

Truth Collar

Anna Ritter


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED:  No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. Your non-refundable purchase allows you to one legal copy of this work for your own personal use.  You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and copyright owner of this book.  This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload, or for a fee. Warning:  The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is illegal.  Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.  Publisher’s Note:  This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, businesses, and incidents are from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual places, people, or events is purely coincidental. Any trademarks mentioned herein are not authorized by the trademark owners and do not in any way mean the work is sponsored by or associated with the trademark owners. Any trademarks used are specifically in a descriptive capacity. All characters should be assumed to be consenting adults over the age of 18. The cover model is also over the age of 18. Cover via Shutterstock.

Please be aware that this book includes a lot of fantasy. The acts, images, and characters portrayed in this title are not real. This is a book—a work of fiction—and thus does not include real people. If you are not comfortable with simulated (literary) descriptions of sexual behavior, then you should not purchase or review this book. This book may include bondage, chastity training, BDSM, humiliation for erotic purposes, and much more.

First Edition

Binding Books Erotica

©2024


Contents

Welcome!

Payload Test 42

Connect with me:

Other Works by Anna Ritter


Welcome!

To start off, this was a commissioned project, so please keep that in mind as you start reading. Someone had a fantasy in mind, so they reached out to me to get see what we could create together.

My name is Anna Ritter, and I've been writing female domination and gynarchy erotica since 2018. You can find my short stories, novellas, and novels on Amazon. Now I'm doing commissions!
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I look forward to hearing from you!


Truth Collar

"Here we go," Octavia said as she opened the box. She saw the sculpted plastic around the device, and her heart started beating faster as the excitement washed over her. She glanced over at her boyfriend, and she told him sincerely, "Thank you for trying this. I swear, my friends are going to be so jealous!"

"Right," he agreed unenthusiastically. Beneath that monosyllabic answer, she heard what he really meant, "Let's get this over with." That was fine with her.

Generally speaking, guys didn't have to contend with these kinds of obnoxious fashion trends. More often than not, a guy could buy a coat, hat, a pair of pants or whatever, and wear them for as long as he wanted. He didn't have to think about fashion trends or what spread around on social media. Maybe there were specific subcultures of boys who focused on shoes or wearing the right brands or whatever, but that hadn't been Adam's style.

She pulled out the collar and held it up for him to see. It was smooth, black, and beautifully contoured. Unlike dog or pet collars, this one was actually rigid with a single hinge. Before she made the purchase, she had called her boyfriend over, wrapped the measuring tape around his neck, and written down the numbers.

"I'm going to turn it on," she announced unnecessarily as she pressed her thumb to the small button.

"Indicate status," came the voice of the automated system built into the collar.

"Wow," Octavia breathed. She didn't think it would be like this. Of course, she had seen plenty of guys around the city wearing Truth Collars, just like this one. The Truth company had stormed social media, flooding women's feeds all across the country. Octavia had been no exception, and she had started thinking about this...a lot.

Technically, she was happy with her boyfriend. Technically, they had a good relationship. Technically, she was grateful for everything she had with Adam. Still, this intrigued her. And when her friends' husbands started wearing them, and their relationships started getting better, Octavia knew she had to ask Adam. He’d laughed at first. "I’m not going to wear something like that. Seriously? You want me in a choker?"

"It's the style," she had protested.

"Do I look like the kind of guy who cares about style?" Adam had asked with one raised eyebrow.

"You look like the kind of guy who cares about his girlfriend and wants to make her happy?" Uttering those words had been a gamble. Deep down, she had wondered about something else, another possibility. After all, they’d been dating for more than five years. At first, when she thought she was ready, she tried to broach the subject. She tried to leave little hints and to allude to the possibilities of what might come next.

Eventually, they talked about it. He said he wasn't ready, not yet.

They couldn't get married. He needed more time.

Deep down, Octavia didn't understand his reticence. They already lived together. She loved him; he seemed to love her. They had a wonderful time together. Only now, there was this question hanging between them. On some days, she itched to walk over to her boyfriend, look into his eyes, and ask, "Is there an expiration date on our relationship?"

Then there were those darker questions...was he looking for something better? Was there a problem with their relationship that he couldn't face? Or maybe he didn't really care about her, but it was just more comfortable to stay with her? Obviously, Octavia tried to shove those thoughts away. She didn't want to believe any of it.

And yet…

As hard as she tried to, these little doubts persisted. They seemed to cling to her. Even when she knocked them away, they buzzed right back like determined mosquitoes eager to feed on the lifeblood of their relationship.

Since there had been so much attention, her thoughts kept gravitating toward the Truth Collar. Online, a surprising number of users had been coy about the exact options. They talked about how it included a limited-AI system, the style, the comfort, and things like that. Lots of guys would go online, talk about how much they enjoyed wearing it, and that would pretty much be it. For her part, Octavia had been a lot more interested in the women. They often posted about how the Truth Collar had actually improved their relationship.

Octavia didn't really understand. For her, it was more about the status symbol and what it represented. After all, it really did seem like a woman could only claim that her boyfriend or husband truly loved her when he was willing to wear a Truth Collar. Online, other commentators had talked about how this was the new diamond; the Truth Corporation had successfully integrated itself as a technology and fashion company by convincing a portion of the population that this symbol really did mean something. It was almost like they had reinvented the wedding ring, only this band could be so much more flexible. A wedding ring indicated something permanent. The Truth Collar simply told the world that there was this guy, and he had agreed to wear this band for a woman. That was it as far as Octavia knew.

With this brand-new Truth Collar in her hand, she glanced down at the device one more time. "Indicate status," it said again.

"What, what does that mean?"

"Are you the handler or the wearer?"

"Handler?" Octavia said.

"Status confirmed," said the device. "Indicate mode. The mode can be changed based on the handlers command at any time." The voice was artificial, obviously. At the same time, there was that feminine grace gliding along every syllable.

"What are the different modes?" Octavia asked. She glanced over at her boyfriend. He was seated there in the corner of the couch, his knees held together, his elbows at his sides. He definitely didn't look happy about this, but he had already promised. That was good enough for her.

"There is a Decorative Mode, one that does not alter the behavior of the wearer. There is a Truth Mode where the wearer will be incentivized to tell the truth."

"That's possible?" Octavia asked, although she didn't actually expect a real answer.

"This collar is equipped with various sensors. By reading the wearer's skin temperature, pulse, breath and other variables, the collar's limited AI will be able to detect attempts at deception with a 98% accuracy rating."

"We are not using that," Adam told his girlfriend.

"I know," she said right away. "We’re just talking about the Decorative Mode." Still, she glanced down at the device again. "What else can you do?"

"Discipline Mode. This includes leashing, training, and punishment."

"No way," Adam said.

"I know," she agreed. "But you did promise me."

He looked back at her. He glanced down at the device. "Yeah, but when I agreed to it, I didn't think you could do anything like that," Adam said.

On some level, Octavia had expected something like this. After all, her boyfriend seemed comfortable with their relationship, but he never wanted to stretch himself. He never wanted to try to do anything special, unique, or different. He had his habits, and he seemed completely content with his life as it was.

That didn't work for her. They were still young. They could have fun. They could go out and do things. Besides, there was something else that she really wanted, and he already said no. At this point, she couldn't take it. That's why she straightened her back, she looked right at her boyfriend, and she reminded him, "You promised me. Are you breaking a promise?" She needed to know. If he said yes, then they really did have very serious problems in their relationship. She loved him, and she wanted to be with him. Just as importantly, she trusted him, but he pouted. She saw his mouth harden into a frustrated line. He glanced to his left, then his right. He kept thinking about what he might do or say.

Finally, he had to realize that he had already pushed his girlfriend too far. Unless he wanted to risk a real fight, he would have to keep his word. He had already made this promise, and disappointing her would be a bad idea.

"It's okay," she said. "I mean, you haven’t been lying to me about anything, so even if I did turn on the Truth Mode, it wouldn't really be a big deal."

"Right," he said.

She opened up the collar, stood up, and walked over to him. She brought it closer and closer to his neck. "Chin up," she said. She liked giving him that instruction. It felt good. It felt right somehow.

Adam pouted for another second or two, but then he inclined his chin, and she slipped the band around his neck. "Wearer detected," said the voice. "Currently set for Decorative Mode."

"How does it look?" Adam asked with just a slight edge in his voice.

His girlfriend shifted her weight from her right foot to her left. "Actually, it looks really good on you." She considered him for a few more seconds. "Go on, and stand up for me. Do a little turn."

"I'm not a fashion model," he groused.

"Come on," she said. "This is fun."

"Right," he said. "Fun." Reluctantly, he pushed himself up onto his feet.

"Now do the turn," she said.

"You know what? I think we should just get this thing off of me right now," he said.

"What?"

"I don't want to wear this," he told her.

"But you promised," she pointed out.

"I know, but…"

"What?" Octavia asked, her eyes narrowing into aggressive slits. She studied him. At the same time, she could feel something start to break deep within her. She had tried so hard to be with him, to play with him, to flirt and to do everything a good girlfriend was supposed to do. Only right then and there, she could feel something twist. She could feel that weight crashing down on her in a way she had expected. "But what? What are you going to tell me right now?"

He looked right into her eyes. "Take it off of me," he said.

"Are you breaking your promise?"

He didn't answer. "Take this off of me," he said instead. His voice dropped. Cold and insistent, he stared right back at her. Clearly, he expected her to acquiesce just as she always did. After all, she had been the good girlfriend, the accommodating girlfriend, the girlfriend who would do everything in her power to make him happy.

Not this time. "Are you breaking your promise?" Octavia demanded.

With the collar around his neck, he lifted his hands. He went for that seam right at the front near the base of his throat. Then he grabbed onto the sides of the rigid band, and he tried to pull it off. He was struggling, doing his best to get a solid grip and yanked. The device refused to yield, however. It wouldn't open, and he couldn't get it off.

"Octavia," he said with the temerity to act like he was an authority figure, "Get this thing off of me right now."

"No," she said. Then she stepped forward, and she looked right into his eyes. "Truth Mode."

"What?"

"I wasn't talking to you," Octavia said, right as the band began to speak.

"Truth Mode Activated. Would you like to initiate penalties for deceptive behaviors and statements?"

"Yes," she stated emphatically.

"What is this?" Adam demanded.

His girlfriend batted her eyes. "If you can break your word, then so can I."

"What?" Adam repeated, clearly dumbfounded. He had never seen this side of her before. Normally, when she got angry or hurt, she tried to ball up her feelings. She would go off with a book, cry, listen to her favorite songs, and try to hide away as best she could. Only right then and there, she had her focus aimed right at her boyfriend, and he didn't know what to do. In fact, he actually took a step back.

"Adam," she began, her voice dropping to little more than a sharp whisper, "We are going to have a conversation right now."

"What are you doing?"

"Sit down," she demanded. At the same time, she straightened her arm and pointed to the couch with her finger. They had spent so many nights watching streaming TV right there. It had been a comfortable place, only now Adam glanced down at those cushions, and they somehow seemed menacing to this boy.

Good, she thought. First, he looked amazing in that collar. It triggered something within her. Second, she knew he had gotten too comfortable in their relationship. It had been easy for him. When they first got together, he had been so dedicated, almost like a little puppy dog eager to please his owner. But at some point, he had relaxed and gotten complacent. He no longer saw their relationship as a priority. She could sense all of this. She had suspected for a long time, but now she would know the truth.

His knees bent, and he fell onto the couch. She stood over him. She crossed her arms over her chest.

"You can't do this," he told her. When he spoke, he was obviously trying hard to sound sincere, determined, and even intimidating.

It didn't work.

She couldn't let go of that exasperation, the frustration, and the burnt patience.

"Don't tell me what I can or can't do," she said. "As far as I'm concerned, this has been coming for a long time. First, do you love me?"

"I'm not going to dignify this with an answer," he said.

"You know, the Training Mode is still an option," she told him.

"You wouldn't dare," he said.

"Is that what you really think?"

"Yes," he shot back.

"Deception detected," said the Truth Collar. He blinked and looked around, almost like he expected someone else to elucidate what was going on for him. Instead, the collar did as it had been programmed to do. He hadn't noticed the subtly placed electrodes along the curves of the collar's interior. But now, the battery shot a spasm of electricity through the embedded wires, along the electrodes, and straight into his skin.

He flinched. His eyes watered. There had been just a brief snap of electricity.

"That stung," he exclaimed, without really knowing who he was addressing. Right away, his hand shot back up to the collar, and he tried to tear it off again. His knuckles turned white as he pulled with all his strength, but this industrial technology had been especially well-designed. The good folks at the Truth Corporation had known what they were doing. The CEO had her goals, and she made sure that everything went perfectly. Maybe he would have been able to get that collar off with a pair of bolt cutters or a disc grinder, but he didn't have either of those in that moment. No matter what he did, that band would remain in place around his neck, whether he liked it or not.

"Good," she replied with more deadpan than she had intended. Only then, she flexed her fingers, stretched her arms downward, and forced herself to relax. She took a slow breath, and then she focused on her boy again. "Adam, you and I are going to have a conversation right here and right now."

"And what if I don't want to?"

"Then we go to the Training Mode," she replied.

His lips parted, he drew in a breath, and he got ready to say something. Before he could speak, she cut him off, "You don't want to test me, Adam. I care about you, but that might be a problem right now."

If he didn't understand, he was smart enough to keep those points to himself. That's why she sat down, she straightened her back, and she lifted her hands. She ran her fingers through her short, blonde hair. She glanced down, then she focused her blue eyes right on him.

"Why did you agree to wear the collar?" There. That sounded simple enough.

"Because I care about you and I knew it was important to you," he said.

"Deception detected," said the Truth Collar. He flinched again as the electrodes delivered a fresh blast of electricity. The energy sizzled across his skin. It lasted for an instant, just a fraction of a second, yet that was enough for him to drop his head down and hissed through his teeth.

"You don't care about me? You didn't think it was important to me?"

"I care about you," he said.

This time, the collar didn't answer. He had told the truth.

Without revealing it, Octavia exhaled a relieved breath, one she hadn't even realized she had been holding.

"You were lying about something just now. What was it?"

"Nothing," he snapped.

"Deception detected," came the mechanical voice. He flinched again.

Octavia tried to feel bad about that. Then again, he was technically in control. He could decide when or if he would be punished. If he didn't want to feel that sting of power buzzing across his skin, then he could just tell the truth.

"Adam, why did you agree to wear the collar?" Octavia demanded again.

"Because I wanted to get you off my back!" Adam snarled. At the same time, he braced himself. Eyes open, he stared in some random direction as he waited for another sharpened jolt. It didn't arrive. Instead, he closed his eyes for another couple of seconds, only to open them. He found his girlfriend staring at him intently.

"You want to get me off your back? Is that how you feel?"

"Octavia…"

"You want to break up?"

"No!"

In that instant, they both waited. Nothing happened.

He didn't want to break up, she thought. That was good. Only now, she needed to move. On her feet again, she walked back and forth a few times. Then she turned back to him and crossed her arms over her chest. She leaned down, and she stared right into his eyes, "Adam, do you love me?"

"Yes, I love you," he said.

"Do you want to marry me?"

"Yes," he said. "I just need time!"

Before he could finish the sentence, the collar chimed in, "Deception detected." Fresh voltage raced through his body. Snapped along his skin, making him flinch. He bowed his head forward.

"Have you been leading me on? Do you ever want to get married?"

"I, I…"

"Answer me, Adam. I swear, I will turn on the Training Mode if that's what it takes."

"I don't want to get married," he said. "We have a really good thing going here. I don't want to mess it up. I, I don't think it's important."

"It is important to me," she said. Still, she watched him, and she waited for the collar to activate again. Moment by moment, she almost wished her boyfriend would get jolted for another deception. It didn't happen, however. He was staring up at her, and then she realized something. "You really have been lying to me. You have been leading me on. You said you just needed time, but that's not true, is it? So how long were you going to string me along for? Months? Years? As long as you could get away with it? Is that it?"

"Octavia…"

She turned, and she started to head back toward their bedroom. He jumped to his feet, and he was going to follow her, only she spun back. Her golden yellow hair slapped against the back of her neck. Eyes blazing, she focused on him. She jerked one finger into the air, and she looked right at her boyfriend. "No. Don't follow me."

Frozen in place, he stayed right there as she headed into the bedroom. The door slammed shut a few seconds later. In the meantime, this boy still wore his collar, and he didn't know what to do.

As far as Octavia was concerned, there was a right answer. Guys could get frustrated and upset when it came to dealing with their girlfriends and wives, but there was pretty much always an easy answer: empathy. If guys could just try to listen and be sincere, then she was confident they could work through any issue.

Obviously, she was disappointed about his reluctance to get married. But there was something else. Her eyes were wet when she threw herself onto the bed. She brought her palms to her forehead, pressing down as she whispered, "He lied to me. That bastard lied to me." That was the part that grated against her psyche. That was the detail that left her raw, frustrated, hot and angry all at the same time.

He lied to her again and again. They had talked about their long-term plans.

But he just wanted to string her along. He just wanted to have fun, to date, and to mess around. He didn't want to make any kind of serious commitment.

Ironically, Octavia couldn't even decide how she would have felt if he had simply told her the truth. Right away, she figured they could have worked through it. If she had known what she would be getting, then she could have made a real decision about whether or not this relationship was for her. She didn't think she would leave him over something like a proposal, but now she wouldn't get to know, especially because he had lied.

Worse, he had done it consistently. He had done so without any hint of remorse. At the same time, she hated that blazing ache of feeling stupid. She went back to all of their conversations of how she had trusted him, how she had believed him.

She pushed her head back, she closed her eyes, and she considered what she was going to do next.

Dramatically packing up her bags and leaving would have been one solution. She could have gone off and stayed with her friends before she found a new place to live. She could break up with Adam and terminate the relationship. If she stayed, she would feel like an idiot. That much was obvious.

He had manipulated her. Was he just going to get away with it?

No.

That's when another idea occurred to her.

He was wearing a Truth Collar. It looked good on him, and now she made her decision.

Even so, Octavia didn't jump up onto her feet. She didn't rush back through the door either. Instead, there was this slow tug to the corners of her mouth. She wiped the tears from her eyes, and then she laced her fingers behind her head. She stared up at the ceiling, and she continued to contemplate this. She needed to make a good decision. She wouldn't act hastily or rashly. She wouldn't rush ahead and make some dumb error. After all, this was her relationship, and she had to ask herself a question.

Did she love her boyfriend?

Yes.

Since she loved her boyfriend, did she want to stay with him?

Yes.

If she wanted to stay with him, could their relationship stay the same?

No.

Little by little, she came to the right conclusion.

Adam didn't know what to do. At several points, he wanted to walk over to the bedroom door, knock gently, and go talk to her. Each time, something stopped him. He wasn't sure what it was exactly. Maybe there was a hint of anger at the back of his mind. Or maybe he simply understood that he needed to give her time. Either way, he stayed there in the living room.

With his knees pushed together, he contemplated what might happen next, what he might do, what he might say, or what kind of strategy he could employ. Then again, this wasn't a game. He wasn't trying to "win". Still, he needed to get her to calm down.

Since he couldn't confront her directly, he pulled out his phone. He tried to distract himself with his games, apps, and social feeds. For the most part, it worked.

Minutes rolled by, and then he heard the door open. He wasn't sure exactly how much time had elapsed, but it didn't matter because he rose to his feet as his girlfriend walked back into the room.

"Don't say anything," she said.

"Octavia, we really need to talk. I know there's a lot to say, and I want you to know that I love you. We can work through this. If we talk about it, sure we can come to a good compromise," he began. There was so much more. He wanted to say, but her voice cut across his words. Then he realized what she just said and where her words were aimed.

"Activate Training Mode," she stated flatly.

"Training Mode activated," said the Truth Collar.

"What are you doing?"

"Adam," she said sincerely, "You try to be my boyfriend. I wanted you to be my husband. Obviously, those options didn't really work out, but I still love you, and I think you love me."

"I do!"

"That's why we're going to try something else. From now on, I'm the trainer, and you are the slave."

He blinked. He looked back at her. He studied her sleek cheeks, her eyes, the contours of her nose, and the slow smile along her lips. Then he stuttered out, "You, you have to be joking. You're not serious. You can't be serious."

"I'm very serious," she said.

"You can't just do that," he said.

"Shock," she replied.

He didn't understand, but the Truth Collar had been set to Training Mode. This device had been intended for young men just like him. Wayward, uncertain, deceptive, manipulative, and generally unable to make their own decisions, these were the boys who needed to be controlled. They need to be owned. Throughout history, there have been men just like Adam. They needed training, and now any woman could do it when employing the Truth Collar.

By now, the system had mapped the sound of her voice, just as she had known it would. At this point, the device understood the command, so it delivered the round of voltage. Painful electricity seeped into his skin, making him stumbled back.

"It's still set at Level 1," she told him. "We can change that if necessary."

"Octavia, this isn't funny!"

"Really? I think it's actually pretty funny," she said before she started snickering. "I mean, you didn't want to be my husband, so I think a new change of status is in order anyway. Now, let's make it official, shall we? Get on your knees."

"Not doing this. I don't care what you saw online. I'm not going to be a slave!"

"Shock," she said.

He tried again. He shoved those words out onto the air as though he could convince her.

"Shock," she said.

The blasts of energy rocketed across his skin, lighting up his pain receptors. His eyes watered, and his knees buckled. Gravity yanked him down as he fell to the floor. On his knees in front of this beautiful girl, he looked up. He studied the contours of her legs, the curves of her waist, her chest, her neck, and then her smile again. "Let's try something simple, shall we? Go back to the kitchen. Crawl. Come back with a piece of chocolate in your mouth. Don't unwrap it. Just hold it between your lips and bring it to me."

He drew in a breath. When his lips parted, he sincerely believed he would be able to argue with her. And yet, the blasts of electricity really did sting.

At first, he told himself that he was going to obey just in order to get her to change her mind. He’d play along with her for a couple of minutes, she could have her fun, and then they could have a real conversation as equals. That was the plan as he started to crawl toward the kitchen.

Down on his hands and knees, he felt ridiculous. Then again, that was the entire point. She watched him, and she experienced something else.

He couldn't know it, but there was that spark of heat between her legs, along her nipples, and deep within her psyche.

Then she understood.

For a long time, Octavia had felt like she didn't have any kind of control in their relationship. While other people would have relied on therapy, she came to this conclusion as she controlled her boyfriend.

No, she silently corrected herself. He wasn't her boyfriend. He was her slave now.

Slave. Servant. Property. Plaything. As those different ideas ran through her head, Octavia waited for some rush of guilt or a prick of doubt. Instead, she felt good about this. For too long, she had wondered about the terms of their relationship. Now there was a clearly set hierarchy, one where she was at the top. Better yet, he crawled. Then he came back a few seconds later, and he had the piece of chocolate wrapped in tin foil tightly in his mouth. She crouched down, extended her arm, and waited for him to drop it into her hand like a dog playing fetch.

"Good boy," she said.

"Okay. I played your stupid game. Now, can you take this collar off of me?"

"No," she said. "In fact, I think you're going to beg me to keep that collar on you."

"What?"

"Beg. Stay on your knees, hold your hands together, look up at me, and convince me that you really want to wear that collar. Convince me that I should keep it on you for a very long time. While I train you."

"This is ridiculous," he insisted. "You can't train me!"

"Actually, I can and I will." She jumped back to her feet, considered the boy down on his knees, and waited for him to obey.

"Shock," she said.

"I'm not going to do it!"

"Shock," she said again.

Each time, the Truth Collar delivered another bite of electricity. Energy flashed across his skin, making him growl and snarl. He flinched as the pain snapped through his body. It felt like getting slapped, only there was no invisible hand. Instead, it was just beautifully calibrated electricity that would activate the pain receptors without causing any genuine harm.

"Truth Collar: Increase to Level 4," she said.

She jumped the punishment intensity by three levels. Again, she waited for some doubt or a hint of guilt. Nothing arrived. "Before, those were just helpful little reminders. This is going to be a real punishment. Now, what are you going to do?"

He dipped his head down. He glanced to the left, then his right. He kept searching for some kind of response. He didn't know what to do or say. That much was obvious.

Good, she thought. She liked having this boy uncertain. She liked knowing that he was pushing all of his efforts into figuring out the correct response, only he couldn't figure it out for himself. The answer was right there, and it was waiting for him, but he wasn't smart enough to speak it. Then again, he didn't like what she expected of him. Too bad, she reflected.

"Are you going to beg?"

"No," he snarled.

"Shock!"

Pain!

It was a blazing flash, one burst, an all-consuming deluge of sensation. He remembered being a teenager, stripping off his bike, crashing to the concrete, and feeling that stab of pain as he hit the unyielding ground beneath him. It was like that, only worse, and it flared across his entire body. He cried out. The next thing he knew, he was on his side.

Octavia nudged him onto his back, and she pressed her foot down against his chest. She didn't look like some medieval mistress. She wasn't wearing a corset, black boots, or anything like that. In fact, she looked more like the girl next door in her converse sneakers, the white socks, the snug denim of her jeans, and her simple, dark green T-shirt. With her blonde hair framing her face, she smiled down at him. "I can do that as many times as I want. And you know what's going to happen to you?"

"What?"

She pulled her foot away from his sternum. Now she bent her knees down, and she looked right into his eyes. "You're going to be a good and obedient boy for me. I'm going to train you. I don't care if I have to break you again and again. You have developed some really bad habits, so I'm going to fix you, Adam. Say it."

"You're going to fix me," he repeated the words, one after another without even realizing what he was saying. Then he understood that he had just given in. More importantly, she could make him do this again and again.

"Beg for your collar," she instructed. In the next moment, she turned away, stepped down on the couch, dressed one arm over the cushions, crossed her legs, and waited. With her eyes locked on him, she studied her boyfriend and waited. Her patience wouldn't last forever, but she clearly reveled in seeing that uncertainty dance and play across his face.

A nervous gulp dropped down the length of his throat. Suddenly, he was on his knees. Just as she had commanded, he raised his hands together with one set of fingers braced against his other knuckles. "Actually, you should be naked for this," she decided.

"What?"

"Get naked," she said. "I want you on your knees, right in front of me, and he won't be wearing anything except for that Truth Collar."

He opened his mouth to protest. Their eyes met, and he seemed to read the resolve written across her features. She knew what she wanted, and she wasn't going to settle for anything less than his total subjugation.

He stripped. He pulled off his shoes, his socks, his shirt, and then his pants. He was wearing just his boxers now, and he glanced up at her again. With just his eyes, he seemed to plead with her. She shook her head. No, she wasn't going to change her mind. No, she wasn't going to discover some untapped reservoir of mercy. She knew what she wanted, and now she was going to get it.

After all, she had felt so naked in front of him. When she had told him about how she wanted to be with him forever. She had said that she thought they should get married and that she would like to have that kind of permanent commitment. At the time, he had nodded along, saying that they could do it. Maybe someday.

But now, he was naked, and she loved seeing that band around his neck. Better yet, she knew she could punish him with just a breath.

There was something so refreshing about understanding these clear terms of their relationship.

"Go on," she said like some queen giving an unnecessary command to a peasant.

His nostrils twitched, and he tried to get angry. Only then, he glanced back up at her, and he focused on the shine of her lips. In that instant, he knew that defiance would be a bad idea.

In position, naked, collared and ready to obey, he forced down the last of his defiance. "Please? Please, keep me collared. Please, keep me collared as your slave."

"How did that feel?"

"I didn't like it," he said.

Only then, she slipped right off the couch, she kneeled in front of him, and she reached up with one hand on the back of his neck. With the other, she slid her fingers down between his legs. Her fingertips played along the base of his cock. She squeezed him, massaging, teasing, and stimulating this boy. His eyes widened, his breath stuck in his throat, and the heat splashed across his frame.

"Look at that. Slavery fits you," she said. "You're already getting excited."

"That's not fair," he insisted. "You're touching me!"

"And you love it," she said. "But if you're a very good boy, maybe I will let you service me. Would you like that? Would you like to go down on me right here?"

"No," he said, practically hissing out that single syllable.

"Yes," she replied, her eyes shining. "But first, you get to finish begging." She slid away.

With his prominent erection right there between his legs, he flexed his fingers. Tension tightened his body. He was torn between fear, frustration, and arousal. Clearly, he no longer knew how to think. That's why she helped him, "Go on. Go on and be a good slave. Tell me how much you want to stay collared. Tell me how you love your collar."

He opened his mouth. He was about to say something rooted, consulting, or antagonistic. Then he stopped himself. He could still remember what that last blast of electricity had been like. He couldn't take it. He couldn't tolerate it.

"I, I..." he began. Even as those words started, he didn't know how they would end. He didn't know how to craft this sentence, or what he might say next. "I belong in a collar. Please, please, Octavia. Please, keep me collared. Please, I love being collared. I love being your slave."

There. He said it. He said those words, so she had to be satisfied.

Only then, he realized he had forgotten about the last part. She stood up, she kicked off her shoes, and she started to slowly get out of her jeans. The denim slid down her thigh, to her knees, and she pulled off her pants altogether. At the same time, she watched him and asked, "Adam, when was the last time you went down on me?"

"I, I don't know," he said truthfully.

"And you know why you don't know?"

"I don't…"

"You can't remember because it has been a very, very long time." She had been thinking about this for months or weeks. It had always been an aggressive, angry set of thoughts, one that she hated and had tried to suppress. But now she had that collar locked around his throat, and she could punish him with just a syllable. Consequently, she decided she should explore these feelings…

"Octavia," he began.

She was wearing just her shirt, her panties and socks. She stood above him. His eyes slid along the triangular fabric between her legs, and he couldn't suppress that flash of desire. A different kind of need seemed to grip him. As the different emotions battled inside of his head, arousal seemed to take control.

"Shush," she said. "I'm talking, and you're going to listen."

Her boy went silent, just as she knew he would. While he fumed and pouted, she savored that moment. She had just silenced him. All it took was one quick sentence, and he had stopped talking. Like so many other girls, she had endured those situations where she would be in a group setting with different guys, and they would talk on and on without any real insight. They would bluster, dependent more on confidence and self-assurance than anything else. It always seemed like those were the guys who assumed that if they just spoke for long enough, they would eventually stumble upon something intelligent or insightful.

This time, Octavia didn't have to deal with that. She could just silence her boy.

The idea excited her in a way she hadn't anticipated. Heat coursed through her frame. She peeled off her panties, sat down, and spread her legs.

"Come here and lick me," she commanded.

His eyes widened, but now she leaned forward, rested her elbows on her knees, and smiled at him. "What's wrong, Adam? Are you frustrated? Frustrated by the fact that I'm not going to let you talk right now? I mean, I'm in charge, and I gave you a command. Besides, it's not like you can talk and service me at the same time."

His lips parted, and it was obvious he wanted to defy her dictate. At some other place or in some other instance, it would have been easy enough. Only right then and there, he couldn't force himself forward. He couldn't go against her wishes. So instead, he shifted his weight from one knee to the other.

Then she casually reached out and made it easier for him. Her fingers ran through his hair, and she grabbed him, taking him, and pulling him close. She brought his face up between her inner thighs, and then she issued an order. "Lick."

With his mouth already pressed against her crevice, he didn't get much choice. Granted, he could have tried to hold out, only she could still issue the command, deliver the punishment, and make him twitch or writhe on the floor as he demonstrated exactly how skilled the engineers at the Truth Corporation had been.

Mouth open now, he obeyed her. He licked, sliding his tongue along her sex. At first, he stayed there at the exterior. His appendage slid up and down along her opening, and it felt good, but she still wanted to teach him. There was a reason why this was called the Training Mode.

"Do you remember what sex used to be like, Adam? I mean, you would go down on me sometimes, but you didn't like it, did you? You would only be down there for just a couple of licks. Well, guess what? Now you're going to stay there for as long as I want. Do I get one orgasm? Two? Three?" Excitement rippled across her voice as she taunted him. "I can have as many as I want, and you can't stop me! In fact, you're going to obey me like a good and obedient boy because I'm not giving you any choice! That's what training means!" Octavia laughed like this was some kind of joke or game.

For her, it was.

She threw her head back, her golden yellow hair brushed along her shoulders, and then she yanked on his head. With her fingers pressed at the back of his skull, she pushed him between her legs. His tongue slid against the walls of her pussy as he went deep.

He could taste her excitement. Before this, he had always thought of going down on this girl as some kind of treat or reward. Maybe he never used those words out loud, but he assumed that sex started and ended with his climaxes. That was never a specific idea; it was just an assumption he made, one that he had never questioned.

Only now, she squeezed her inner thighs against his cheeks, held him in place, and that's when he understood what was happening.

She just came!

There were those gasps, panting moans, and so many other delicious little sounds. They resonated from deep within her chest as he made her climax.

He wanted to pull back, to look up at her, and to negotiate.

Only this young woman had already made her position clear. She wasn't going to stop with one.

She proved it.

"Keep going," Octavia ordered.

His girlfriend gave the order, but he hesitated. His tongue slowed down. He tried to stop.

Only then, she let go, and he stumbled back. He was about to say something, only she touched a finger to her lips. He understood the gesture. She expected him to remain silent. He didn't know what to do. Before Adam could make the decision, she punished him. "Shock."

The Level 4 blast of electricity shot along his body, making him twitch. He fell to his back, and then she laughed at her naked boy. Still wearing her T-shirt, she smiled down at him. "Get back up on your hands and knees. Get back up between my legs, boy. You know you're not done. That was just one orgasm, and I'm still thirsty for more."

Breathing hard, he didn't know how to obey her. Only then, some instinct seemed to kick in, and he yielded to her wishes. Like a good and obedient slave, he soon found himself back in position.

This time, she made it worse for him. Octavia didn't grab Adam by the back of his head. Her fingers didn't run through his hair, nor did she grab onto his scalp. Instead, he simply had to press his face up against her pussy and lick.

Like a good boy, he obeyed. Understanding how she could unleash another storm of agony, he gave her what she wanted! As her good boy, Adam lapped at her sex. His tongue darted up and down, going in deep. He swirled his tongue to the left and right, in diagonal and orthogonal lines. He worshipped her just as she expected.

For this young woman, it wasn't just a matter of the physical sensation. It was power. It was unadulterated authority. It was knowing that she could take what she wanted.

Lots of men learned to enjoy those feelings and fantasies when they were little. Octavia had never really indulged in those kinds of power games. But now she had him collared, and he’d begged to remain in that band. Good, she thought with another laugh. She couldn't think of one good reason to let him out. He could stay collared for her, she could train him, break him, and completely reshape him. If he didn't want to be her husband, that was fine with Octavia. He could be her slave instead!

A second orgasm kicked through her body. The third followed just a few minutes later.

"That was incredible," she said. "But now, I want to see what else you can do with that mouth of yours." Tilting her head to the side, she made a decision. "Come here and lick my breasts," she said. "Suck my nipples. Let's see how you can make me feel."

Even if he had enjoyed the contours of her chest, he quickly realized this wasn't a treat or a reward for him. On the contrary, she wanted this for herself. She could be greedy; she could be selfish. She didn't need to worry about this boy or his desires.

These were the truths with which he had to contend. She peeled off her shirt, unhooked her bra, pulled away those soft cups, and tossed it onto the floor. She was naked now, yet that didn't give him any kind of advantage.

He leaned forward. He straddled her right there on the couch. He may have been on top, but her eyes shined with that same knowledge from before. She still owned him. He had become property, and no physical position would change that simple reality.

With his knees braced on the couch to her left and right, he tried to say something. She shushed him. Taken back again, he hardened his lips into another frustrated line, but she nudged him down, and he bent his face in the position. His lips were right there, just in front of her stiffened nipple. "Lick. Suck. Pleasure me," she ordered.

Again, she basks in the simple satisfaction of getting what she wanted without having to consult him. He didn't get a vote; he didn't get to argue with her either. He would do this, and she could enjoy herself! With a little chuckle, she felt that first sensation. He latched on like a good boy, wrapping his lips around her nipple. His tongue moved down, flicking against the tip of that one special spot. Her eyes widened. She was surprised by the rush of satisfaction, especially considering she had already enjoyed several orgasms.

Casually, she reached up, and she scratched her nails against his shoulder blades and down his back. He whimpered.

Good, she thought. She wanted to mix the pleasure and pain together for him.

He squirmed. He was hard. His cock was pressed against her, and she enjoyed it, especially because she laughed and called out, "Truth Collar: set Chastity Protocol."

Obviously, this boy didn't know what that meant, so she leaned down while he continued to service and pleasure her. "Basically, if you get close to an orgasm, you will get a Level 8 shock. It will be powerful enough to knock you back and to keep you from coming. It's amazing what these sensors can do, don't you think? I mean, the AI is powerful enough to sense whether or not you are about to come. No more orgasms for you, not without my permission!"

He kept licking. He kept sucking. Bobbing his head down and up, he worshiped her just as she expected and demanded. Even so, she laughed. She could sense that chagrined expression played across his face.

In fact, she decided she wanted to look into his eyes as he understood what this meant.

She pulled on his hair, cupped his head back, and gazed right down into his face. "Please. Please, tell me you're joking. There's no way this collar can do something like that," he said.

"Yes, it can," she said. "You want proof?"

"No!" he squeaked out.

"Yes," she replied, nodding her head slowly down and up. "In fact, let's test it, shall we?"

She put her hand on his chest and nudged him back. He stumbled off of the couch and fell, hitting the carpeted floor.

"Kneel right there," she said, pointing to the center of the room. He scampered into position. Soon, he was on his knees again. "Hold one hand behind your back. Good boy. Now use your right hand, and I want you to start rubbing yourself. Squeeze your cock hard. Let's take you all the way to an orgasm. If you really don't think this is going to work, then it shouldn't be a problem. Right now, I want to see you do your very best. You can come for me."

"But the collar…?"

"Oh, sorry. I mean, you're going to try to come for me." She grinned ferociously.

"This isn’t fair," he said, only he had started to obey. He had his left hand pressed against the small of his back. With his right, he brushed his fingers along his cock. He squeezed. He fondled himself. While she watched, he massaged his shaft. At the same time, his muscles tensed and tightened as he brought himself closer and closer to that release.

She watched. Not only that, she wondered whether or not this would really work. Of course, she had read through the brochure and some of the manuals. Skimming those instructions online didn't really prepare her for something like this, however. Again, that overwhelming sense of power surged through her, and she knew what she craved: more!

Something stopped him.

"I can't!" Panting hard, he jerked his hand back.

"I'm not going to punish you for defying me right now. Instead, I’m going to tell you this. If you can enjoy an orgasm, right now, I won't keep you in the collar."

He looked back up at her. "Promise?"

"I promise," she said.

He glanced around again. Clearly, he was searching for some other option, some other possibility. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't find an alternative, especially when this was the best offer he was going to get, and he knew it.

Reluctantly, he brought his right hand back up to the base of his cock, and he squeezed. He closed his eyes, threw himself into some fantasy, and started working himself up all over again. His erection had remained, only now he pushed himself closer and closer to that point of desperation. The orgasm was right there, coming closer and closer. He had played with himself on many different occasions throughout his life. He knew his body, and he knew he was getting closer and closer! He was almost there, almost…

Agony!

An explosion of force seemed to rocket through his body, throwing him back as the electricity crashed into him. It crushed every other thought, every other idea, anything resembling awareness.

When his vision cleared and his thoughts came back, he found himself on his back. This time, his owner stayed right there on the couch.

"Did that hurt?"

"Yes…"

"Did you come?"

"No…"

"No," she said. "As long as you're in the collar, you belong to me. By the time I let you out, you will be a completely different boy. You'll be eager to please, desperate to serve, and ready to follow every single command I give you. And to think, we could have done something else, except we didn't, did we? You had to go and lie to me. But don't worry. You're never going to lie to me again, are you?"

"No. I will never lie to you again," he said. When he spoke, Adam didn't know if those words were a promise or a simple observation. After all, she could discipline his body, which meant she effectively owned his mind as well. She could sculpt his personality into something new, something different, something better for her.

She stood up. She looked down at her boy, and then she nodded toward the bedroom. "Go to our room, spread yourself out, and get ready for me to tie you down."

"What? Why?"

"Because I want you to feel helpless," she told him.

Adam had been allowed to ask one question. If he tried to ask another, he knew she would start to get annoyed or angry with him.

Bowing his head down, he started to crawl. "Perfect," she told him.

His nostrils twitched, and he hated her approval in that moment. Still, she leaned down, and then she brushed her hands along his back, all the way to the curves of his buttocks. Once there, she squeezed. It was a demeaning, humiliating gesture. Then again, that was exactly what she had intended.

He went into the bedroom, he pulled the blankets off of the mattress, and then he lowered himself down. He spread his arms and legs. Even if he didn't have any restraints on his wrists and ankles (yet), he still felt trapped. After all, that girl would decide what happened to him. When she could unleash that torrent of agony with just a breath, she could do whatever she wanted with him. Over and over again, he came back to that simple reality. In truth, the method became a lot clearer. Before this, Adam had faced those strategic questions just like so many other boyfriends. Where could he make a request? Where would he want to push or try to shape an argument?

She came into the room, went to the closet, and then she came back. As far as he knew, they didn't own any ropes, shackles, or straps. But then, he saw some of her scarves. His brows tightened.

She slipped up onto the mattress, straddled him, leaned toward his right wrist, and then she started to tie him to the bedpost.

In those opening seconds, he didn't really think this would work. After all, those were just scarves. They weren't really intended to hold a captive.

She switched over to his other limb, and then he tentatively touted. Furtive now, he did his best to avoid her notice. Still, she seemed to sense his intent. "Are you trying to get away?" Octavia asked her enslaved boyfriend. Before he could answer, she giggled to herself, "It's okay. Seriously, I don't mind. In fact, I want you to struggle. I want you to feel helpless. I want you to know that it doesn't matter how hard you fight me because I'm always going to win from now on. Isn't that right, boy?"

Boy. He hated how she could talk down to him like that, but she had asked the question.

As such, Octavia expected an answer. If Adam didn't give her one, he knew he would regret it. After that last electric shock, he broke almost immediately.

"You're always going to win. That's right," he said. "From now on, you're always going to win." He repeated those words, almost as though he hoped he might be able to find some logical flaw within that statement.

Despite his best efforts, he saw the truth. She was in charge now.

She worked quickly, tying him down. Suddenly, those snug scarves had been folded, pulled into place, drawn tight, and knotted. She had one for each of his wrists and another pair for his ankles. With his body spread out, his naked frame on display, and that collar around his neck, he had no way to escape or resist.

Straightening her back, she let her gaze slide along his frame. She studied him intently. "Very nice," she said, nodding to herself. His abdominal muscles tightened. His stomach twisted.

"What, what are you going to do to me?"

"Whatever I want," she said. "But mostly, I want you to acknowledge your status first."

"My status?"

"You know…" Octavia reminded him.

When he breathed in, he could feel the cold air against his teeth and up along the roof of his mouth. Still, he understood what this woman wanted. Just as importantly, he knew what would happen if he didn't give it to her.

He puffed out his cheeks for just a moment, then he closed his eyes, and he broke once again. If there was some kind of barrier behind his eyes or between his ears that allowed him to protect his independence, it shattered under the weight of her gaze. After all, he couldn't escape. He already knew it. Tied down like this, he really was at her mercy.

"My status is as your slave. I, I belong to you."

"Can I train you like a pet?"

"Yes," he acknowledged. "You can train me like I’m your pet."

"You're going to do whatever I want, won't you?"

"Yes," he said, forcing the word out. "I will do whatever you say. I am yours."

"Can you escape?"

"No," he said.

"Try," she said.

He blinked, uncertain. "What?"

"Try," she instructed as she slipped back between his legs. Kneeling over him, she watched and waited. "Try to escape. Let's see what happens."

"I already know. I can't get out of these things," he said, glancing at the scarf on his left wrist.

"Shock," she said. The zap of electricity flashed along his body, making him shout and twist instinctively against the restraints. "This isn’t a discussion, Adam. When I tell you to do something, you obey. And what did I tell you to do?"

"You want to watch me struggle," he said. "You want to make me fail."

"Exactly," she said. "So let's see what you can do."

His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands, and he hated every second of this, but he didn't get any choice. He grunted, he jerked against his right restraint, then his left. He pulled on the scarves until the soft fabric dug down into his wrists and ankles. Thrashing now, he fought as hard as he could. "Shock," she called out, delivering another jolt of pain. "Come on. You can do better than that! If you don't convince me that you're trying your very best, I'm going to have to keep punishing you," she promised. "Shock! Shock, shock, shock!"

He bucked and threw himself from side to side, channeling every iota of strength he had within his arms, legs, and down into the core of his torso. Still, it wasn't enough.

Finally, he broke. Exhausted and spent, he had nothing left.

"What have you learned?" Octavia asked him.

"I can't escape you, I can't get away."

"Exactly," she promised.

She turned off the Chastity Mode, she stroked his cock, and she slipped into position. Braced above him, she rubbed his shaft. His body responded; he reacted. With a groan of hope, he could enjoy this moment as she embraced him, claimed him, and trapped his cock right between her legs. "From now on, you won't lie to me. From now on, you belong to me," she said, turning those words into a promise.

If he hoped to speak up and to convey something important, this boy didn't get the chance. She touched her fingers to his lips to silence him. Then she started riding him.

Octavia took her time at first, gliding up, then down and up again. She favored the feel and friction of his body. Right there between her legs. She clenched down, and he nearly came right then and there.

He held out. "That's right," she said. "I haven't given you permission to come yet. In fact, maybe I should ride you and keep you on edge. Should I do that? Would that be good for you?"

All at once, he knew the correct answer. "That's a decision you have to make," he said, clenching his eyes shut. Now, he told her, "You are in charge, and I belong to you. I will always belong to you. I can never escape. I can never break free. I belong to you now and always!"

"Now and always," she agreed with a laugh. She rode him, take your time. She sped up. She slowed down. She embraced every moment. More importantly, she thought about how she could do this whenever she wanted. He couldn't argue. He couldn't protest or stop her.

This boy could only enjoy the boundaries she set for him. With that idea in mind, she threw her head back, she laughed, and she sped up again, sliding her body along his cock until she was ready.

"Now," she ordered. "Right now. I want you to come for me right now! Give me that orgasm! It's mine! You’re mine!"

She called out those words, one after another, breaking something else within him. His cock obeyed just as he did. He clenched as she tightened down. The rush of release flooded his system. His member throbbed, and he lost control. With his eyes open, he looked devotedly at that girl, and he recognized her for what she had become: his owner.

He belonged to her. Just as she said, he would always belong to her!

Pleasure rushed through his body, only then it was done, and she pulled away. She looked down into his eyes. "Was that a joke? Were we playing?"

"No," he told her with a quick shake of his head.

"When you promised to be my slave forever, what was that?"

"The truth," he said.

"The truth," she agreed. Right before she pressed her mouth down against his, kissing him and reminding him once again of his new status.

The End
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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!
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