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Wild Drone 
 
      
 
    Bowing his head down, Colin exhaled as he rushed into the room. He hated this moment even though he had already been called into the meeting. 
 
    Seated around the conference table, eleven women went silent once he entered. Up front, another woman with red hair glanced back at him as well. They studied him, a few smiling, others looking more annoyed. 
 
    “I’m sorry to interrupt,” Colin said, doing his best to come off as both demure and helpful, “But I was instructed to see if there was anything I could do for you.” 
 
    “Please tell me you don’t hire boys for analyst positions,” said one of the ladies, a stranger. She must have been visiting from another firm. 
 
    The redhead up front smiled and gave a quick shake of her head, “No. Of course not. Colin here is one of our assistants and he’s really good at being an office boy. Isn’t that right, Colin? Didn’t you win an award or something?” 
 
    Colin blushed as the women looked back at him. This cadre of women controlled so much money, power and influence. They were all successful businesswomen and entrepreneurs, the kinds of ladies who could stroll through the halls of power and make it look normal and natural. 
 
    “I received a commendation for my attendance,” he said. 
 
    “That’s right,” said the redhead, snapping her fingers. “You haven’t missed a day of work, have you?” 
 
    “No, ma’am,” he said quickly. Then he glanced around again. Some of the girls were studying him hungrily, like they couldn’t wait to get him alone in his cubicle. “Is there anything I can do for you?” 
 
    “I think it’s time for a coffee and snacks run,” she said. 
 
    Colin glanced around, quickly pulled his phone out, and he did his best to type out the notes as the women called out their orders. The ladies at this table probably assumed his job was easy, but keeping track of their different requirements and special requests made things tricky. 
 
    Even so, he didn’t complain, not when he was lucky to have this job in the first place. 
 
    Then he came upon another one of the women. With her straight brown hair, glasses, and expensive suit, she seemed like an accountant or maybe one of the lawyers. She glanced up and said, “Colin, how long have you working here?” 
 
    “Three years,” he replied truthfully. She glanced down at her computer screen, arched an eyebrow, and nodded to herself. 
 
    “Is there anything I can get you?” Colin asked. 
 
    The woman stared at him for several more seconds. Around her, her colleagues were probably becoming impatient, yet she didn’t care. “A mocha frape,” she said, “And a cookie.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said right away even though this email was probably his age. While she could ascend the corporate ladder, earning one promotion after another, he could maybe hope for the opportunity to become an office manager someday. Maybe. If the women around him decided they really liked him and didn’t mind giving him that faux veneer of authority. 
 
    Once he had everything, he quickly scurried out of the room. Although the door closed behind him, he could still hear them. 
 
    “That was a cutie,” said one of the women. 
 
    “Don’t try anything,” said another. For just a moment, Colin loved the idea that maybe he had a champion, a female at this firm who would give him a little bit of respect and keep the others at bay. Those hopes disintegrated as the same woman continued, “That cutie is mine!” 
 
    “Ladies, stop worrying about the boy and let’s get back on track.” 
 
    With another nervous gulp, Colin headed for the elevators. He needed to get their coffees and snacks soon or he would be in trouble. 
 
      
 
    At the café, Colin shifted his weight from side to side. Things haven’t gone well. First, the line had been long. And even though the boys behind the counter were rushing around, eager to get the orders out as quickly as possible, the sheer number of customers made it difficult. Sure, most of the female clientele probably assumed these boys were lazy since they didn’t have high-powered jobs like theirs, but those boys rushed around, doing their best. 
 
    Aside from the long line, Colin grimaced as he listened to the woman in front of him. She had on a tailored, black suit. It showed off her best curves. Her black hair came down to her shoulders in wavy lines. 
 
    Rather than place her order right away, she started flirting with the boy behind the counter. 
 
    It was obvious that guy, Drew, didn’t quite know what to do. He was polite and friendly, just as everyone in customer service needed to be. And yet, he had other people who wanted to place their orders. He didn’t know what to do or what to say. He had to keep a smile plastered on his face. 
 
    Occasionally, Colin heard some of the other boys, especially back at the office, complain about this. “It’s not fair,” one guy groused. “The women don’t have to smile. If a woman doesn’t smile, she looks powerful and the domineering. They keep telling me I need to seem cheerful.” 
 
    Colin had nodded along, but he knew better than to agree, especially since he couldn’t risk drawing any attention. 
 
    That’s when his thoughts drifted back to the girl who asked him about how long he had been working at the firm. There was something about the glint in her eyes, something interested and dangerous. Or maybe that had been his imagination. 
 
    “So what time you get off?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, ma’am,” said the barista, “But my manager doesn’t want us to give out that kind of information. She says it’ll distract us.” 
 
    “I’m sure that would be true with other women,” said his patron, “But if you and I hit it off, maybe you won’t even have to work here anymore? I could take care of a boy like you.” 
 
    The young man blushed, glanced down, and gulped. Before he could say anything that might offend his customer, a woman came out from the kitchen. “Drew, don’t waste this nice lady’s time.” 
 
    “Oh,” said the customer with a wave of her hand, “He wasn’t any bother at all. In fact, he is very much focused on pleasing the customers.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it,” said the manager. 
 
    Finally taking her cue, the customer headed off to wait for her order. 
 
    “How are you doing?” Colin asked. 
 
    “Things are a little bit stressed, but I’m good,” said the boy. 
 
    Colin started to read off his order, working his way slowly through the list because neither of these boys wanted to make any mistakes. For Drew, things could go badly if his manager got pissed off. For Colin, he could get fired. He was just a boy. If he pissed off one of the women, it wasn’t like he had any recourse. Besides, considering his special circumstances, getting another job would be pretty much impossible. 
 
    “Thank you for all your help,” Colin said, making a point of dropping a dollar in the tip jar. 
 
    Just as Colin started to walk away, he noticed the thin, black leather band around the barista’s neck. It was mostly hidden by the edge of his shirt. Most of the boys on the street and in the shops would wear something similar, a mark that they were all owned. 
 
    Technically, the collars weren’t legally mandated, but most handlers and guardians insisted on them. So far, Colin had gotten away with lying, and no one had called him on it. 
 
    He wondered if maybe he should buy one, if only to hide his secret just a little bit better. Or maybe it would attract even more unwanted attention? 
 
    Refusing to worry about those issues right then, Colin kept his back straight and waited off to the side. All of the tables were taken up by women who were busy playing on their phones, typing away on their laptops, or discussing important business decisions with their colleagues. 
 
    With just a glance, Colin noticed several other office boys like himself. They were all waiting to get their pastries and drinks so that they could rush back to their respective offices. 
 
    All the boys stood around, just a little bit nervous. If a woman bumped into any of them, it would be his fault. For a second, Colin glanced over at another woman, and he wondered what it would be like to own a laptop or a cell phone. 
 
    For a man to purchase such device, he needed permission from his guardian. Obviously, Colin couldn’t get that. Getting to play with the technology would have been fun. Lots of boys had phones or laptops. In fact, specially designed versions were available. They inevitably came with specific software to monitor and regulate digital behavior, but Colin probably could have worked around that. 
 
    Again, that would have been a foolish risk. 
 
    One of the baristas called out his name, so Colin rushed forward, grabbed the bags, and headed back out onto the street. 
 
      
 
    As he handed out the drinks and pastries, Colin did his best not to seem nervous. He moved quickly and efficiently. One of the women blew him a kiss. Another winked at him. A different female got up at strolled past, surreptitiously reaching out and grabbing his buttocks. He let out a little grunt of surprise, which made all of the women to turn and chuckle. 
 
    At least most of them laughed. 
 
    One of the women, that same girl with dark brown hair and glasses just studied him. 
 
    At this point, he knew it wasn’t his imagination. She was watching him, searching for something. 
 
    Doing his best to seem inconspicuous, Colin focused on his work. And once he finished, he looked around and asked, “Is there anything else I can get you?” 
 
    “Actually,” said the same redhead who had been up front before. “Colin, the holiday party is coming up pretty soon. You don’t mind getting things ready, do you?” 
 
    “No, ma’am,” he said. “I can take care of that.” Theoretically, that wasn’t part of his job, but it was understood that the domestic side of taking care of an office would be handled by the boys. 
 
    “Good,” said the redhead. “You may go.” 
 
    He bowed his head down again and headed for the exit. Just before he left, Colin lifted his gaze and glanced back over at the girl in glasses. He kept hoping that she would be back on her phone or typing away at a computer or something. Instead, she still had her gaze in his direction, only now the corners of her mouth seemed to twitch upward. 
 
      
 
    “Miss Daria would like to see you,” came the announcement. 
 
    Right away, Colin jerked his head up. He had been engrossed with his computer, searching for different decorations. The lady of the office expected an excellent party with the right kind of hors d’oeuvres, wine, and entertainment. 
 
    “Who?” Colin asked, squinting as he tried to remember all of the different lawyers, accountants, and analysts who worked at the firm. 
 
    “She’s new,” said the other office boy before shrugging. “Floor 17.”  
 
    “Thanks,” Colin said as the other guy departed. 
 
    Puffing out his cheeks, he had this little flash of doubt, like maybe he was in trouble. His first thought? He probably messed up one of the drink orders, and now a frustrated lawyer or accountant decided to berate him for it. Too often, these alpha girls decided they could take out their frustrations on the boys around them. 
 
    More often than not, they were right. 
 
    As Colin rode the elevator up, he kept reflecting on how the women here could use the men however they saw fit. Simultaneously, there was just one way to get protection: become an office pet. It wasn’t a legal or official designation, but the nickname stuck because it felt so accurate. 
 
    The men here were all supposed to have handlers and guardians, but what happened at work could be ignored, especially since these boys were bringing home paychecks. Guardians and handlers, especially in the case of mothers and sisters, would often look the other way. 
 
    Colin wondered if he should try to become a pet. But then he grimaced as the doors opened. A young woman walked in. She appeared to be another attorney. A little bit older than Colin, she glanced over in his direction. Clearly, she was checking him out. Because he didn’t want to demonstrate a bad attitude, he straightened his back at tensed his muscles. 
 
    A little smirk dashed across her lips, but she didn’t say anything. 
 
    When they got to the seventeenth floor, he got off and walked into the main entryway. A directory greeted him. Before the doors closed behind him, Colin glanced over his shoulder. Sure enough, that woman was watching him. She winked. 
 
    A chill curled up his neck, Colin wondered if he would see her again. 
 
    Probably not, he decided. 
 
    He scanned the directory, found Daria Lindsay and decided that had to be the woman who had called for him. He didn’t recognize the name, but that didn’t matter since she was in charge. As a woman, she outranked him. 
 
    Colin darted down the hallway and soon found himself standing in front of her office door. He knocked quietly until he heard a voice, “Come in.” 
 
    “Miss Daria?” Colin asked, referring to her with that honorific because he didn’t really know her. Strictly speaking, this kind of formality shouldn’t have been necessary, but he, like all the boys at the office, knew it was always better to acknowledge female superiority in those small ways, lest he get a reputation as a disrespectful or disobedient boy. 
 
    “Colin,” she said with a smile. 
 
    The pitch of her voice surprised him. She sounded even younger than he expected. But now he walked in, and he froze. It was the same girl from the conference room, the one with the straight, shining brown hair and glasses. 
 
    “Have a seat,” she commanded, waving him toward the chair across from her desk. 
 
    Feeling like a boy who got called into the principal’s office, he sat down. He kept his back straight and looked right at her, “Will can I do for you?” 
 
    “Nothing…yet,” she answered as she glanced back at her computer screen. Her eyes moved along the laptop until she nodded to herself. “How long have you been working here?” 
 
    “Three years,” he said. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “And you like your job?” 
 
    “I’m very grateful to work here,” he said, knowing this was the correct answer. 
 
    More silence. 
 
    He started to squirm in his seat, wiggling. He remembered his principal back in high school, a woman who wore tailored suits, drove an expensive car, and strode the hallways with unquestioned authority. This girl seemed so much younger, yet she sat there with the same aura of power. 
 
    “Did I do something wrong?” Colin asked, unable to stop himself. 
 
    “I’ve been looking through your paperwork,” she said, “And I think I have noticed a discrepancy.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss?” As he spoke, Colin fought with every iota of self-control to keep his voice from shaking. 
 
    “In your HR file, there’s no information here about your guardian or handler.” 
 
    “Oh?” The temptation to say more rattled through his head, but he stayed quiet. He needed to pretend that he was just a diffident boy who didn’t understand how this sort of thing worked. If Daria decided he was nothing but some kind of ditzy guy, she might let him go. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “I’m looking at your file right now.” 
 
    “I thought those were supposed to be confidential?” 
 
    “Male HR files are not confidential,” she said. “They’re available for the female staff to review in case of discrepancies like this.” 
 
     For a fraction of a second, he wanted to open his mouth and tell her that wasn’t fair. Didn’t the boys deserve privacy and protection too? But if he raised those concerns, he would get a bad reputation, which would inevitably mean getting fired. 
 
      Hoping to salvage the situation, he added, “I’m not sure why there would be a mistake. If you like, I can’t get it fixed, Miss.” 
 
    “Or you could stop lying to me,” she said, turning away from the computer screen and leveling her gaze upon him. Through the shine of her glasses, her eyes were bright. Light seemed to reflect along her irises as the corners of her mouth twitched upward. 
 
    “I, I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Don’t you?” 
 
    “I, I really like working here,” he said. 
 
    “Oh,” Daria answered with a dismissive wave of her hand, “I believe you. I’m sure you love working here, especially since someone messed up. Let me guess? You interviewed, did a great job, and simply ‘forgot’ to bring in your permission slip?” 
 
    Technically, the form had a different name, but she was right. If a man wished to get a job at a company, he needed a permission slip signed by his handler or guardian. Again, this wasn’t a specific law, but the trend had spread to pretty much every major business in the city. 
 
    Daria continued, “And I’m guessing someone probably asked you about it once or twice before simply forgetting. There’s probably a note on someone’s desk about how you need to bring this in, but that manager probably got busy with something else. She has more important things to worry about.” 
 
    Lowering his head, he looked at his hands. His knuckles turned white as his fingers clenched before he finally raised his head and pleaded with her, “Please, don’t tell anyone.” 
 
    “Why not? Are you telling me your guardian doesn’t know you’re here?” She scoffed, probably because such a thing would be impossible. Pretty much every boy was monitored all the time. 
 
    Some boys would get chipped like dogs. Most simply carried phones with all of the necessary software to track their movements over the course of each day before they returned home for their domestic chores and duties. 
 
    “I, I don’t have a guardian,” he said. 
 
    “Really? Are you telling me you’re a wild drone?” 
 
    Colin flinched, his shoulders tensing up. He’d heard the expression before, but wild drones were supposed to be urban legends, boys who somehow managed to slip into the corporate bureaucracy without any woman monitoring his activity. The ladies of the world didn’t appreciate boys who tried to earn money without female oversight. 
 
    As far as they were concerned, these boys would just get into trouble. That might mean drugs or some other addiction. Because really, when the women of the world decided men needed to be controlled, they did it for the boys own good. That had been the argument anyway, always a good justification to strip away one freedom after another until Colin found himself in this woman’s office, terrified of what might happen. 
 
    “Please, don’t tell anyone,” he said. “I’ve been trying to work really hard. I want to be a good employee.” 
 
    “Interesting,” she said, leaning back. “You know, I should report you.” 
 
    “Please, Miss…” 
 
    “Are you willing to beg?” 
 
    His insides tightened up. When he looked over at her, he could tell she enjoyed this, that she loved having him desperate. 
 
    He gulped, swallowing back a chunk of his dignity. Unlike the other boys here, he didn’t have a guardian or handler, so he never faced this kind of humiliation on a daily basis. Yes, he had to defer to female authority, but he could always hold onto that one shred of independence and autonomy. In a woman’s world, he had managed to succeed for the last three years. 
 
    And now this girl might take it all away from him. 
 
    “I’m begging you,” he said. 
 
    “Come over here,” she said. 
 
    Over there? 
 
    “To beg properly, you should be closer,” she said, making those words sound like a lecture. As with so many other young women, she adopted an air of confidence without even thinking about it. 
 
    He pushed himself out of his seat, walked around her desk, and he looked at her. “Please, please don’t tell anyone. Please, I—” 
 
    “You can’t beg on your feet,” she replied, cutting him off. 
 
    His nostrils flared as his lungs filled and he struggled against of the irritation flashing through his body. It wasn’t fair. He wasn’t supposed to get upset, especially when this girl could literally destroy his job with the snap of her fingers. 
 
    Focusing on this one truth, he lowered himself down to his knees. 
 
    “Kneeling is cute,” Daria said, “But I want to see you on your hands and knees. Get on all fours.” 
 
    He stretched forward, put his palms on the industrial carpet and bit back every aggressive impulse as he surrendered to her, “Please, please don’t tell anyone. Please, I swear, I can do a good job here. I don’t need a guardian.” 
 
    “I’ve actually been looking through your performance reports,” she said. 
 
    Colin held his breath since she would have access to all the reports, plus the private once reserved for female eyes only. 
 
    “It looks like you have been doing a pretty good job so far. But I want more from you, Colin.” 
 
    “Miss?” 
 
    She reached down, touched the underside of his chin, and forced him to stretch his neck as he looked up at her. The angle was awkward, yet that was probably the point. 
 
    “You know, the boys here do special favors for the women they work for and serve. I’m pretty new, so I don’t have a special guy yet. What do you think? Would you like to be my special guy?” 
 
    An office pet. 
 
    The phrase jumped into his head, but he resisted the urge to flinch or even look away. Instead, Colin told himself he could handle this. He could figure something out. 
 
    “I’ll do my best,” he said. 
 
    She reached down and patted him on the head. “I’m sure you will. I’m sure you will. But you know, let’s see what you have got.” She stood up casually, lifted her skirt, and hooked her thumbs into the elastic on her panties before shimmying out of her underwear. She let the pale pink silk fall to the floor as Colin remained there on all fours. 
 
    “What, what you want me to do?” 
 
    “You want something from me,” she said. “So you should be willing to earn it. Her eyes brightened with mischievous delight because this was just a game. It didn’t represent her career or anything important, but Colin already knew he wouldn’t be able to find another job like this. For one, most firms didn’t even believe in hiring boys at all. Second, he didn’t have any of the requisite paperwork. This was it, his only chance. 
 
    “I’ll do whatever you want,” he said. 
 
    The pretty, brown haired girl grinned as she sat back down on the edge of her office chair. She spread her legs and tilted her head to the side. “Show me what you can do with that glib tongue of yours.” 
 
    “I haven’t been glib,” he replied. 
 
    “No, but you have lied to your superiors and misbehaved.” Hidden down in the depths of those words was the simple threat. If he didn’t do precisely what she wished, she would reveal his secret to the other women at the firm, and he’d be summarily fired. “Let’s see if we can find a use for you.” 
 
    Colin picked up on the irritation in her voice, so he crawled forward. She didn’t hesitate, reaching down and running her fingers through his hair. With a firm grip, she pulled his face forward, deeper and deeper between her legs until his nose brushed up against her moist sex. 
 
    “Lick. Start out slow,” she said, comfortable taking command and ordering him around. 
 
    Colin didn’t respond at this time. Instead, he obeyed, parting his lips, sliding out his tongue, and just barely touching her crevice. Even so, the flavor ran along his taste buds. Heat played along his tongue, as he started to lick. 
 
    “Nice and slow,” she commanded. “Take your time. You’re not in a rush. You want to make me feel good, don’t you?” 
 
    He still didn’t respond, not while his mouth was otherwise occupied. 
 
    “You look really cute like this,” she said. “And look at that. Your neck is all naked. I never really noticed before.” 
 
    Despite his humiliating position, he still bristled at that comment. She made it sound like just an offhand observation, yet it meant something to him and the boys who had bands around their neck. 
 
    “I bet it must be really reassuring,” she continued as he moved his head with every calculated and deliberate lick. “If you have a collar around that neck, you know you are owned. You know that all of your limitations are irrelevant because there’s a woman out there who will take care of you.” 
 
    There it was again, that matriarchal justification for male submission and subservience. It wasn’t really getting objectified or being dehumanized. Instead, these boys needed to be owned “for their own good”. Again and again, that thread seemed to weave its way through every argument about public policy, women’s rights, and male subservience. 
 
    Still, Colin licked like any other office pet, moving his tongue up and down, again and again until she said, “Faster.” 
 
    Part of him actually wanted to say, “Yes, Miss.” Obviously, he didn’t say those words, but he did obey, licking faster as his tongue delved into her and he moved up and down, flicking for her pleasure. 
 
    “Oh, that feels good. Very good. That’s right. Keep licking. Faster. Faster. Faster!” She was panting now, breathing heavily. 
 
    If any of her colleagues realized what she was doing or how she was taking advantage of him, they would probably just give her a high five add to say something about how she was a “trainer”. That was the popular term for these women. If a boy pleased too many girls, he was a loser. If a girl managed to sleep around with a bunch of guys, she was a trainer. 
 
    One more double standard among so many. 
 
    Luckily, Colin didn’t have a reputation. And even if someone saw him emerge from her office, he wouldn’t lose that much status, especially since lots of the women didn’t even notice in the first place. 
 
    He licked harder and faster, moving his head forward, bobbing his chin up and down, going deeper, then left, then right. He could feel the swollen curve of her clitoris as he worshiped her. 
 
    Gasping now, she gripped his hair with both of her hands, pushing him right where she expected him. She used him, turning this boy into little more than a living sex toy. “That’s right. More. More!” 
 
    “Yes!” She squealed that one word with another burst of ecstasy as the pleasure exploded through her body. Heart pounding and lungs pumping, she pulled him back and held him in place. 
 
    Even though he’d finished, Colin stayed on his hands and knees. 
 
    “Stand up for me,” she said with a grin. 
 
    She leaned back in her chair, smoothed out her skirt, and watched as he obeyed. 
 
    Colin discreetly kept his hands in front of his waist, all as he hoped she wouldn’t notice. After another couple of seconds, she ordered, “Cross your hands behind your back.” He moved slowly, but he still followed her order, crossing his wrists just above his buttocks. 
 
    Inevitably, her eyes strayed down to his crotch, and she spotted the bulge. “Oh, look at that. Someone’s excited.” She adopted the same tone of voice she might’ve used when talking about some animal in heat. 
 
    As his cheeks colored red, he kept his eyes aimed downward. He didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to argue with her, nor would he corroborate what she already knew. 
 
    Then Daria stood up, approached him, put one arm around his waist and pulled him close even as her other hand slipped between his legs. She felt the outline of his cock as she squeezed him and said, “You’re a good boy and you’re going to be a better office pet.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss,” he said, almost panting as her fingers tightened and then relaxed and then gripped again, bringing him closer and closer to an orgasm. 
 
    “You’re dismissed,” she finally said, stepping back with a smug smile on her face. 
 
    He gulped, took two steps forward, hesitated, wondered if he should ask about what she might do, but then he stopped himself and retreated out of the office and back into the hall. 
 
      
 
    Stubbornly, his body refused to relax or calm down. Even as he made his way back onto the elevator, his erection pushed outward. He wished he had some paperwork or a file or something to hold in front of his trousers. He could have used anything to hide that arousal, but it only got worse because a pair of women stepped onto the elevator. They glanced down at him, not bothering to hide their curiosity. 
 
    “Someone’s excited,” said one of the women, chuckling. She had no idea those words mirrored exactly what Daria had said just a few minutes before. 
 
    “As long as the boys remember to behave, I don’t mind if they get worked up a little bit,” she said. These ladies didn’t address Colin directly. Why would they? He was just another office drone. 
 
    A tiny sliver of luck seemed to be on Colin’s side because the doors opened and the ladies got off just another floor down. 
 
    As he exhaled with relief, he wished everything could be that easy. 
 
    A few minutes later, he made it back to his cubicle. He sat down, and got back to work. For a little while, he managed to lose himself in his different tasks. He made photocopies, answered the phone, redirected calls, and worked on planning the holiday party. 
 
    Occasionally, women stopped by, asking him for one favor or another. They gave him instructions and always phrased everything as a request, but these were orders. As a man, the lowest rank in the office, he had to do whatever anyone said. 
 
    But the day came to an end. The office started to get quiet, and some of the senior officials started to sneak off. Later, more and more of the women departed. 
 
    The boys came out and started cleaning as they worked to get everything ready for the following day. 
 
    Only then Colin heard footsteps from outside of his cubicle. He glanced up, expecting to see another guy. 
 
    Instead, it was her. 
 
    “Hello,” said Daria with a smile. “Let’s go for a walk.” 
 
    Without checking to see if he’d actually follow, she turned and strolled away. 
 
    Just a moment later, he jumped to his feet and rushed after her. At first, he kept his head down and didn’t say anything. But then, she brought him over to the elevators, and he thought maybe she wanted him to go back up to her office or something. Instead, Daria pushed the button to take them down to the first floor. 
 
    She got in, and he followed a second later. Just as the doors closed, he turned back to her. This time, he didn’t even bother trying to hide the anxiety in his voice, “What’s going on?” 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about you a lot today, Colin,” she said. She glanced over at him and smirked, one corner of her mouth rising. “And I’ve decided you and I need to have a little conversation, so you’re coming with me.” 
 
    He gulped, which made her smile brighten even more. 
 
    “Please, I went down on you. Wasn’t that enough?” 
 
    She turned to him, put her hands on her hips and said, “Colin, I’m doing this for your own good.” 
 
    His nostrils twitched, but he didn’t say anything. That was smart. Like so many other boys, he had learned that quiet was usually the best choice whenever a woman spoke. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said with a grin. She patted him on the head before turning back to the doors. They chimed when they got to the first floor, and she got out, striding ahead with that same female confidence. 
 
    For a couple heartbeats, Colin didn’t follow her. But then he knew exactly what would happen if he didn’t. She would tell someone. Maybe just let it “slip” as some sort of accident, but his career would be destroyed, wiped away. 
 
    So he chased after her, following her through the large atrium and into the attached garage complex. She strode ahead, her heels clicking against the asphalt as she led him to her SUV. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but there’s a bunch of stuff in my backseat. I think you’re going to have to ride in the trunk.” She pulled out the controller, opened the trunk, and that’s when he saw the black dog cage. 
 
    “You want me to get in that,” he said, his voice devoid of any kind of curiosity. It was a statement, not a question. 
 
    “If you want to have this conversation, then yes.” 
 
    “And if I don’t?” 
 
    “I might feel a pang of conscience and decide to report you. Of course, your manager would have something to say about this, not to mention the police.” 
 
    “The police?” 
 
    “Sweetie, you have been committing fraud.” 
 
    “What? No, I haven’t!” 
 
    “Oh yes,” she said with a condescending chuckle. “Just think about it. You’ve been working here for three years under false pretenses.” 
 
    “But I’m not required to have a guardian, not legally.” 
 
    “True,” she said, “But it is company policy, and you’ve been letting us think that there’s someone at home taking care of you. That probably qualifies as fraud.” 
 
    “It, it...” Colin searched for some coherent answer, some way to prove her wrong. As he pictured himself in a courtroom, female guards all around and the judge glaring down at him, he could practically hear her voice, “I find you guilty of fraud. You will be sent to a reeducation center and receive five years of probation.” 
 
    “Get in,” ordered Daria, only this time her voice made it very clear that he had exhausted her patience. She opened the door on the cage, and he climbed up, then got in. Another female employee was walking by, she glanced in his direction, and only smirked just a little bit. As far as she was concerned, this is probably some game Daria wished to play with her new pet. 
 
    Once inside the dog cage, he flinched again as the door slammed shut and she secured it with a padlock. 
 
    “This isn’t funny,” he said. 
 
    “I beg to disagree,” Daria answered. “I think this is hilarious.” 
 
    His lips parted, and he wanted to say something, but she slammed the trunk hatch shut. 
 
      
 
    This was just a game, a stupid prank. She was a girl, and so she enjoyed teasing the boys around her. That was always a common excuse. Girls would be girls, and they would enjoy teasing the boys around them. It was natural. It was normal. 
 
    At one point, he put his fingers through the bars of the dog cage, grabbed the metal, and tried to bend it. It didn’t budge. Later, he pulled on the metal gate, only to hear it clack and clang. 
 
    Still no luck. 
 
    In fact, Daria called out from the driver’s seat, “Don’t make too much noise. You wouldn’t want me to think you don’t enjoy this.” 
 
    He bit down, fighting the urge to say something. 
 
    When they parked in front of her house, she opened the trunk and looked down at him. “You enjoy the ride?” 
 
    “Let me out of here,” he said, practically starling the words. 
 
    “I don’t like your tone of voice. Maybe I should leave you in the car for a little while.” 
 
    “No, wait!” 
 
    She paused, clearly expecting to hear more. “I’m sorry. I was out of line.” 
 
    “Now, and I expect you to behave. You’re going to be a guest in my home, and I don’t want to have any problems.” 
 
    Colin hated doing this. Sure, he experienced those minor embarrassments like all boys did, but he never had a female focus on him like this. She was being playful and maybe considered this to be some kind of flirtation, but she still wouldn’t tolerate disobedience, so he gave her what he wanted. “I promise, I will behave.” Uttering those words made him feel as though he just lost something. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, opening the lock on the cage door. From there, she stepped back and crossed her arms over her chest as she watched and waited. 
 
    Colin climbed out of the cage. Then she turned and walked away, her hair flashing with a glint of light against her shoulders before she headed up the walkway toward her front door. 
 
    He stumbled, nearly tripping as he made it back onto the ground. Then he chased after her, feeling like some lost puppy dog with every step. 
 
    By the time he caught up with her, Daria had already opened her front door and stepped inside. 
 
    She turned on the lights and spun to face him. “Be a good boy and go get me a glass of water from the kitchen.” 
 
    His lips parted. This felt so strange, serving her despite the fact that he had never been here before. Luckily for him, Colin only had to glance over her shoulder to see the kitchen off to the right. He took tentative steps forward, feeling a little bit like a burglar even though he obviously had permission to be here. 
 
    He searched through the cabinets, found a glass, and filled it with ice and water from the fridge. When he came back, he saw Daria seated on the couch. He was about to join her when she arched an eyebrow, “What you think you’re doing?” 
 
    “You said you wanted to talk to me?” 
 
    “Yes, but I never gave you permission to sit on the furniture.” 
 
    His lips parted again, his jaw falling open. Yes, he knew how women treated men throughout society, and even if she smiled slightly, as though she enjoyed this game, he still didn’t know how to deal with the embarrassment of getting treated like a second-class citizen. 
 
    “Where do you need me to sit?” 
 
    “Get on your knees in front of me,” she said. 
 
    He lowered himself down, held up the glass, and she gingerly took it from him. She took a sip, narrowed her eyes, and decided, “I think this is a little bit too cold. Go get another one. Just water, no ice.” 
 
    She held out the glass as though he were a servant at some party or restaurant. Taking a breath, he rose, took the glass, and refilled it with nothing but water this time. 
 
    He came back and gave it to her and got down on his knees again, this time without the humiliating conversation about the position he should assume. 
 
    She took a sip, then another. She seemed to consider her position and his for a few more seconds before finally asking, “Do you feel guilty?” 
 
    “Guilty?” Her question caught him off guard. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “The firm has been really nice to you, giving you a job and letting you work. At all this time, you have been lying to us.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean for it to seem like a lie,” he said truthfully. “I just really like working.” 
 
    “Really?” She arched an eyebrow. 
 
    “Yes,” he said, hoping she might believe him. “It feels good.” 
 
    “Explain,” she ordered. 
 
    Realizing that Daria actually seemed interested in hearing his perspective, he hesitated for another moment as he deliberated and worked to come up with just the right answer. “It’s different, okay? I mean, I could probably find a girlfriend or wife or something, but I don’t want to be handled. I don’t want to be guarded either. I don’t need a woman to take care of me. I’ve proven that for the last three years. I maintain my apartment, I keep everything clean, and my landlord inspects my space every month. She doesn’t have any problems with me because she knows I’ll always pay her on time. I’m reliable.” 
 
    “That explains why your landlord doesn’t have a problem with you running around like a stray, but what about the rest of your family?” 
 
    He bowed his head down. “I don’t have anyone.” 
 
    “Aren’t you lonely? Aren’t you sad that you don’t have a woman to take care of you?” 
 
    “I don’t want to be a servant,” he said. A moment later, his fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands. Already on his knees, he knew he probably shouldn’t speak the next words, but he couldn’t help himself, not when they had been spinning and simmering inside of his chest for so long. “I don’t want to be a slave.” 
 
    “A slave? That’s a little bit extreme, don’t you think?” 
 
    “No,” he replied, “Not really. I know it might sound extreme to you, but you get to do whatever you want. You get to make your own decisions. No one tries to tell you who you’re supposed to be.” 
 
    “Women face lots of pressures too. In fact, I’m willing to wager women face much harsher requirements. We have to make our own decisions, compete, and succeed. A boy just needs to find some girl to take care of him. That doesn’t sound so bad to me,” Daria told him. 
 
    “I want the chance to compete,” he said. 
 
    She studied him for several long seconds. He tried to meet her gaze, but something inside cracked and broke so he looked down, peering at the floor. 
 
    “I believe you,” she said.  
 
    “So, what, what are you going to do? Can I go?” 
 
    “No,” she said to him. “Not yet.” Leaning back against her couch again, she smiled and said, “I don’t think anyone has ever tried to work with you, Colin. That’s the problem. So let’s see what tonight can teach you.” 
 
    “Teach me?” Colin asked as panic slipped into his voice. “Teach me about what?” 
 
    “You’re just a boy. You’re a boy without a guardian or handler. You’ve been wild for three years. Obviously, you have a lot to learn.” 
 
    “Please, just let me go.” 
 
    She reached forward, lifted the underside of his chin, and grabbed his cheeks, her thumb pressing down against one side of his face, her four fingers firm against the other. “Colin, Colin, Colin,” she said, taunting him with that simple repetition of his name. “You don’t believe me yet, but I know what’s best for you. And I think, after little bit of time together, you will understand the truth too.” 
 
    He inhaled, getting ready to say something else. 
 
    Daria cut him off, “If you really think you deserve independence, then just behave yourself for the time being. I will let you try to make your argument again later on. But right now, you’re going to be a good boy for me, aren’t you?” 
 
    A good boy. That phrase got thrown around so often by the women who ran society: politicians, journalists, bloggers, anchors, and other writers. “A good boy” could be used to degrade, and fantasize, and control boys even as that phrase sounded like some sort of complement. 
 
    Colin kept all of these thoughts to himself as Daria finally let go. 
 
    “I think there are some dishes in the sink. Go be a good boy and wash them for me.” 
 
    He rose to his feet, bowed his head down, and headed back toward the kitchen as a few unintentional words left his lips, “Yes, Miss.” 
 
      
 
    As he did the dishes, he thought back to his childhood and how he had to do lots of chores. Like so many other boys, he had learned that domestic servitude was the most likely outcome for him. A boy might fantasize about becoming a movie star or singer, but most guys ended up as house husbands, diligently serving the women in their lives. 
 
    And now he found himself in that same position, scrubbing the dishes, washing them, drying them, and scrambling to figure out where they went once he finished. 
 
    After he put away the final cup, he looked around, didn’t see any other dirty dishes, and pressed his hands against the counter. His shoulders bunched around his neck. 
 
    He needed to go back to Daria and try again. 
 
    Unsurprisingly, she still lounged on her couch, her knees up, and her phone in her hands. “You have always wanted to?” 
 
    “No,” he said. “What?” 
 
    “It’s always been a fantasy of mine to text my friends while a boy goes down on me.” 
 
    “Would you like me to do that for you?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said, languidly spreading her legs to reveal her sex. While he had worked on the dishes, she had surreptitiously removed her panties. 
 
    “After this, do you think I could go back to my regular life?” 
 
    “Maybe,” she said. 
 
    Understanding that was the best answer he could hope to receive, he lowered himself back onto his knees, crawled over to her, and watched as she spread her legs. He had to get up on the couch with her now. He lowered himself to his stomach and slipped his head between her knees, her thighs, his face finally sliding up against her opening. 
 
    The aroma of her arousal sent heat tingling through his body. He shaft got hard, not that he wanted it to. 
 
    “This is funny. My friend Lisa is going out tonight. Maybe you and I should join her,” Daria said. 
 
    For once, he was grateful that she had ordered him to use his mouth since it meant he didn’t have to risk any sort of response. Instead, he dipped his head down, slid his tongue over her sex, and lapped like an eager dog. He licked her slowly, mirroring his movements from earlier that day. 
 
    “And hey, Jenny is going to the movies. It could be fun, don’t you think? You go down on me while we watch something fun, maybe a superheroine movie,” she said. 
 
    He still didn’t answer. Moving his head down and up, he licked her opening, serving her. 
 
    Although she didn’t give him orders, he tried to move deliberately, taking his time and working her slowly as the pleasure coursed through her body. 
 
    “Oh, that feels good,” she finally started to purr. At this point, she tossed her phone off to the side as though it no longer mattered. Instead, she reached down, grabbing his head, her hands sliding between the strands of his hair as she took another firm grip. Then she started working him, down and deep, forward, then back, deep movements followed by shallow ones. 
 
    All the while, he listened to this woman as though she owned him. 
 
    “Good. Oh, that’s so good. You feel wonderful, Colin. That’s right. Keep licking. Good. Oh yes. More. More, keep going. Oh, that’s great! Good boy. Very good boy!” 
 
    Pretty soon, her words became incoherent as she gasped, panted, and moaned through each wave of pleasure. He felt her body shiver and shake as she climaxed, crying out. Just as back in her office, she didn’t care about the noise she made. 
 
    With her face red, she pulled back. 
 
    “Okay. Now I’m willing to listen to you. Care to try again?” 
 
    “Would you like me on my knees?” 
 
    “I think that’s a good idea,” she said. “It would make it easier for me to listen to you.” 
 
    Before he could stop himself, he asked, “Why?” 
 
    If he hoped that question would puncture some of her confidence, he was disappointed because she told him, “Like so many other people, I’ve been socialized to see boys in a particular way. If you’re hoping to convince me that you deserve independence, then you should probably try to work with me. Think of this as a diplomatic gesture.” 
 
    He wanted to mumble something about how diplomacy required equality, but he held back, instead sliding off of the couch and getting back on his knees. 
 
    “Now, try to convince me that you would be better off on your own even though that would mean making your own decisions and facing the world without the support of a woman behind you.” 
 
    “It’s about independence,” he said, “Personhood. I’m a person.” 
 
    “No one is denying that,” she retorted. 
 
    “No, no one is saying I’m not a person, but everyone is saying I’m not the equal to a woman even though I’ve been able to do everything a woman does.” 
 
    She arched an eyebrow, her eyes squinting slightly as she got annoyed. “Okay,” he allowed. “Maybe I’m not doing anything fantastic. I’m not a lawyer, and I didn’t go to college, but I have been paying my bills. I’ve been responsible for taking care of myself.” 
 
    “Isn’t it a bit tiresome?” 
 
    “It’s hard sometimes,” he allowed. 
 
    “Exactly. You could be so much better off if a woman would just tell you what to do. You could stay home, put on pretty outfits, and serve. You wouldn’t have to worry about any kind of existential crisis.” 
 
    He gulped, knowing that he needed to stop her from speaking, but he didn’t dare interrupt. 
 
    Like she was lecturing him, she continued, “I think that’s a problem with a lot of boys, especially these days. You don’t understand how lucky you are. I mean, yes, you’ve been on your own, but I bet you have always had the prospect of getting married as a possibility in the back of your mind. In fact, did you get the job in the first place hoping to meet an up-and-coming girl?” 
 
    “No,” he insisted. “That’s not why I did it.” 
 
    “Right,” she said, clearly skeptical of his motives. “Then why did you do it?” 
 
    “That’s what I’m trying to tell you. I want to be in charge of my own destiny.” 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    “Because it feels better. Because I want to be a real person.” 
 
    She tilted her head to the side, one corner of her mouth smirking as though she wanted to burst out laughing at him. He glanced down, and she rose to her feet. “I haven’t made up my mind, but I think you and I can have a little conversation about your position. Come on.” She headed toward the bedroom door, he scurried after her, crawling at first before he realized he should walk like her equal. 
 
      
 
    When she came to the bedroom door, she opened it and slipped inside. Once there, she unzipped her skirt, letting it fall to the floor. Next, she unbuttoned her blouse and pulled that off as well. Soon, she had on nothing but her bra. That didn’t last long. 
 
    “Are you enjoying this?” Daria asked. 
 
    He tried not to enjoy the vision before him. She had an amazing body. Petite with perfect breasts and a small waist, she looked amazing. She clearly worked out. Her arms were sleek and toned. Her legs were long and beautiful. In her office outfit, she seemed pretty boring. But now, his cock pressed out against the bonds of his underwear as he stared. 
 
    “Yes,” Colin stared back at her. 
 
    “Good,” she said. “Since I’ve gotten naked in front of you, it’s your turn. Strip for me.” 
 
    “But I don’t have to. You’re not my guardian or my handler,” he said. 
 
    “No,” she agreed, her tone languid and relaxed, “But if you annoy me, I might decide to share your little secret with HR. Or who knows? Maybe it might slip out accidentally?” Her eyes twinkled with delight as she watched him shiver at the prospect. 
 
    While she stood there naked and confident, he began to pull off his shirt, his whole body trembling. Keeping his eyes downcast, he tried not to make eye contact as he stripped, removing his shirt, his shoes and socks, his belt and pants. Soon, he was down to nothing but his boxers. He risked a glance up at this girl and said, “Are you sure I have to?” 
 
    “I’m sure,” she said with that same confidence. As a young woman, she understood how the world had been geared for her success. Now she watched as he pulled off his underwear, removing that last barrier. 
 
    “Look at that. Someone likes this.” 
 
    “No, I don’t!” 
 
    “Then how do you explain that?” asked Daria, pointing down to his erection. 
 
    Colin resisted the temptation to cover himself; he could have dropped his hands in front of his cock, working hard to cover his balls and shaft. But instead, he forced himself to maintain some semblance of dignity and simply stand there. 
 
    Daria strode forward. She peered at him from behind her glasses as the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement and unabashed enjoyment, “It’s okay if you enjoy this. That’s the thing lots of boys don’t want to admit. They secretly need to be controlled.” 
 
    “That’s not true,” he protested. “That’s the kind of BS you find in a romance novel.” 
 
    “Oh?” She was close, so close now, less than an inch away. He held his breath, worried that inhaling might make his chest brush up along her breasts, and he had no idea what might happen if they touched. 
 
    “Just think about it, Colin. Boys go out and buy those books. They watch those movies.” 
 
    “Those movies are made by women,” he said. 
 
    “True,” she allowed, “But they’re still successful. When a boy buys a story about a girl owning him, that says something. It tells us what he really wants. It tells us what he really needs.” 
 
    “That’s not true,” he tried to argue. 
 
    She reached over and touched a finger to his lips. Colin may have been taller, yet that hardly mattered. Women were comfortable looking up and talking down to them at the same time. A sociologist somewhere had probably studied this, writing down lots of notes in a book and maybe publishing a paper to add to her reputation. 
 
    “Yes, it is,” she said, contradicting easily. As far as she was concerned, her opinion was more valid on the basis of her sex alone. “It’s all about market forces. You might want to tell yourself that there’s something boys should read. Maybe they should go out and watch movies about male empowerment or something, but they don’t. They go out, and they watch superheroine movies. They see stories about princes in peril and that’s what they want. That’s what they buy.” 
 
    “It’s not fair, not when they’re socialized from a young age to—” 
 
    “Shush,” she said. “You’re wrong, and it’s cute that you are so passionate about this, but I’m not interested in what you have to say right now, and if you keep speaking, I will put a ball gag in that pretty mouth of yours.” 
 
    His eyes widened. 
 
    “If you don’t believe me, keep talking,” she taunted. 
 
    Again, this probably qualified as some kind of flirtation, but he still felt the heat rise along his body, over his neck, turning his cheeks a shade of red. Ultimately, he pressed his lips together into a frustrated line which will be made her laugh, right up until that moment when she put her hands on his chest shoved him down onto the bed. 
 
    Thrown off balance, he fell, hitting the mattress. 
 
    She scrambled up, climbing on top of him, straddling him. “There we go,” she teased as the excitement sounded through her voice. “Stay still.” As she gave this command, she grabbed his wrists and pulled them up toward the bedposts. 
 
    “Please, what are you going to do?” 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious?” Daria asked. “Whatever I want!” 
 
    She pressed down, touching her lips to his. 
 
    Colin didn’t want to like this; he didn’t want to enjoy it, yet he couldn’t deny the power of his instincts. 
 
    Hot arousal splashed along his skin, down to his deepest core. To make matters worse, she casually reached down and stroked his balls, her fingers gliding up toward the base of the shaft where she wrapped her fingers around it. 
 
    “How does that feel? How does it feel to have me hold your most sensitive part?” 
 
    “Frustrating,” he said. 
 
    “That makes you feel vulnerable,” she suggested. 
 
    It did. 
 
    Daria had no problem reading his expression. “It’s okay. There’s nothing wrong with feeling vulnerable. There’s nothing wrong with being helpless,” she teased. 
 
    “This isn’t right. You should not be able to do this to me,” he said. Only then she gave him a light squeeze, and he gasped helplessly. All the while, she reveled in her power over him. As she stroked and teased his cock, she knew she could do whatever she liked with him. Her eyes glimmered with that extraordinary power she wielded over him. 
 
    “Just relax and let it happen,” she said. “I can do whatever I want with you. You know you want this. You know you need it. It’s biological. It’s who you are.” 
 
    Colin shook his head from side to side as best he could. His lips parted, and he struggled to get the words out. After all, there had to be some way he could argue with her or fight with her. He needed to resist. If he went along with this, that would only prove everything she already believed. 
 
    “That’s right,” she purred. “Lucky you. You’re so horny right now. I know you would do anything for an orgasm. Isn’t that right, Colin? Would you give up anything for an orgasm?” 
 
    “No,” should have been his answer. Instead, his lips started moving, he didn’t understand why, but he panted out a different response altogether, “I, I don’t know!” 
 
    The sounds of her chuckling, giggling laughter hit his eardrums and made him flinch. He tensed up, knowing how helpless he felt when she touched him. “Oh, that I know what you need. You need to learn to let go.” 
 
    Suddenly, her stroking, caressing fingertips disappeared from his cock, and he no longer felt her weight straddling him. Instead, she slipped off of the bed and went over to her dresser. She crouched down, grabbed something from the bottom drawer, and came back a few seconds later. 
 
    “What do you think of these?” 
 
    “No,” he said, his eyes widening. He sat up, only she climbed onto the bed, put one hand on his chest, and shoved him down again. 
 
    Theoretically, Colin should have been strong enough to overpower her, but there was something about her confidence and authority pinning him place like a bug on display. 
 
    “I didn’t say you could get up,” she teased. 
 
    “Please, please don’t put that on me,” he said. He was begging, and he knew it, but Colin didn’t care. 
 
    “You’re a boy. I’m sure you’re freaking out because you think you should be in charge or something. You think you should have power over a situation like this. But you don’t. You’re not supposed to. You’re one of those boys who think men and women are supposed to be equal. But let me explain something to you, Colin. Boys and women are not the same. Boys are meant to serve. That’s why they are bigger and stronger, you know, like livestock.” 
 
    Colin had heard the comparison before, but he never expected it from intelligent, articulate lady like Daria. Just as his lips curled back to reveal his teeth, she grabbed his right wrist, snapped the first cuff around it, and leaned forward, bringing the other half of the restraint around the bedposts. He heard another click, jerked his hand back, and tried to fight the metal shackle, only to fail miserably. 
 
    “Get this thing off of me!” 
 
    “No, I don’t think I will,” she said, grabbing his other arm. 
 
    When she spoke again, her voice was almost hypnotic, holding his attention as she started to restrain his other arm. “Just relax and let this happen. Understand that you are meant to be owned and controlled. That’s why women are in charge. That’s why women will always be in charge. We are stronger and smarter than you. Sure, you can do more push-ups or whatever, but that’s not what it takes to lead, now is it?” She gave a slow, condescending shake of her head. 
 
    “In order to lead at any level, you need real intelligence and maturity, something boys simply lack. It’s not your fault. You shouldn’t feel bad about it. This is just the way mother nature made you.” 
 
    Straightening her back, she looked down at him and suggested, “I can see you want to fight. Go on. Do your best.” 
 
    His nostrils flared, and he knew this was just a game to her, yet he couldn’t help himself. He turned his head to the left, then the right. He inspected the shackles holding him. Right away, he could tell these cuffs didn’t come with some sort of release lever like toys. They were actual cuffs, designed to bind someone and hold them helpless. 
 
    “Is there any point?” Colin asked wryly. 
 
    “Absolutely,” she said. “You could work off some of that masculine frustration. Go on. See if you can get out. If you can actually get out of those restraints, I have a little promise for you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She leaned forward, put her hands on his shoulders, and nearly kissed him again. She was so close. When he inhaled, he caught the strawberry-cherry aroma of her perfume, “If you can get out, I will swear that I will never tell anyone about your status. No one will know that you’re really a wild drone.” 
 
    For several seconds, he wished she would kiss him. But then he managed to suppress those impulses and instead turned his head back to the restraints. 
 
    Rather than try to use strength, he wondered if maybe he could slip his hands out of the shackles. If he could make his knuckles narrow or small enough, he might have a chance. 
 
    He worked at it. Although Daria laughed at him, he refused to listen to those sounds because he couldn’t afford the distraction. 
 
    Given enough time, he really believed he could do it. It would take time and patience, but he didn’t have much of either. 
 
    “I like seeing you squirm,” she said. Obviously getting bored, she reached down and gently grazed her fingernails over his chest. She scratched little patterns over his skin, making him shiver. Bumps rose up along his shoulders as she toyed with him. But then she decided to play with something else, an even better plaything. 
 
    Shifting her weight, she kneeled between his legs. All the while, Colin dealt with the puzzle of his restraints. He tried to squirm, pulling, tugging, twisting. He took his time and didn’t allow his temper to fray. But then his breath caught throat because she had one hand underneath his balls, cupping his scrotum. With her other hand, she started to run the pad of her thumb along his link. 
 
    “You like this, don’t you? You can’t help yourself. Such a horny boy. You love being touched. You love it when a girl pays attention to you.” 
 
    “No, I don’t,” he growled back at her. 
 
    “There’s no need to lie,” Daria replied, batting aside his response. “Just relax and take it. Understand that you belong to me right now.” 
 
    “No, I don’t,” he growled back at her. 
 
    “You could,” she said. 
 
    That made him stop. Forgetting all about the restraints, he jerked his head up and looked down along the length of his body to meet her eyes. He expected this girl to burst out laughing again, but she didn’t. Instead, she seemed focused entirely on him. 
 
    “You don’t need that,” he said right away. 
 
    “Maybe I do?” Maybe I don’t?” She shrugged and went back to teasing him. 
 
    Despite her teasing, Colin needed to focus on the restraints. He didn’t believe her. If he could win this game, then she would let him go, and he could get back to his life. 
 
    But as he wiggled and squirmed, rotating his wrists and trying to make his knuckles as narrow as possible, a different idea kept popping into his head. Persistent, stubbornly stuck right there behind his eyes: what if she became his guardian? What if she became his handler? 
 
    Daria was beautiful and successful. Maybe she would even let him keep his job. He could serve her at work at home… 
 
    No! 
 
    She was just teasing him, messing around with his head to make sure he didn’t succeed. 
 
    If he really believed in male empowerment, then he needed to get out of those cuffs. Sure, she might change her mind. Maybe she was just screwing with him, but he didn’t think so. 
 
    But she squeezed his cock again, nearly making climax. 
 
    “What?” Daria teased, relaxing her grip before squeezing it just a little bit. It felt so good, especially when she moved her palm up and down the length of his cock. “Does that make it hard to think?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Too bad,” she said with a grin. “Besides, if I decide to keep you, then I need to know what’s going on. I need to understand what kind of boy belongs to me.” 
 
    “I am not going to belong to you,” he said. 
 
    “Right,” she agreed with a single word dripping in sarcasm. 
 
    “I’m serious. I don’t want a handler. Or a guardian. This whole system is messed up,” he said. 
 
    As he spoke, the frustration edged into his voice, becoming more and more obvious. Finally, he couldn’t help himself. He started to thrash, yanking pulling, pushing and shoving, fighting the shackles with nothing but brute strength. 
 
    After nearly a minute of flailing, he relaxed, falling back to the mattress. Obviously defeated, he panted. 
 
    Rather than mock him, she crawled forward, along the length of his body. She straddled him, the tips of her knees now pushing under his arms. She leaned forward and inspected his wrists. “These are going to bruise,” she said. Then she looked down at him. “You see? Boys can’t be trusted to make their own decisions. I gave you an opportunity, and what did you do with it? You went and got yourself hurt.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” he grunted back. “I took a risk.” 
 
    “No,” she corrected. “You threw a tantrum.” 
 
    “Just give me another chance.” 
 
    “No,” she said. “Right now, I’m going to figure out what to do with you. In the meantime, you’re going to use that mouth for something productive.” 
 
    Colin was just about to ask her what she meant when she straddled his face, pressing her sex down against his lips. 
 
    At first, he considered whether or not he should try to resist or defy her. But as so many other boys discovered, resisting female authority was pretty much impossible. So he surrendered to the inevitability, lifting his head and gently licking her pussy just as she liked. 
 
    She pressed some of her weight down against his face. She impaled herself on his tongue as his tip flickered and danced along her clit. Within moments, she started panting again, breathing heavily. Clearly, their little “debate” had excited her. 
 
    Colin hated that reality. As he struggled and fought with everything he possessed, this girl just casually teased him and it turned her on! 
 
    But didn’t it turn him on as well? If not, how could he explain his erection? 
 
    Refusing to think about that right now, he instead concentrated on her body and her pleasure. He worked hard, tensing his neck and straining his muscles as he continued to lick and service her. He focused on what she might like best. He alternated the pace and rhythm, sliding his tongue up and down or from side to side, then in tight spirals. 
 
    One question popped into his head as he worked: why was he trying so hard? This girl was blackmailing him, even if she didn’t use those exact words. Even so, he did his best to make her feel good. 
 
    She grabbed onto the headboard, squeezed it tight, and rode his face until she came closer and closer to the point of ecstasy. “Oh, that’s amazing. More, more!” And she cried out, savoring the orgasm as it exploded through her body. She pulled back, her desires mostly satisfied. 
 
    Daria wasn’t the kind of girl who’d settle for “mostly”. 
 
    Peering down at him, she grinned, revealing her white teeth, “Should I have sex with you?” 
 
    “Yes, please,” he said, his voice shaking but quiet. 
 
    “Good,” she said, “Because I don’t think you can stop me in your current position.” 
 
    She slipped back between his legs, straddled him again, lowered her opening down to his cock and enveloped him. She surrounded his most sensitive body part, taking him and making him utterly helpless. 
 
    “Thank you,” he said, only to blink. 
 
    “You see,” she teased and she took him inch by inch, “Can’t you grateful for this? You need a powerful woman on top of you. You want a female to hold you down and put you in your place.” 
 
    His lungs pumped harder, but he couldn’t find the air to argue or disagree. So he accepted her words even as he shook his head. 
 
    But then she grabbed him by his hair, forced him to be still, and just as he wondered what might happen next, she leaned in and kissed him. She loved the feel of his mouth despite the taste of her own excitement. All the while, she plays with his cock, turning him into nothing but a sex toy. 
 
    “I might let you go if you can demonstrate self-control,” she teased. “Show me that you can handle yourself.” 
 
    Colin didn’t really understand what those words meant, but then she pulled up, only to slide back down as the friction of her body against his brought him closer to an orgasm. 
 
    “You don’t get to come without permission,” she said simply. 
 
    As those words left her lips, she started to ride him harder and faster, moving her body up and down the length of his cock. She took him completely, pulling him into her, all the way. Then she looked down into his eyes, she grinned, and said, “You can try begging if you want.” 
 
    For the first couple of seconds, Colin told himself he wouldn’t succumb. He wasn’t going to beg for an orgasm! 
 
    But as she rode him, the pleasure became too intense for him to fight. The anticipation overwhelmed him, shoving aside every single little defense he tried to erect. Male empowerment? Independence? Why would he care about those things? They seemed dull and unimportant when compared to the primal need now racing through his body. 
 
    “Please, please let me!” 
 
    “Only if you beg for the collar,” she said. 
 
    Daria didn’t use the exact words, but she didn’t need to. As she playfully moved around him, she looked down into his eyes and said, “I know who you are, Colin. I know what you really need. You want to be some wild drone. You need a handler. You need a guardian. You need a woman like me to own you and keep you on a short leash.” 
 
    “No,” he said, shaking his head from side to side, but Colin couldn’t tell who he wished to convince: Daria or himself. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “Beg for it. Beg for the chance to be my boy.” 
 
    He pulled against his restraints, futilely fighting those bonds as he threw his head back and surrendered. “Please, please, would you be my guardian? Please, I was wrong! I need to be owned! Every boy needs to be owned!” 
 
    She slid forward again, pressing her lips to his. 
 
    All the while, he somehow managed to hold out, fighting the urge to climax until she broke that kiss and said, “Now.” 
 
    His body tensed as he surrendered to that urge. He shaft pulsated, became hard, the pleasure exploding through him. He bucked his hips up, pushing it to her. All the while, he felt his defiance drain away until he was completely spent. 
 
    For the next few minutes, Colin just closed his eyes, unaware of the world or anything around him. 
 
    But then she came back over to him, she slipped something around the base of his scrotum. Something else encapsulated his shaft. He raised his head, he saw the chastity cage, and then he heard the click of the lock. 
 
    She set the key aside, knowing at this point he would be too timid to try to take it. Besides, he was still strapped down. 
 
    “Tomorrow, we are going to the courthouse, and I will become your guardian. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes,” he agreed. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “You don’t need to worry about anything. You don’t need to worry about being a wild boy. I own you now.” 
 
    “Daria?” 
 
    “Call me Mistress,” she said and she leaned down and rested her head on his chest. 
 
    “Mistress,” he said at once, “Can I continue to work at the office?” 
 
    “I’ll think about it,” she said as she closed her eyes. “Right now, I want you to be quiet. I’m very tired and I think that you are too.” 
 
    She’s right. His eyelids drooped, and exhaustion pressed down on him. But just as he started to fall asleep, Colin couldn’t help himself; a drowsy smile tugged at the corners of his mouth as his new guardian cuddled up against him with her soft hair warm on his cheek. For the first time, Colin truly relaxed because Daria had been right all along. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
   
  
 



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. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. 
 
      
 
    My favorite games: 
 
      
 
    Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge. 
 
      
 
    Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same. 
 
      
 
    Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine. 
 
      
 
    Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control. 
 
      
 
    Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 
 
      
 
    Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost. 
 
      
 
    Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is. 
 
      
 
    These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com. 
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