand, she squeezed his cock.

He groaned. He growled.

He didn’t utter a word, yet he begged. He made those animal noises like this was the most important thing to him. In that moment, he lost himself.

Or maybe she stole away his thoughts. Maybe she made it impossible for this boy to think of anything but that need. It raced along his skin, darted between his nerves, and made him pull on those unbreakable restraints.

“You want this so badly,” she said. “But I could leave you here. Maybe I should just let you soak in this need.”

“No, you can’t. You—” Davin called out. His voice strained as a loud, determined burst of defiance.

The shock collar cut him off. As promised, it detected the noise coming from his throat, so it unleashed that barrage of pain. The electricity snapped through his skin, making him writhe and twitch against his bonds, but it was too late. The damage was done.

All at once, her eyes narrowed. She glared at him, her blue irises, turning to angry slits.

“You talked back to me,” she said.

Frantic, he shook his head from side to side.

“You talked back to me,” she restated. “Not only that, now you are contradicting me.”

She pressed her lips together, and then she took out her phone. She pressed a button with one thumb. She held her thumb down on the screen, and he tried to say something, but Davin couldn’t even form a single word this time. The electricity blasted through his body, turning everything to a wild storm of agony until blissful darkness consumed him, dragging him down and hiding him in the black of unconsciousness.

Davin woke up.

Bent on his knees, with his arms locked behind his back, he tried to turn his head, but a leather strap had been slipped over his forehead, making it impossible for him to move.

What had happened?

Then he swallowed right as he was about to speak, and he felt the stiffness of the metal band right there at the base of his throat.

The shock collar.

If he made a sound, he would be punished.

He decided to stay quiet.

He listened, and he expected to hear the sounds of the other handlers and trainers as they worked with their male ponies. Instead, there was just quiet. Not only that, he glanced to the left and right. The walls were white and unadorned. He couldn’t see any doors. There must’ve been one behind him.

As he started to shift his weight, he could feel the metal bar along his back.

He was chained in place and completely immobile.

And then the door opened, and Madam Marta walked in. “You know, I was going to be nice to you,” she said. “I was going to give you this amazing orgasm, but you had to argue with me. You had to fight me. That’s not acceptable.” Then she shrugged like it didn’t really matter before she giggled. “Ah well, maybe chastity slavery will be even better for you. I mean, you’re still going to be my pet. Don’t get me wrong. But this way, there won’t be any mistake about your status.”

Chastity slavery?

He had stumbled across the concept, but that prospect had never really entered his mind. After all, he thought he would be treated like an animal. He thought he would be a pet. Maybe he assumed she would touch him, tease him, and let him get off from time to time…

But this would be so much worse.

His eyes widened, and he started to struggle harder.

Madam Marta marched right up to him.

With his head strapped into place, he couldn’t see anything past her cleavage. Even then, he had to raise his eyes as much as he could.

Apparently, eye contact was a privilege he had now lost.

With his owner standing right there, this boy didn’t know if he should try to speak again. When he swallowed, he felt the metal band, and he knew the correct answer.

But then he saw movement from the other side of the room.

“I can’t wait to get him ready,” jerked another girl. Like Madam Marta, she spoke with an Eastern European accent.

This girl crouched down and looked right into his eyes. Like Madam Marta, she had blonde hair, although hers was shorter. It curled at the tips, and there was something so smooth and elegant about her tresses, especially the way they fell around her shoulders.

“Davin,” Madam Marta said, “I want you to meet my little sister. This is Alyssa. She’s going to help me get you ready.”

He tried to open his mouth, to speak.

And yet, he already knew the truth. He was a slave and property, so he couldn’t dare confront Madam Marta. The instinct to try to address her came from a misconception. For so long, he had been an independent man, someone capable of making his own decisions. But when he arrived in this country and got collared, he lost it all.

He was just a pet. A plaything. A pony.

“I can’t wait,” she said.

Alyssa jumped to her feet, clapped her hands, and spun, causing the hem of her dress to spin up and around.

He saw the elegant curves of her legs, the fur-lined hem, and he wished for the chance to watch her.

But Alyssa stepped off to the side, and then she came up behind him.

Davin couldn’t dip his head down, so he couldn’t see precisely what she had in mind.

“You are right, sister,” Alyssa said. “This boy really does get excited easily, doesn’t he?”

It wasn’t fair. Madam Marta knew exactly what she was doing. More importantly, she understood what it took to strip away his defenses. She could play with him and tease him, turning him on even if he tried to resist those instincts.

But then this young, petite girl just brushed her fingers along his shaft.

Pushing his skull back against the bar behind him, Davin needed to hope that he would get his orgasm this time. He would be silent, obedient, and the girls would decide to reward him!

It was such a lovely fantasy.

It was such a foolish assumption.

For the moment, however, Alyssa kept playing with him. She stroked him and teased him as her fingers continued to slip, glide, slide, and rub. Not only that, he got the impression that she was especially interested in the sounds he made.

He didn’t dare speak, yet he still grumbled and growled, moaned, and even whimpered for her.

After all, she loved gently stroking her fingers along the tip of his cock. Then she would wrap her fingers around his circumference, just barely squeeze, and bring him close, so incredibly, tantalizingly close to that point of release.

“Are all boys this easy?” Alyssa asked.

“Only the foolish ones,” Marta replied.

As the tension mounted, he closed his eyes and surrendered. Yes, they could tease him for as long as they liked, but this girl would let him get off eventually. He had to believe it.

Only then, a shock of cold snapped through his body.

He didn’t expect it. He didn’t understand it.

Finally, he jerked his head down, but he still couldn’t see what she had in her hand.

“Ice!” Alyssa chirped.

Then she used another piece on the other side of his erection.

The chill exploded through his body, snapping down into his crotch before flaring to the rest of his frame. His nipples hardened, and he struggled like some enraged bull, but he still couldn’t break out.

“Just make sure he’s nice and soft, little sister,” Madam Marta instructed.

“Sure thing! I don’t think it’s going to be much of a challenge. I mean, look at him. You can tell he belongs on his knees. He’s not even one of the really good ponies, is he?”

Davin barely heard those words. The onslaught of sensation continued to wrack his body, stripping away his defenses. Moment by moment, he bucked and thrashed, fighting as hard as he could, yet it didn’t make the slightest difference.

This petite girl had him bound and helpless, so she took her time.

When she leaned over, she pressed her breasts against his shoulder blade. He closed his eyes again, and he didn’t know what to do as the conflicting sensations battled in his nervous system.

The cold made him soft.

Having this pretty girl right there, so close, so deliciously close, turned him on. Arousal and denial mixed together, making it feel like he might explode at any moment.

And yet, she kept rubbing him, draining away the excitement until his shaft got soft. Sure, the arousal continued to play through the rest of his body, but it wasn’t enough.

“You had better stay soft,” Alyssa giggled into his ear, her breath soft and warm.

She knew what she was doing; she understood exactly how she was playing with him, he realized.

He still couldn’t do anything about it, however.

That’s when Marta crouched down. She picked up a bucket, and she set it down right in front of him. When she dabbed warm water along his pubic hair and down over his balls, he didn’t know what to think. He had no idea what this gorgeous young woman might have in mind, not until he saw the razor blade.

“Don’t move,” she said. “I would hate to cut something off by accident.”

His eyes widened, making her giggle.

“Boys are so easy to scare,” Alyssa chimed in.

“You have no idea,” Madam Marta agreed with a wicked smile. Then she touched the edge to his skin, and she dragged it down, cutting through that pubic hair.

Moments later, she bent the blade and continued to work.

Helpless, he kept waiting for some moment when she might ask him a question or give him the opportunity to speak.

If she could just ask him something, anything, then she would realize that he had learned his place. More importantly, he wouldn’t disobey or argue with her. He could be a good slave for her. He could earn more treats!

It was a ridiculous concept, yet he didn’t see any other choice.

Technically, he could have tried to speak. He could have made some noise and silently prayed she would give him a chance, she wouldn’t punish him or be angry with him.

Biting down, he stayed silent and immobile, just as she wished. She shaved off all of his pubic hair. Then she continued on. She was quite thorough, it turned out. She took her time, only rinsing the blade off after several swipes.

Suddenly, he was smooth.

“Which one do you want to use?” Alyssa asked.

“The belt,” Madam Marta said without hesitating.

“Can I measure him?”

“Yes,” Madam Marta replied. “But remember to be conservative. You want him nice and small. It’s okay if it hurts him a bit.”

Madam Marta stood again, ensuring that he couldn’t see anything, but her cleavage.

Chastity. That word still sounded antiquated, like it belonged to another century. Women during the dark ages had to wear chastity belts.

He was a man. He came from this modern era!

Even so, he couldn’t get her to change her mind.

He kept looking toward Madam Marta, and he tried to hold her eye contact.

She didn’t bother.

She wasn’t interested in communicating with this boy.

Alyssa crouched down, and she grinned at him. Then she leaned over, and she whispered, “I could get you in so much trouble right now. What you think my big sister would do if she saw you getting turned on by me?”

The young girl leaned back. She had those pert, red lips, that adorably small nose, those big eyes, and those wickedly tantalizing breasts. They were almost as big as her sister’s…

Then she smiled, and she licked her bottom lip. From there, she started nibbling on the inside of her mouth like some horny little schoolgirl. Not only that, she leaned forward, making sure he could see even more of her breasts. He studied her cleavage.

Deep down, Davin knew this was foolish. He knew he had to stop himself, yet he couldn’t find the willpower to do so!

She touched the tape measure to his shaft. Then she lifted up his manhood and checked the numbers.

Davin could tell that Alyssa was taking her time. She just wanted to mess with him. This was a game for her, after all.

He wasn’t going anywhere, and he wouldn’t be able to stop them. She could have fun, and he would be utterly trapped.

“Got it,” she said. From there, she hopped up on to her feet.

Davin still tried to get Madam Marta’s attention, but she stood there, off to the side, away. When he strained his eyes, he could see her. Or at least, he could see those perfect curves of her breasts. He could study the way her skirt flared out and how the furs drew his focus.

Moments later, Alyssa came back.

The petite blonde crouched down and held up the chastity belt for him to see. “What do you think of this? It’s going to be uncomfortable,” she promised. She made this sound like good news! She opened the metal band, pushed it around his waist, and then he heard the first click.

The lock snapped into place, and he knew he wouldn’t be able to get this off with anything less than bolt cutters.

Actually, Madam Marta decided to dissuade him of that notion. She intended to strip away every drop of hope he may have enjoyed or possessed as she brushed her fingers along the top of his head and down to his neck. She pulled on the collar, yanking, making it hard for him to breathe.

“You aren’t getting out of this belt,” she said. “Not only is it reinforced titanium, but these locks are tamperproof. If you try to mess with them, they won’t break. You will never, ever be able to get this thing off.”

“Yeah, you would never get it off! You would never be able to have another orgasm ever again!” Alyssa said with a childish chortle.

Marta’s little sister wasn’t done since she still had several more locks. She pulled a tube over Davin’s cock, slipped a metal band underneath his scrotum, attached the pieces, forcing Davin to endure the process of getting locked in chastity.

Click.

Click.

Click.

Each time Davin tried to block out those sounds and hide his reactions. After all, he didn’t want these girls to realize just how much they could frighten or intimidate him.

It didn’t matter.

In spite of his best efforts, he flinched each and every time.

They locked him in chastity, and that’s when he started to feel the dull ache of the slender tube. It pressed to down against every side of his manhood.

Just as he started to whimper, Alyssa promised, “Don’t worry. My sister knows what she’s doing. You see, these belts are all designed by this really nice doctor we know. She is perfect because she knows exactly how to build these belts. Basically, it’s going to be really uncomfortable for you, and you won’t be able to get off while you’re wearing it, but it won’t cause any damage.”

“That’s right,” Madam Marta agreed. “It will hurt, but that’s okay. It won’t damage you, so I can always sell you later if I decide to.”

From there, Madam Marta pulled out her phone, brought up the appropriate app, tapped her finger on the screen, and unleashed another storm of electricity. The energy slammed into him, ripping through his body and knocking Davin out once again.

When he woke up again, he felt like days have gone by, but he couldn’t be certain.

Only a few seconds later, the doors to the stable stall opened, and Madam Marta appeared once again. She didn’t bother talking to him. Instead, she examined her boy, reached down, and petted him. First, she played with that patch of skin behind his ear. Her nails slid along his flesh, just lightly scratching him.

Davin tried not to enjoy it, but he couldn’t help himself, especially when she was so close.

“The veterinarian is going to be here in a couple of hours, but I decided I wanted to go for a little ride,” Madam Marta told him.

While he had been unconscious, he had been fitted once again with all of his pony gear. Harness. Bit. Bridle. Blinders. Everything he might need to be an obedient equine for his owner.

The equipment bound him, made him easy to control, and stripped away his status as a person. So long as he wore this equipment, no one could mistake him for anything other than livestock.

For the moment, she pulled him out into the sunlight, grabbed onto his harness, and pulled herself up onto his back, before slipping her feet into the stirrups.

With the crop in hand, she struck his backside, and he started to trot forward, just as she expected.

As he ran, he felt the chastity cage. Alyssa had been right. It did hurt. He didn’t feel like any real damage would be done, but that pain remained. Not only that, it served as a reminder.

He had misbehaved. He had stepped out of line, so now they had punished him.

Perhaps it would have happened anyway, but Davin couldn’t know either way.

With the blinders obscuring the sides of his vision, he just ran along the grass, up the shallow hills, and wherever else she wanted.

A while later, she pulled him to a stop and jumped off. She grabbed his reins and still held onto them as she dragged him forward.

“What’s wrong, Magdalena?” Madam Marta asked one of her employees.

Davin found himself facing a dark-haired girl. She had on snug overalls, black hair, and she wore a brown hat to block out the sun.

Having never been to this part of the estate, Davin hadn’t known that his owner had this much land or a fully functioning farm.

“David sprained his ankle earlier, so I don’t have anyone to pull the plow. I sent word back to the stables, but I didn’t want to waste any time,” Magdalena said.

“I know what you’re thinking,” Madam Marta said. Without any warning or announcement, the beautiful blonde yanked on his reins, practically dragging him over to the plow, and then she started attaching the leather straps to his harness.

Nervous anticipation raced through his body, especially because he had no idea how hard this might be.

“This is a handsome boy you have here,” Magdalena said as her boss continued to work. “I can see why you don’t want him out here. This work is hard on the boys.”

“Actually, I haven’t decided what to do with him quite yet. Obviously, he has the temperament for a pony, but he might end up as a sperm donor, a riding horse, or maybe I will let you have him.”

“I would break him,” Magdalena promised.

“I know,” said his owner.

Davin whimpered at the possibility, but the two women just heard that noise and laughed. His desperation and fear didn’t inspire any kind of sympathy or mercy. On the contrary, these women believed in a natural order. He was just a dumb animal, so he would be used and exploited. However, they saw fit.

“Pull in a straight line. If you disappoint me, I’ll make sure you never get out of that chastity belt.” To accent her point, she used the crop on him, slapping it down against his right shoulder, then his left, then his right butt cheek.

Red welts appeared on his skin as he endured the punishment.

But the pain motivated him just as Marta knew it would.

He rushed forward, careful to maintain that straight line, even as he yanked as hard as he could. It was way harder than he expected. The plow dug down against the soft earth, but there was so much of it!

Merciless as always, Madam Marta struck again and again. She went for the same spot, making sure the pain drilled down into him.

Biting on his bit, he pulled. He sucked air in past the contours of his lips and up into his nostrils as he yanked and pulled as he fought the ground beneath him.

With each difficult stride, he hoped she might tell him to stop.

By the time they finished the first row, he felt utterly exhausted, like he didn’t have anything else left.

“Just twenty more,” Magdalena said.

The pony whimpered, and his owner laughed at him.

“You worked hard,” Madam Marta said as she pulled herself up onto his back again. “Maybe you will be a good plow horse. What do you think of that? Don’t worry. If you are a plow horse, you won’t ever get out of that chastity belt. I mean, maybe if you really impress your overseer, I might let you out. But probably not.”

From there, she struck his backside, and he trotted ahead. The exhaustion clung to him, but he couldn’t do anything but run.

She didn’t want him to think, and she didn’t care about his feelings either.

Ironically enough, Madam Marta probably would have been kinder to an actual pony. But this boy was supposed to be a man, so he deserved everything he got, especially because he had been foolish enough to allow her to ensnare him.

Davin soon found himself moving without thinking, running without understanding, and acting without any real drive of his own.

He belonged to the girl positioned on his back. He felt those snaps of pain, the strips of heat along his skin, and simply did whatever she demanded.

She was in charge; she owned him. He simply needed to obey. He simply had to follow her commands. People thought, but he was an animal.

They made it back to the stables, and she handed his reins off to one of her assistants. The girls washed him down, spreading him with the Jets of cold water before scrubbing him.

Then she took him back into his stall, and she pushed him up against the wall.

What did this mean? What was going to happen?

He had no idea, but he didn’t dare question this girl either, and she wasn’t about to offer him any information. His harness was locked up against the back of the stall. She spread his legs, locked his boots into place, and patted him on the head.

Then she turned around and left.

She hadn’t said a word to the pony. Then again, she probably didn’t see any point in talking to an animal.

Exhausted by the ride and pulling the plow, Davin relaxed. He relaxed and fell asleep. He woke up a while later, and he had the sense that it was dark outside. He couldn’t hear anything from the other stalls.

Soon, he fell asleep again.

In the morning, another girl came up to his stall, opened the door, only she had a bag. He didn’t understand what he was supposed to do, but she removed the bit from his mouth and the bridle from his face. It felt strange, especially when the blinders came off, and suddenly he had his full field of vision.

It didn’t really matter, not now.

He glanced at her, confusion playing across his face.

“I bet someone would like his breakfast,” she said. Davin couldn’t help but study this girl even as he tried to figure out what was going to happen.

For several seconds, he envisioned some scenario where she might step forward, release him from his restraints, and guide him to another part of the stables or maybe outside. She could give him some food, some real food.

But if use going to eat, then he would be his hands-free, right?

Then he could start to remove the rest of the pony gear, and maybe he could even escape…

The idea popped into his head, yet he didn’t know what to think of it, especially when he contemplated Madam Martel.

His owner.

Maybe he could think about escape because she wasn’t right there with him.

Some part of him knew that he was supposed to be his own man. And yet, another part treacherously whispered about how he could never be anything but her pet. That was his goal. That was his purpose. He belonged to her, and he could never escape a beautiful, ruthless girl like her…

Marta’s subordinate pulled the bag up over his head, strapped it in place around his mouth, and stepped back. “Go on pony. Eat.”

That’s when he felt the rough bits of food against his mouth. What was it? Oats? Granola? Something else entirely?

Davin didn’t know, but he was hungry, so he started to reach out with the tip of his tongue, and he pulled the food up into his mouth.

The girl patted him on the head, turned, and sauntered away. She had accomplished her goal, so now she could leave him there.

With the door open for a moment, he looked out, and he saw other ponies across the stables. They were also eating from feed bags, just like real ponies…

She doesn’t think of us as people. She doesn’t think of us as men, Davin told himself. And yet, he didn’t know what to do with this idea either.

He could lead a rebellion…

He and the other boys could make their escape. Yes, they had been lured here by a beautiful girl, precocious and sexy, but that didn’t mean they had to be prisoners. Besides, Madam Marta had made it quite clear she intended to keep him for as long as she liked.

His heart pounded faster in his chest as he contemplated what he could do.

Nothing, came that whisper of doubt. You want to be her pet. You want to be her plaything. That’s why you came here. Two weeks? When you refused to tell anyone where you were going, was that because you were embarrassed or because you knew what awaited you?

Those thoughts and doubts, spun through his head around and around while he ate.

After several minutes, another girl appeared. In her jeans and a sweatshirt, she looked normal, like she could have walked off of any American high school campus. But then she pulled the bag away from his mouth, she removed the straps holding him to the wall, and she took him by his harness.

This girl was smaller and younger. Technically, he was probably a lot stronger and faster despite his age.

Even so, she was in charge.

After all, it wasn’t just Madam Marta.

Despite her youth, Marta was building something amazing, a compound, an estate, and a ranch where young women could learn to take control. When Davin first landed in this country, he encountered plenty of females.

They treated him respectfully. They weren’t rude, nor did they see him as anything other than a foreigner. Maybe they weren’t impressed by the fact that he didn’t speak the local language, but at least the women still viewed him as a person.

Not here.

Madam Marta had done an amazing job of making sure the other girls knew the truth. These boys needed to be subjugated. They needed to be owned, trained, and tamed. When they stepped out of line, they had to be punished. This was the natural order. Perhaps it felt new, but Madam Marta wanted all of her followers to acquiesce to her vision of how the world could really be.

Better.

It would be better once all of the males were thoroughly subjugated just like Davin.

Those thoughts fluttered through his head, and he wondered if he was supposed to be angry about them.

He didn’t know one way or the other, but then he saw some of the other boys. They were bent forward as they drank.

The idea of water sounded incredible, but then he sought the trough arrayed before them.

Yes, it was a wooden trough, and there were three other men already bent forward, their heads down as they drank.

The girl holding onto his harness pulled him forward, and Davin knew what was going to happen. Just as importantly, he knew he wouldn’t be able to argue or resist. Besides, he was thirsty. One way or another, he needed to surrender to these girls again.

They would always win, he thought. They would always know exactly how to defeat him.

When he didn’t bow down immediately, the girl put her hand on the back of his head and forced him forward. Suddenly, his face with submerged beneath the water. He held his breath as best he could, yet the instinct to inhale nearly overwhelmed him.

Finally, the pressure receded, and she let him up to catch his breath. After several more seconds, she shoved his face right back down. He was better prepared this time, so he started drinking, pulling the water into his mouth and swallowing.

It was cold in the morning air, but he still loved it.

He was so thirsty!

He drank, sipping and slurping is much as he could as fast as he could.

“Smart boy,” said the girl. “That’s right. You want to drink. You need to hydrate. The vet is going to be by to see you soon,” she told him.

The vet?

The veterinarian, he realized.

A doctor would come by to see him, but he had to wonder what she had in mind. What would she check for?

Madam Marta probably just wanted to be sure that he was healthy, especially since he had only been on her estate for such a short while.

His current handler shoved him down again, made sure he drank, and looked into his eyes. “One more?”

He thought he was satisfied, so he shook his head as best he could. Unfortunately for Davin, he forgot that she wasn’t really asking. Instead, she bent him forward, shoving her palm against of the base of his skull and forcing his face to the water again.

Fresh jolts of cold stabbed into his skin even as he tried to drink and swallow down as much as he could.

Finally, the girl was satisfied, and she brought him back to the stables, only she didn’t take him into his stall.

Instead, she pushed him through a pair of double doors and down into another room.

In his boots, harness, and restrictive leather sleeves, he still couldn’t resist. Perhaps he could have tried to turn away, but it would have been utterly futile.

Besides, a shock collar remained fixed around his neck. It was such a simple device, just a receiver, batteries, and those dreaded electrodes.

Even so, it worked beautifully. It made sure that he would remain under Marta’s thumb for as long as she wanted.

The girl strapped him to the wall once again.

This space seemed plain with just white walls and a counter equipped with different drawers and cabinets.

His handler pulled out another bit and bridle. She slipped the bit into his mouth, fitted the bridle to his face, and she even attached the blinders. Finally, she strapped his head into place to make sure he couldn’t turn his neck from side to side.

“Perfect,” said the girl as she stepped back.

She turned around and walked away.

With the bit in his mouth, he wanted to ask her where she was going or what might happen next. He knew the veterinarian was coming, but what would she do to him?

Then the door opened, and it wasn’t Marta or the veterinarian.

Alyssa.

The petite blonde practically hopped into the room, and she held her hands behind her back as she looked at him. “You are such a fascinating beast,” she said.

She sauntered up to him.

As she danced forward, he couldn’t help but admire her, especially since she wore these tight denim shorts and a snug tank top with little spaghetti straps. Somehow, she seemed both innocent and dangerous at the same time, especially as she leaned forward.

As she invaded his personal space, she made him wonder if she might lean over and kiss him. But then she batted her eyes and pulled back.

Holding her hands behind her, she tilted her body to the left, then the right. As she did so, she leaned forward just a little bit to give him a better view of her breasts.

“Is someone looking forward to meeting the veterinarian?” Alyssa teased. “I wonder what my sister is going to decide to do with you. I mean it. Is she even going to bother getting you tested? I think she liked having you as a plow horse.” She reached up and stroked his cheek. Her fingers moved along the contours of his skin before gliding over the leather straps of his bridle. Then she stroked his collar.

The equipment had to fascinate her.

After all, a girl like Alyssa had to be nervous around lots of men.

They were bigger and stronger. They were dangerous.

And yet, she could stand in this room knowing she had absolute power and control over a male like Davin.

It must’ve been delicious knowing that a man like him could be so thoroughly owned and easily manipulated.

With that same little wicked smile, she brushed her fingers down along his exposed flanks. He twitched, pulling against his bonds, but he couldn’t go anywhere, and she knew it.

“Oh, what’s wrong? You don’t like it when I touch you this way?”

Honestly, he didn’t know, and he couldn’t, not when he remained trapped in his chastity belt.

When he first woke up that morning, he had tried not to think about the dull ache between his legs, or the tight, restrictive tube around his most sensitive part. But now, this girl was playing with him.

That was the point, he quickly realized.

He jerked his head from side to side.

“You should be careful,” Alyssa said. “You don’t want to hurt my feelings.” She batted her eyes at him again. Her irises, almost glowed with blue, wicked intent.

“I mean, maybe I came in here to play with you. Maybe I came in here to be a bad girl. Maybe I want to annoy my sister by getting you off before the veterinarian comes to see you…”

His eyes widened.

“Oh, don’t worry your cute little head about it,” she said, reaching up and patting him on the cheek. “You would never understand the complicated dynamics between a pair of sisters. But that’s okay. Remember, you’re nothing but an animal.”

“But maybe I should let you out for a little while,” she suggested. “I could play with you. Yeah, I could just get down on my knees in front of you, and you could go to town. That’s what you Americans say, right? Go to town?” She batted her eyes again, even as the scimitar smile spread across her lips.

In spite of his captivity, he gulped, nervous and frightened of this girl.

She was so young! She was petite, and he could have wrestled her to the floor, only he had been so thoroughly bound that it didn’t matter.

“Should I use this on you?”

She held up the key.

Maybe there were several. He didn’t know, but it hardly mattered because this girl had the ability to release him.

As he drank in the sight of her smooth blonde hair, the curves of her bust, the lines of her waist, and the contours of her legs, he wanted to grab her so badly.

It would have felt amazing to feel this girl poised on top of him, leaning down, touching him, kissing him…

Her hair could brush along his nose, down his cheeks, and he would smell her perfume…

Desperately, he nodded as much as the bit, bridle, harness and blinders allowed.

At the same time, the desperation pulsed through his body. He couldn’t stop thinking about this girl; he couldn’t push those thoughts aside, nor could he bury them. Back in school, Davin had been proud of his ability to concentrate. While so many of his classmates lost themselves at parties or to other distractions, he knew how to concentrate.

But not here. Not now.

He still couldn’t push those thoughts aside. He couldn’t crush those desires, no matter how hard he tried. The need was right there, flashing and pulsating throughout his body.

His shaft continued to strain while this girl stood there. She put her hands on her hips, and she looked so adorable, so sweet and innocent, and tantalizing all at the same time. Of course, that mischievous look never left her eyes, making it clear she enjoyed his frustration.

“I could touch you down here,” she suggested playfully. She reached for his balls. Despite his chastity belt, they remained exposed. “Would you like that? Would you like me to gently pet you?”

Davin froze.

Locked in place by indecision, he didn’t know what to do! Yes, he yearned to be touched. He ached for the chance to feel her fingertips glide along his balls.

And yet, that would only make it worse, wouldn’t it? Besides, what if this meant breaking some sort of rule? What if his owner found out about this and decided he needed to be punished?

He didn’t care!

Like so many other boys, he couldn’t think about anything but his libido in that moment. The drive for release flooded his system, and he bobbed his head as best he could.

She could see it.

“Make sounds for me,” she instructed.

He tried to speak.

She didn’t like that. She drew her hand back, crossed her arms over her chest, and stared at him like some petulant princess. “No, no,” she said with obvious disappointment ringing through her voice. “That’s not how you make noises for me. I don’t care what you might think you have to say. You’re a boy. No one is interested in what boys have to say.”

Alyssa must have been able to discern the confusion as it played out across his face, so she decided to explain, “Remember, you’re nothing but a pony. Go on, pony. Make some noise for me.”

Davin hated himself for doing it, but he neighed again. He whinnied too, and he stopped thinking because she was a woman, and she knew what she wanted, so he had to give it to her.

He strained against his bonds even as he lifted his head, and he made those pathetic animal noises for her.

Alyssa grinned, giggled, stepped back, and clapped her hands together. She even hopped up and down like some little girl. “That’s right! That’s what you need to do. You don’t want to think for yourself, do you? No. Ponies don’t need to think for themselves. Boys just need to be dumb animals because that’s what you really are anyway.”

Then she stepped forward, she slipped her hand underneath his scrotum, and she started touching him.

Her fingers moved with light dexterity. She just barely touched him, yet it was more than enough to send those sparks of desperation running through him. They ignited. They morphed into this wild blaze of need. His shaft twitched and tensed, but it remained imprisoned, trapped in that metallic tube just as Madam Marta intended.

At the back of his throat, he wished he could talk to this girl. He needed to argue with her, to negotiate with her. If he could just talk, just for a few seconds, then maybe he might be able to convince her to let him out.

More likely, he would have started begging. In fact, Davin could already hear those words echo inside of his head, “please, please just let me out for a second. Please? Please, I would do anything you want. Anything! Just let me out!”

Alyssa grinned at him.

She looked so playful, so eager, so ready to give him anything.

It wasn’t fair.

Intellectually, he could think of this girl as his captor, and maybe he could even understand that she enjoyed watching those reactions play across his face.

“Do you know that I’m really excited right now?” Alyssa whispered to him. “That’s right, boy.” Her grin grew even bigger. Her lips slipped back to reveal her teeth. She nibbled on the tip of her tongue, revealing it playfully, “I’m so excited. I think, later on tonight, I’m going to slip my hand down between my legs, and I’m going to touch myself. I’m going to stroke my pussy and get so hot!”

As he listened to those words, his shaft strained again. The excitement raced through his body. The eager desire gripped him, making it harder and harder to think.

He wanted to hear more even asked every syllable tortured him.

His shaft twitched against his cage.

“It’s a shame you can’t join me,” she said. “Just imagine what you could do with my body.” She leaned over, and she nuzzled his cheek with the tip of her nose. Her lips, just barely brushed along the contour of his jaw.

“Would you like that?” Alyssa asked sweetly. “Would you like to climb into my bed, run your hands along my body, and have your way with me?”

She paused, even as he groaned.

That wasn’t an especially pony-like sound, yet he couldn’t help himself either. Luckily, the shock collar didn’t detect it as an attempt at real speech, so he wasn’t punished. At least, he wasn’t punished with electricity. Instead, the ache between his legs continued. His shaft stretched as much as it could against the restrictive confines of his chastity cage. Yes, it hurt. Yes, it reminded him of his captivity and the power these nubile girls had over him.

“I bet you would like to hold me down, yes? Would you like to get to grope my breasts, and finger me? Oh, I bet you could make me come so hard!”

She giggled again. Those playful, chortling sounds reverberated along the length of his body.

It wasn’t fair.

Even if he had only seen her on the street, Davin would have experienced this magnetic desire to be close to her. He would have wanted to touch her, to enjoy the smell of her hair, the soft touch of her fingertips, and the warm dampness of her lips.

She was right there! She was right there in front of him!

Although he clearly comprehended exactly what she was doing to him, it didn’t help. Understanding that she wanted to play with him and tease him and mock him didn’t change anything!

“You poor boy. You must be so excited right now. Here. Let me help you.”

She reached down, and he didn’t quite understand it at first, not until she gently tugged on his chastity cage. He felt the strange pressure on the tube. “Do you feel that? I’m jerking you off right now. I’m squeezing, and massaging you. I’m brushing my fingers along your cock. You must really enjoy that, don’t you?”

With the layer of reinforced titanium between her gentle fingertips and his sensitive flesh, he couldn’t feel anything!

Frantic desperation pulsed through his body, making him yank and pull against the shackles even as this cute blonde continued to play with him.

“You know, my sister can be especially cruel,” Alyssa said. “I’ve seen her solder these locks shut before. You had better be careful.”

His eyes widened, and she pulled back. She grinned at him, even as he frantically twitched and pulled against his bonds. The harness, the straps, and the shackles kept him in place, making sure he could experience whatever she liked, all without being able to move or escape his imprisonment.

He was a boy trapped before a pretty girl. As far as these young women were concerned, that was how the world was supposed to be…

“Would you like more?” Alyssa said.

Considering how the pleasure could be turned into a torment, Davin quickly shook his head from side to side. The blinders, bridle, and collar made it difficult, but he made his intentions clear.

He shook his head. He made the right choice. No, he didn’t want more. No, he couldn’t take this.

“You want more? Yes?”

His eyes widened, his nostrils flared, and he tried to shake his head again, because this girl needed to understand. He couldn’t take it.

As a teenager, Davin had endured rough bouts of arousal. There had been moments when he saw the cheerleaders at school, and he couldn’t help himself. He had studied them intently, memorizing the contours of their chests, their waists, the way their skirts flashed and flared with their confident strides. But of course, he had been trapped at school, unable to do anything about the desires rushing through his body. He could get hard, he could feel the flash of excitement, but that would be it.

Hour by hour, he would have to try to push of those urges aside.

They had been so frustrating, so damnably captivating with every promise, especially in those moments when he blinked and envisioned those girls naked or topless, running around in their panties, or maybe on their knees, ready to satisfy his every yearning.

Alyssa managed to double those desires. She managed to triple them, to quadruple them.

He had never endured anything like this before. And through all of it, he couldn’t even get an erection! His shaft remained and down, held in place by the restrictive metal of his chastity belt!

“Poor boy. You look like you really want something,” she teased. She brushed the edges of her teeth along her bottom lip. “What do you want, boy? C’mon, you can tell me.” She tilted her head to the side, and some of her golden blonde hair fell along her shoulder. She waited, but he couldn’t answer. With the bit in his mouth, he mumbled and moaned.

“Oh, I guess that must mean you don’t want anything at all,” she said. She flipped her hair back, and some of the soft tresses slapped across his face.

“Don’t worry,” she promised him. “My sister and I will be back in a little while.”

She patted him on the head, leaned down, stretching forward, and her lips came close to his locked manhood. If he had been allowed to get erect, his shaft would have stiffened, and she would have been able to lick her lips, to wrap her mouth around his cock and start sucking.

But of course, he didn’t get hard. He couldn’t. Despite the desires raging through his body, he had to keep his shaft down, bound and powerless, just as she liked.

“There we go,” she said. She spun around, sauntered off, and shut the door behind her.

Once she was gone, Davin embraced the anger. He let the rage flashed through his body. He twitched and struggled, yanking, twisting, and fighting as hard as he could. His muscles flexed as the strength flashed through his body, but nothing happened. No matter how hard he fought, he still couldn’t get away.

With a roar of rage, he yanked as hard as he could.

Then he fell forward, still right there, trapped and strapped in place as his owner expected.

Madam Marta and her compatriots would come soon enough.

In the meantime, he had to wait.

How long had it been?

Hours? Definitely at least an hour, but it could have been longer. Obviously, they didn’t leave any clocks around for the livestock. These boys didn’t need to know how much time went by. The women could use their phones or they could wear watches if they liked.

Because he had nothing else to do, he kept going back to these odd fantasies where he might be able to convince Madam Marta to release him or perhaps even keep him, but give him some vestige of independence or freedom.

He could create these elaborate fantasies where she might reach out, caress his cheek, and say, “I have decided that I want to keep you as my servant. You will still owe me your fealty and your obedience, but you will no longer be treated like an animal. I might even let you out of your chastity cage each night to be my consort. Would you like that?”

“Yes. Yes, Madam, Martha! Yes, I would be so good for you. I would be your most obedient servant!”

And he would walk behind her, diligent and ready to see to her every need. Then they would pass the ponies and the other livestock, and he would feel his innate superiority.

She had chosen him; she appreciated him most of all.

But Madam Marta was a cruel girl who enjoyed keeping him as her pet. He was one of many.

If he wasn’t lucky, he would be used as a plow horse. Then another thought occurred to him, sparking this shiver down his back. If she made him a plow horse, she might not visit with him. She might not want to play with him. He would just become another piece of equipment, nothing else.

What would she decide?

Davin almost wanted to burst out laughing when he realized something: no matter how hard he tried, he wouldn’t be able to change her mind. She would look into his eyes, think about it, and make a decision. Just like that, his fate would be locked.

Then the door opened, and Alyssa scurried back inside. Another woman followed her whom he didn’t recognize.

She had black hair, which had been tied back into a severe bun. She wore glasses, a lab coat, and a black dress underneath. He tried not to notice the contours of her legs, her fur-lined boots, or her tights, yet the desires continued to spin through his body.

Perhaps he had calmed down a little bit while Alyssa had been gone, yet the urges remained. They pulsed and sparked beneath the surface of his skin.

“Hello, pony,” Madam Marta said.

Her little sister and her employee stepped off to the sides of the room.

Marta approached him. “This is going to be an important test for you,” she said. “In fact, this might determine how you get used. Will you be a pet? A plow horse? A riding pony? Or maybe something else entirely?” With this final question, she whispered the words into his ear, just as Alyssa had done.

Another thrill ran through his body.

Davin didn’t know precisely what she was wearing, yet he knew he liked it. He knew the fur lining her corset and her skirt and her boots all drew his eyes, making it hard for him to think.

But then, Davin had become nothing but an animal. He didn’t need to think, he told himself.

“Are you ready?” Madam Marta asked without turning away from her boy.

Before he could make a decision, The doctor spoke up, “I have everything I need.”

Madam Marta brushed her fingers along his chest and down to his stomach. His muscles clenched as her soft touch sent fresh sensations racing between his nerves.

“Remember,” she whispered, “You belong to me. There is no escape for you, boy.”

She turned quickly, and that’s when Alyssa burst out with another round of giggles, “And hey, this might be the last orgasm you ever get!”

What?

Yes, he understood the concept of chastity, but he didn’t think he might face the prospect of permanent denial.

Madam Marta turned around again, only now she had something in her hand.

The key.

She leaned down, and she started to work the locks on his chastity cage. With each second, she maintained eye contact with this boy.

Perhaps he should have lowered his gaze deferentially, but he couldn’t manage it, not this time. Instead, he continued to watch her. She was gorgeous, perfect, this alien creature who could so easily wrap him around her little finger. She could take anything she wished from him. She could take everything.

She unlocked his chastity cage, pulled the tube away, and he finally closed his eyes, breathing in as he savored the freedom.

His shaft hardened instantly; he couldn’t help it.

In the next moment, he envisioned some delicious scenario where his owner might start touching him again. He yearned for the chance to feel her fingertips brush along his manhood. He wanted it. He craved it. He needed it so badly!

Instead, the doctor strode forward, and she stood in front of him. She looked down at his manhood before glancing back at Madam Marta. “I’m ready.” She lowered her back to the floor.

“Have fun,” Madam Marta said.

Davin still didn’t understand what was happening. Perhaps he would have been able to figure it out if he had been allowed to rest, to think clearly.

Even if they hadn’t expected anything from him for the last couple of hours, his captivity, the way they teased him and denied him had drained him of some vital strength.

He just couldn’t think clearly, but then the doctor reached up, and she snapped a pair of latex gloves on. Then she squirted something onto the palm of her hand. It looked like some kind of thick, transparent gel.

Lubricant?

The bound pony still didn’t understand.

Then she stepped forward, and she started rubbing him.

The gel was cold at first, but the slick material felt good, so good. Just being hard was delicious.

From there, she pulled the gloves off, reached down, and pulled something from her bag. It looked like a tube.

“I have your permission to proceed, ma’am?”

Madam Marta looked back at him. “Are you ready to lose a sample, pony?”

Davin genuinely didn’t know what kind of answer she expected. But then, Madam Marta just smirked. “Proceed.”

Just like that, these women made the decision for him. Since they were playing with his body, his input didn’t really matter. He didn’t get a vote; he didn’t get to express himself.

The doctor slid the tube forward, so it encircled and enveloped his cock.

“Not yet,” Madam Marta commanded from the other side of the room. Her voice swept over him. It seemed to swallow his every thought and idea. He couldn’t bring himself to resist her.

Then she strode forward.

The doctor moved the tube forward before pulling it back and sliding it into place. Again, Madam Marta approached her bound boy.

“I’m giving you a command right now. I am ordering you to hold out. You can do this for your owner, can’t you?” She smirked. She reached up and caressed his cheek with the back of her hand. Her touch was so soft, so light and gentle.

He almost forgot that this was the same girl who had whipped him, who had driven him hard, who had forced him to pull that plow, who had locked him in this harness.

As she stroked him, her voice continued to resonate on the air. This girl was royalty, divinity, and so she commanded him. “You can relax into it,” she said. “You can enjoy this. But you can’t finish, not yet. Hold out, boy. Demonstrate your obedience right now.”

He had messed up before. He had made that mistake, defying her will, but he wouldn’t make the same error again.

Yes, the desperation continued to swirl and spiral through his body. Yes, he needed it so badly.

“You really do control these boys, don’t you?”

Madam Marta glanced back at the doctor, “Absolutely. But I believe this one right here might be special.”

The veterinarian slipped back into her native tongue. Davin glanced up as best he could; he tried to understand what these women were saying. The syllables hit the air, mixing together into this incomprehensible rush of sound. Madam Marta laughed, and the two women continued to talk.

Apparently, he didn’t need to know what they said. He didn’t need to understand what might happen to him.

With this in mind, he curled his toes and pushed them down into the interiors of his boots. His fingers tightened, and his nails dug little half-moon trenches in the palms of his hands as he concentrated.

He couldn’t lose control. He couldn’t disappoint his owner, not again. He wouldn’t make that mistake.

She was beautiful, and he belonged to her.

She was his owner, so her satisfaction mattered more than anything else.

In fact, he gulped and envisioned this strangely nightmare scenario: what if she had this woman tease him, only to pull the tube away and pull out the bowl of ice? What if her blonde nymphet of a sister rushed in here with a bowl, pulled out ice cubes, and started rubbing them along his cock again.

As Davin lost himself to those images, the owner of this estate turned her attention back to her pony, “Just relax. Relax and let this happen. We want you to be truly aroused. We want you perfectly stimulated. I want this to be the best sample you can give me. Think about how that could feel, Davin. Think about how you could be a donor. Each and every day, I could stimulate you and drain you. You would like that, wouldn’t you?”

She brushed her fingers along the top of his head. She stroked that spot between his eyes before her nails glided along his forehead.

Yes. It felt so good. More importantly, he couldn’t risk disappointing her. He didn’t wish to make her angry or upset because he was just an animal, and she was the woman who dictated his fate.

“Now,” she said.

The word jumped through his thoughts, crushing everything else.

He lost control. In that moment. He abandoned all sense. His shaft pulsated, and he could feel the tube collect his sample. It squeezed against him, delicious, encapsulating, and totally inescapable.

Moment by moment, he embraced that rush of pleasure. Even as he heard her voice. “Yes. There we go. That’s right. This is where my pony belongs. This is what you should be doing. We will see what happens to you, won’t we? If I don’t like the results of your tests, you will be a plow horse. Don’t worry about that. No matter what, I will find a way for you to serve me. Because that’s what you are. You are a service animal. Whether you get milked or simply exploited, you will be used, and you will please me because you don’t have any choice. You gave that up when you surrendered yourself to me. Yes, you did, sweet pony.”

His eyes were clenched shut for each moment as the veterinarian drained him.

When the milking was complete, she pulled the tube back, and that’s when he felt the metal return.

They locked him back in the chastity belt. Another tube encapsulated his flaccid shaft. His breathing quickened, and he felt like he needed to beg or plead. He still had the bit in his mouth and the bridal across his face.

No, he wouldn’t be able to argue. No, he wouldn’t be able to plead or try to convince these women to change their minds. They were going to do whatever they liked, and he would obey or endure because he had no other choice.

They brought him back to his stall. They didn’t chain him up this time, but they did close the door.

At some point, another handler came back, and she guided him to the food trough after slipping another feed bag over his face. He ate. He chewed and swallowed. He drank later, and some of his strength returned.

At the same time, Davin attempted to understand what had happened.

They had drained him. They had taken a sample.

Even at that moment, the veterinarian would be analyzing the results. She would determine whether or not he should be a donor. And if not?

Breathing out, Davin understood his three possible futures: donor, riding pony, or plow horse. His heart beat faster every time he thought of living the life of a plow horse, yanking and pulling, fighting the stubborn earth beneath his hooves.

Several days went by.

Sometimes, they just left him in the stall.

At other points, they took him outside. One girl had him pull a cart. Another girl decided to ride him.

He didn’t know their names, but he presumed that they were other handlers here.

Then Alyssa visited him. “Are you scared?” asked the young blonde. “You know, my sister hasn’t made up her mind yet. That’s not a good sign for you. Normally, if she wants a boy to just be a model pony or a riding pony, then she makes the decision right away. If she hasn’t yet, it’s because she is probably going to use you as a plow horse. Oh, that’s going to suck!” She clapped her hands and giggled. “But don’t worry. I’m sure you will last a little while.” She shook her head and patted him on the cheek before disappearing from his stall.

Davin wished he could do something.

And yet, he still understood that basic reality of his new life: the women decided. Madame Marta would be the only one to determine his future.

Occasionally, Davin tried to think of some plan he could put into place, something he might be able to do or say.

Each time, he rushed up against a simple truth of his new life. First, he couldn’t move on his own. Between his boots, bit, bridle, harness, reins and ropes, Davin only went wherever the women wanted him. Whether it was some anonymous handler, her little sister, or Madame Marta herself, these females dictated his movements.

Beyond his inability to move on his own, he couldn’t speak either.

Sure, they pulled the bit out of his mouth from time to time, but what would he say?

Besides, the shock collar remained locked around his throat.

These young women weren’t interested in anything a pony might have to say. As far as they were concerned, he had signed up for this. The moment he showed up at the estate, by stepping foot in this country, he had surrendered. He wasn’t a person. He wasn’t a man.

He was property.

More and more, Davin came to the exact same conclusion. Whether it was when a girl rode him or while he bent forward and drank out of the trough, Davin understood this was where he belonged.

Then the stall door opened, and one of the handlers appeared. She took him by his reins. Since he had already been fed, he knew she was there for something else.

But what? What did this young woman have in mind? What did she have planned for him?

She brought him out into the center of the stables, and that’s when Alyssa took him by their reins. She pulled, guiding him outside.

The air was cold once again, but the sunlight warmed his skin nonetheless.

Alyssa climbed up onto his back, she put her feet in the stirrups, and then she grabbed her crop and slapped it against his backside. With a loud call, she directed him forward.

He trotted across of the rolling hills.

Alyssa didn’t giggle or laugh. She had probably spent a lot of time on boys just like him, so this wasn’t a novel or unique experience. Even so, he did his best to match her needs and desires.

Occasionally, he heard some of the other boys as they tried to resist. He wondered if maybe they had been kidnapped. Or perhaps they had come to regret their decisions. Maybe they had felt tricked. One way or another, they attempted to flee, only to be grabbed by these girls, shocked with cattle prods and forced back onto their hands and knees. From there, they surrendered.

Each and every time, they succumbed to these women.

The boys couldn’t resist, so he didn’t try. Or maybe, unlike those other males, Davin had actually been born for this. Maybe he felt a different sort of instinct and need.

Either way, Davin trotted along as ordered by this beautiful girl on his back. He endured the whipping stings of the crop. He accepted her commands and the way she pulled on his reins.

Then they came upon a small building.

He hadn’t seen it before. He didn’t know what might happen here.

She tied his reins to the hitching post and disappeared inside.

Tired after his run, Davin didn’t know what was going on inside.

Then Madame Marta appeared. She came out, and she considered her pony. “You have made a lot of progress, boy.” Her eyes moved along his frame. “You developed much better endurance. In fact, I’m starting to think that you were made for this. Were you? Were you born to be a pony?”

It was strange that her thoughts echoed his own, but Davin still said nothing. Instead, he just scraped his boot against the ground and kept his eyes aimed toward the grass.

Apparently, this was the right response because she reached up and brushed her fingers along his neck and cheeks. She stroked and petted him. Then she pulled out a sugar cube. “I have something very special for you, boy. News.”

News? News about what?

He still couldn’t ask, but then she held the sugar cube up in front of his face, so he dipped his head down, and he started licking at it eagerly. His tongue flicked and moved, getting her hand wet, but she didn’t seem to mind. He savored that sweet flavor, especially because it was so much tastier than anything they put in his feed pack.

“I spoke with the veterinarian,” she said. “And she determined that you are valuable as more than just a dumb animal. Apparently, there were some fairly valuable and rare genetic markers in your sample. So guess what, boy? You’re going to be a donor. Yes, you will.”

By this point, the sugar cube had disappeared, so she grabbed the reins, pulled, and guided him into the small building.

He didn’t know what he had expected to see, but it wasn’t this.

There were different pieces of equipment. Some of them were larger, some of them were smaller, but he didn’t understand what any of them did.

One shape that many of the different instruments had in common: tubes.

His shaft twitched in his chastity belt.

It had been several days since his previous orgasm, and he had feared that one might have been his last. But now, a different fate awaited him, and a different kind of fear scraped the back of his brain.

“Are you ready, boy?” Madame Marta asked.

“Oh, can I tell him?” Alyssa squeaked from her side of the chamber.

“Go ahead,” said the indulgent, older sister.

Alyssa scurried forward. She held her hands behind her back and seemed so innocent despite the news she looked forward to sharing. “You’re going to get drained every single day, probably several times per day. This isn’t going to be good for you. You’re not going to like it, I don’t think. I mean, the other pony started struggling after just a couple of hours. I bet you’re going to fight as hard as you can, but you’re still going to get milked over and over and over again!”

Davin instinctively turned back to his owner.

Madame Marta at her hands on her hips, her elbows pointed out. “It’s true,” she said. “Are you ready to get started?” She flashed him a lopsided smile and said, “I don’t know if you are going to enjoy this phase of your captivity. Maybe you will love it. Maybe you will hate it. Either way, your material is going to make me a lot of money. And guess what? That’s all that matters.” She stepped forward, tugged on his reins, and then she dragged him across the room. She shoved him up against the wall, and her little sister started strapping him in place.

While he had been out on the fields, Davin could pretend that he had some modicum of freedom. Even with a pretty girl on his back, he knew where he had to go, yet he still technically made the choice.

No longer.

“Take off his belt,” Madam Marta commanded.

Alyssa obeyed, scurrying into place. She used her key, removed the locks, and pulled the entire apparatus away from his cock and balls.

“You like that, don’t you?” Alyssa teased. And just because she could, she reached down and brushed her fingers along the length of his member. He hardened instantly. He couldn’t help himself!

“I want additional samples,” Madame Marta said.

This time, she would take them herself.

She stepped forward, and she wore a set of latex gloves just as the veterinarian had previously. Her fingertips already glistened with lubricant. She came up to him, and she started to slide her digits along his manhood. She stroked and caressed him, squeezing him until he began to murmur and moan with pleasure.

Davin blinked quickly, unsure if he was supposed to make those sounds or not. Ultimately, he couldn’t risk upsetting or offending his owner.

“It’s okay. Enjoy this for as long as you can. I suspect you’ll be struggling soon enough,” she said with a wicked little smile.

She started teasing him, brushing her fingers along his circumference, from the base of his shaft up to his tip. She didn’t play with his balls, which may have been a disappointment, but his preferences didn’t matter to her.

After all, she was there to accomplish a goal.

Finally, Madame Marta held out her hand, and her little sister gave her the tube. It was just like the one from before with a plastic exterior and a soft, rubbery interior.

She slipped it along his cock, and she started to push it forward and pull it back. Before he knew what he was doing, he moved his hips to the same rhythm. It was like they were having sex, only this was a clinical matter for her while he embraced whatever satisfaction he could.

He was naked; they were clothed.

He was an animal; they were people.

These were the new boundaries and differences that marked his existence.

Davin didn’t complain. He couldn’t.

“This should be a good one,” Madame Marta said. “Go on. Make your owner happy. Now. Do it now,” she ordered.

She must have been able to read the sounds of his breathing, the way his nostrils flared, and the red heat cascading along his cheeks. She knew how boys reacted, and so she knew when it was time.

In that moment, he lost control. He came hard, thrusting and bucking his hips forward and back.

Exhausted, he drooped his head down.

Within moments, his shaft softened, and he felt like he needed to sleep for a couple of hours.

But then Alyssa came back.

Opening his eyes just a little bit, he saw the yellow contours of her golden mane as she crouched in front of him.

She was wiping him down and cleaning him off. That made sense.

Only then, she started attaching small electrodes to the base of his balls, the base of his shaft, the sides, and finally the tip.

“This is the one you’re probably not going to like,” Madame Marta said. “But don’t worry. You may not have to do this every day. Then again, if this gives us the best results, then it will.” She patted him on the head.

Davin didn’t really understand what was going on. The small adhesive strips held the metal leads against his flesh.

“You know, I could start teasing you,” Alyssa said. “I could play with you and get you hard, but I think it’s going to be better if you just feel the jolt for yourself.”

Jolt?

That was the moment when Madame Marta had her phone out again. She pressed the button, and the electricity surged through his body, flashing into his cock. It struck the sides, the tip, and the base of his shaft. All at once. The jolt rushed through his body, making him bite down. As his muscles clenched, he pulled his hard as he could on the braces holding his arms behind his back.

Despite the flashes of strength, he still couldn’t break free.

They had strapped him against the wall, and they weren’t about to let this boy go…

“Now he’s awake!” Alyssa chuckled.

“Good boy,” she said. Then she tapped the screen again.

Another jolt of electricity ran through his body, and he nearly climaxed.

Davin didn’t understand what was going on. He glanced down, and he saw his newly formed erection. Only a few minutes ago, he had climaxed. He didn’t think he could do it so quickly again. And yet, he was hard. Not only that, he could feel the flash of desire right there.

“One more?” Alyssa said.

“More than one,” Madame Marta announced.

He clenched his eyes shut, jerked his hips forward, and tried to lose himself before the next burst of pain exploded through his body.

His eyes may have been closed, yet he still experienced this flash of light. It brightened across every thought while the girls watched.

“You think he’s ready yet?” Alyssa asked.

“No. Not yet. I think he’s definitely going to need several more.”

“He doesn’t look like he can take it,” protested the little sister.

“You can take it, can’t you, ponyboy?” But then, this wasn’t really a question. She was giving him an order. Or rather, she was telling him what she would do to him.

He had to endure it.

He didn’t get any other choice…

She pressed the button again. And again. And again!

This mixture of pain and need washed over his body.

By this point, Davin didn’t try to deny the obvious. He was fighting his restraints. He pulled and twisted, jerking his body to the left and right as he tried to free himself from the harness, from the straps, from the shackles that held him against the wall, and enabled these girls to pummel his body with those bursts of electricity.

“You’re fighting,” Madam Marta said. “What is it with you boys? I saw you, and I could tell the truth right away. I knew that you weren’t meant to make your own decisions, pony. This is where you belong. You might as well accept it. Yes, it might sting of from time to time, but that’s okay because you are pleasing me. You are pleasing your owner, and nothing else matters, does it, pony? Besides, just think about how valuable this sample will be. Think about how much money you will make. And I will be able to sell your samples and buy better equipment. I will put up fences and make sure none of you ever escapes.”

She grinned, pushed the button again, and another jolt of electricity exploded through him. It was a spark of agony. It was this rush, a flash, an inferno.

“Do it,” Madam Marta instructed.

Through the haze of pain, Davin didn’t really understand, yet it hardly mattered. Her little sister rushed forward. With her daintily gloved fingers, she started rubbing him.

He didn’t think he could climax, not again, not so soon. But then she slid the tube into place, and she locked it on his shaft. She pumped him, working him until another vibration ricocheted through him.

His member pulsated.

His cock throbbed as he climaxed again.

It felt incredible. He hated it. He loved it. He craved more. He never wanted to go through this again.

All of those conflicting impulses flickered behind his eyes, but it didn’t matter.

These girls were using him, and they weren’t done.

“Very good,” Madam Marta said. She set the second sample aside. “One more.”

Davin couldn’t help himself. He shook his head from side to side. He tried to pant out, “No. No more. I can’t do anymore.” With the gag in his mouth, he couldn’t speak. He was just a pony. He could make animal sounds and nothing else.

“Come on,” Madam Marta grabbed him and pulled him off of the wall after Alyssa removed the straps.

The three of them headed through the small building and into another room.

That’s when he saw it.

“This is a phantom steed,” Madam Marta said. “I want one more sample from you.”

He tried to shake his head from side to side.

Madam Marta pulled on his reins and looked right into his eyes. “Are you going to try to deny me? Are you going to try to disobey your owner?”

After everything he had endured, Davin didn’t think he could climax, not again. His body was exhausted, but then Madam Marta came right up to him. She slid to his left, brushed her fingers along his skin, and he soon found himself quivering. “I want you in position. I want you to shove your cock into that opening right there. I want you to hump that machine. Right now, I’m telling you what I want you to do. But if you fight me, I can make it hard on you, Davin. Besides, if you aren’t careful, I will just hook you up to the electroshock machine every single day.”

He squeaked, letting out this pathetic little whimper.

She stroked her fingers along his buttocks before returning her hand to his shaft.

Davin didn’t think it was possible, but she touched him, and she was right there. She was so close!

Back in the United States, he had dreamed of moments like this. He had envisioned what it might be like if he could get this close to a girl as perfect as Madam Marta. But now she had her lips right there, close to his ear, and she whispered, “You will surrender. You have no choice.”

Then she stepped around him, yanked on his reins, and pulled him forward.

Madam Marta held him in place.

Alyssa came up behind him, put her hands on the small of his back, and she shoved him forward.

Within moments, he was positioned in front of the phantom steed. He saw the rounded exterior, the opening, and he understood precisely what they expected of him.

For a moment, Davin shut his eyes, and he wondered if he could do this. Yes, this woman had worn down his defenses, treating him like an animal and training him to be livestock. Even so, his heart thundered in his chest, and part of him yearned to rebel.

But he couldn’t.

He wore his pony gear. From his boots to his braces, his harness to his bit and bridle, Davin couldn’t just resist or argue with this woman.

Madam Marta positioned her pony exactly where she wanted him. Then she shoved him forward, and his cock slid into that damp, warm opening.

He clenched his eyes shut. He didn’t want to enjoy any part of this. And yet, despite this being his third orgasm, the pleasure raced through him. It hurt. It was delicious. He yearned for more. He desperately wanted it to stop.

Again, the contradictions flared through him.

No. He wasn’t going to do it.

This time, Davin told himself that he would resist. He would show this girl that she couldn’t control him. She was just some teenager, but then he heard her voice.

“You have to obey. You know where you belong.” She put her hand on his right buttock and squeezed. Her fingernails dug down into his skin. With her other hand, she stroked the back of his head, and she set the rhythm for him. Before he knew what he was doing, he pushed his hips forward, drew back, only to thrust in again.

This shouldn’t have been possible, yet it felt so good.

He hated himself for enjoying it, but he listened to his owner.

Madam Marta had him.

Her voice continued to wash over him, breaking down his defenses. “You are mine. You’re always going to be mine. This is your life, boy. You belong to me, and you will surrender. You belong to me, and you will always obey. You can try to escape, but we both know you will fail.” She giggled. “There is no escape, not for you. Keep going. That’s right. Good boy. Keep doing it. You know you can’t help yourself, can you? You need to be used. You need to be owned. That’s right. Good. Good boy!”

She giggled. She laughed.

She savored every second of his subjugation, even as he kept pumping his hips forward and back.

Moment by moment, the desperation pumped and pounded through him. He was close, so close.

“Now,” she whispered into his ear.

Again, he lost control.

His shaft pulsated as she milked him and drained him for that third time.

“Very good,” she said.

Now that she had accomplished her goal, Madam Marta turned back to her little sister. “I’m guessing we will be using the phantom steed quite a bit with this one. Take him back to his stall, get him fed, and rest him up. I want him to be ready for use again in three hours.”

Alyssa took him by the reins, giggled, and whispered, “Aren’t you a lucky boy?”

He followed after her, unable to think of anything but his life as their pet, as their animal.

The End




Other Works by Anna Ritter Sometimes I get asked about my other projects, so here are some of the novels, novellas and short stories that I especially enjoyed writing.

Novels

American Matriarchy

A realistic novel:

Stacey Farber is a wildly successful businesswoman who is now funding the construction an entirely new city called Bella Springs. She’s doing this for one reason: promote female supremacy. In this new city, women will enjoy every advantage. The outnumbered men in this city will discover what second-class citizenship looks and feels like. Farber uses her influence to ensure women have every opportunity to succeed when it comes to employment, compensation, political power, and freedom. Men like Matthew O'Reilly are given curfews and uniforms, turning them into second-class citizens. College students Mia and Zack enroll in the new university, but he’s confined to "service" classes, focusing on pleasing the woman rather while she’s busy learning leadership skills. Despite their efforts, men remain surrounded by powerful women who may not let them go, all of which demonstrates how “The future is female.”

This 85,000-word novel features extreme female domination, male subjugation, spanking, public humiliation, stocks, chastity training, pegging, and more.

Male Disadvantages

A realistic companion to American Matriarchy: This is Bella Springs, a new city where women have taken complete control. The founder, Stacy Farber, built the city with one ambition in mind: ensure female supremacy. She wants to see the men of the world enslaved, and she’ll prove it’s possible here in her new city. This collection of short stories illustrates what life is like when women rule. The men here are subjugated, owned, and humiliated on a daily basis. When the future is female, men had better prepare to surrender. Women enjoy every advantage. In Bell Springs, being male is the biggest disadvantage of all.

This 78,000-word anthology features female domination, pegging, chastity training, bondage, and humiliation.

The Matriarchs

A mostly realistic novel

A virus infects men, causing them to lose their ability to think rationally and engage in mindless aggression. Women, led by the female President of the United States, seize control and help the men behave. They develop a control band to stun males when they lose control and succumb to their virus-induced emotions. With the virus still running rampant, males lose power. Male lawyers, judges, doctors, and corporate executives all lose their influence and positions of power since they can no longer be trusted. Their wives and mothers must handle every decision. A young man, Jordan, decides to go to college only to face strict rules and severe consequences when he messes up. He must be obedient, docile, and subservient to succeed in this new world.

This 115,000-word novel features female supremacy, human puppy play, spanking, bondage, pegging, and male subjugation.

Love Locked

A realistic novel:

Amber and Brian have grown up together, only it’s time for their relationship to change since she’s about to become his keyholder. She’ll have complete control over Brian's manhood. She will win every argument, and Brian will eventually improve his grades and become a useful member of the household. Amber now sees Brian as her brother, but she wonders if she should view him as something else—maybe a slave?

This 65,000-word novel features extensive female domination, chastity training, domestic discipline, and spanking.

Prisoner 616

A mostly realistic novel:

Nick Athens, an analyst at a local investment firm, is determined to maintain his position in the female-dominated finance industry. He doesn’t know it yet, but one woman might take away any chance he has, especially if she can trick him into committing a crime. The female supremacists in charge are reforming the prison system for boys like Nick, forcing them to wear collars, restrictive jumpsuits, and chastity belts. If he messes up, Nick's only hope will be his sister, Chloe Athens, a journalist who can write about his situation and potentially trigger a public backlash to get him released. Chloe would need to learn about the facility and its conditions, but her initial ambivalence might evolve into something new if she begins to see why these boys deserve to be leashed and caged.

This 128,000-word novel features a gynarchy, bondage, male chastity training, CFNM, discipline, teasing and denial, female supremacy, foot worship, oral service, and extensive humiliation.

When Women Rule

A mostly realistic novel:

Things have to change in Crystal Canyon, a city where men are losing their free will. Everyone can see how this community must change to meet these new challenges. If every male automatically obeys any command uttered by a woman, then everyone will need new rules—an a new hierarchy. Men are becoming more reliant on women for guidance and training, leading to a decline in their independence. Dr. Elizabeth Hunt, a psychologist, notices this change and crafts a plan. Soon, the men are forced to accept women as their handlers, trainers, and owners. Step by step, these boys are becoming slaves. The girls in Crystal Canyon may be kind or cruel, but they all share a common goal: own the boys.

This is an 80,000-word novel about the sexual subjugation of men.

Wild Space

A sci-fi novel:

Humanity will eventually reach beyond our solar system, but to do so, intrepid explorers and ambitious men like Aric Donovan and the crew of Ranger 3 will first travel to Tau Ceti. Their journey will take decades, so the crew of Ranger 3 will need to enter cryogenic sleep. While they’re gone, Earth will change. There’ll be wars, unimaginable destruction, and a rebirth. The matriarchy will take control, leading to advancements in science and technology. A new starship will reach Tau Ceti in just five years. They’ll catch up to the Ranger 3, so this new crew must decide whether to let the wild males sleep or wake them up and retrain them. Corporal Cara Dare, the sole woman on the Ranger 3, may be able to save Donovan and the rest of their crew. Or she might be tempted to embrace a new way of life if it means women rule while men serve and obey.

This 70,000-word novel features female domination, a futuristic gynarchy, extensive bondage, elements of medical play, pony play, CFNM, male humiliation, spanking, and hypnosis.

Witch Mark

A fantasy series:

The world is complex and difficult to understand, especially when it comes to the covens and spellcasters who have learned to tap into the arcane winds and manipulate reality. Although these women remain hidden, they have the power to shape reality to fit their desires. Marina Diamonte, as one of these empowered casters, has ignored her family's political intrigues. But now, she’s preparing to compete for the leadership of her coven. Along the way, she’ll have to claim a boy for herself. She discovers Eric Samuels, a boy who seems to resist her influence. He intrigues her. More importantly, he knows how to amuse her.

This 49,000-word novella is Part One of the Witch Mark series. This novella features extensive female domination, elements of gynarchy, bondage, mind control, orgasm denial, chastity training, CFNM, foot worship, and more.

Automatic Training

A sci-fi novel:

Isaac Drake arrives in a new city and is greeted by an autonomous vehicle. In seconds, the car traps him. He’s strapped down and helpless…like cargo. The car reaches an automatic training facility where female supremacists use specialized devices and AI to train males like Isaac. The women here will use conveyor belts, collars, and chastity cages. Within a week, these boys will become servile slaves eager to please their owners. Isaac is one of the first males to endure this automatic training.

This 80,000-word novel features gynarchy, domination, pegging, chastity training, robots/automation/androids, CFNM, bondage, hypnosis/mind control, ideological reeducation, and more.

Auctioned on Athena

A sci-fi novel:

In the far future, Justin is a navigator on a courier ship; his captain tasked with a mission to purchase plasma converters in a city dominated by women. Along the way, he must contend with the humiliating catcalls and demeaning comments from women. If he fails to return to a ship, his status as a Registered Male will be revoked, and he could be taken or sold to any of the trading syndicates. He’s a tempting target since a boy like Justin could fetch a high price in the slave markets…

This 115,000-word novel features a futuristic gynarchy, extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, pegging, chastity training, teasing and denial, exhibitionism, CFNM, and much more.

Novellas

Male Progress

A mostly realistic novella:

The patriarchy is eroding as women like Elizabeth assert themselves and take control of their families. Her son, Felix, still clings to old fantasies about male independence. The school district is implementing Male Progress Reports to encourage better attitudes and behaviors in high school. Boys like Felix are required to wear a leather collar with two buttons, green and red, which will be used to record their decisions and overall behavior. Each collared boy will be assigned a handler, and she’ll decide what kind of punishment or reward he deserves based on his number of merits and demerits. Felix's sister, who is expected to be his handler, will review his scores and decide his punishment. This boy should know better, but he can’t help himself. He gets one demerit after another. Clearly, he needs some extra discipline.

This 25,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, elements of orgasm denial, all set in a nascent gynarchy.

No Escape from Matria

A modern fantasy novella:

Matria is a small, beautiful country with a pristine lake, forests, and ancient castles. However, it is a country where women are in charge and slavery is still prevalent. Daniel Michaels, a photographer, is designated a Wild Male and has a couple of weeks to document Matria. If he stays past this assigned deadline, he’ll be eligible for enslavement. Daniel has traveled extensively, but Matria is a strange and dangerous place—especially for boys. Leaving should be easy…only something is intent on keeping him here. If he can't escape, he will be captured as he confronts Kayla, Amanda Amata, and Lady Renata. Whether he likes it or not, Daniel Donovan is about to discover the true nature of this land.

This 27,000-word novella features extensive female supremacy and domination, bondage, male subjugation, elements of chastity training, light pony play, and more.

Surrender in the Sky

A paranormal fantasy:

Like so many other business travelers, Samuel is used to long hours in the air. He tolerates the cramped seats and drone of the engines as the world passes by beneath the plane. This time, there’s a storm. Lightning cuts across the sky. He blacks out…and discovers he has fallen into a new dimension where women rule. It’s a new reality. He’s no longer on a jet; instead, it’s some kind of zeppelin. In this reality, men are owned. In this world, women are dressed in fine clothing, while the males are naked and leashed. Samuel struggles to understand the differences, but then he meets Marina Castillo, who senses his potential and seems willing to help him return to his own world—unless she has her own agenda.

This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, a strict gynarchy, male chastity training, pegging, spanking, orgasm denial, and much more.

Into Her Web

A superhero fantasy:

Nova City is a wild, wonderful and chaotic place with dozens of superheroes and villains who call this place home. And yet, there’s an odd dynamic. There might be male metahumans, but most individuals with superpowers are female. Riptide might be one of the few men with extraordinary abilities, yet he’s still a powerful superhero. During the day, he’s Logan Drake, a marine biologist. But when he takes on his secret identity, he uses his superpowers to improve the world and help people. He is getting a lot of attention. The Weaver has special plans for Riptide. She can drain Riptide's strength and strip away his powers before she retrains him as a slave. Without understanding the danger, Riptide may have already stumbled into her web…

This 33,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male chastity training, humiliation, and pegging.

Short Stories

Social Status

A mostly realistic short story:

Over the past five years, significant changes have occurred in the United States, leading to a backlash from the women who’re tired of toxic masculinity and the dumb decisions made by elected officials. Women have taken charge, which has led to the creation of the Male Monitoring Bureau (MMB). The MMB regulates male behavior and has even created a new social status: male chattel. Logan had the chance to be a good and obedient young man, but he's been reclassified as male chattel, ending his freedom in one instant. He calls his best friend Tricia Perkins to help him understand his new status. And yet, Patricia has plans for Logan...

This 11,000-word story features a female dominated society, female supremacy, male submission, foot worship, elements of chastity training, bondage, spanking, and other forms of punishment.

Surrender Ceremony

A mostly realistic short story:

In the new future, women have taken over and men are stripped of their rights under the Female Supremacy Party. Weddings are replaced by Surrender Ceremonies, where a woman claims a man, either as a slave, pet, plaything, or servant. Allison enjoys Brandon's service, but he still believes he has something to say about his future. Perhaps he’ll learn the truth when he’s spanked and humiliated at his Surrender Ceremony.

This 10,000-word story features female domination, a strict gynarchy, bondage, elements of pegging, male humiliation, CFNM situations, spanking/paddling, oral service, and chastity training.

Pony Inspection

A realistic short story:

As the world changes and women assert themselves as the nation’s rightful rulers, Luke must turn himself in at a processing facility to face indentured servitude. But this won’t be the kind of servitude he expected; he discovers that the boys are being turned into human ponies, stripped of their rights, trained, and even put on display. This man is about to learn the meaning of service and obedience.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, intense male humiliation, extensive pony play, bondage, and more.

Tutoring Britney

A realistic short story:

Jared might be smart, but he’s also naïve, especially when it comes to tutoring. He automatically assumes he should be in control with his students, but Britney is a charismatic girl who understands how the world really works. For her, it’s easy to manipulate Jared into a game of seduction —one she’s destined to win. By the end of their first session, she’ll have him tied up and powerless. Once Jared understands what it means to be helpless, he’ll be ready to learn the most important lessons of all.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, male orgasm denial, bondage, corporal punishment, and chastity training.

Boy On Display

A realistic short story:

Ever since the recent elections, Michael and Cassie have struggled with their relationship. Michael understands he owns his girlfriend, but Cassie has a special plan for her friends. She suggests stripping Michael naked and displaying him in front of women, but she's unsure if this would help him adjust to his new status. Other suggestions include restraints, a collar and leash, and marking him to ensure he understands his ownership. The idea is just an idea for now.

This 10,000-word story features extensive CFNM dynamics, female domination, male humiliation, bondage, and a public shaving.

Amazon

Here, you can get a list of every book and story I’ve published. Enjoy! Connect with me:

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

our favorite fantasies. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. I’m also available for commissions.

My favorite games:

Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge.

Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same.

Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine.

Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control.

Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation.

Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost.

Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is.

These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me:

ARitter664@gmail.com.

Commissions:

Do you have a fantasy you just have to explore? If you’re interested in hiring me for a commission, you can get started by sending me an email.
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