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Always Honest 
 
      
 
    Emily held her phone. She brushed her fingertips along the smooth screen. Dozens of messages flashed by, some from him, most from her. As the memories flashed from days to weeks to months, she had to wonder the same thing again. 
 
    Was he being honest with her? 
 
    Her philosophy professor had brought this up back when she was in college. 
 
    How can you tell if someone is telling the truth? What is the truth? What if the person you’re asking doesn’t know? If they say something that isn’t technically correct, does that mean he lied? 
 
    What about people who equivocate? 
 
    Disgusted with those questions and everything else, she tossed her phone onto her bed. A moment later, she threw herself down against her pillow. She stared at her ceiling, frustrated. She growled. She actually growled like a wild animal as she kicked out with her feet and stabbed her fists into the air. 
 
    Why couldn’t he just be honest with her? 
 
    Because he was Daniel. Because he was the guy who loved messing around with language. 
 
    She wanted to trust him. She wanted to believe everything he had said, especially when it came to Allie. 
 
    Allie. 
 
    Theoretically, they were supposed to be best friends, and a guy was never supposed to come between them, but things have gotten so messed up. 
 
    Emily pulled her pillow out from behind her head. Just because she wanted to throw something, she flung it across the room as hard as she could. The pillow sailed and hit her apartment wall before dropping down to the floor. Emily got up, stomped over to it, and she kicked it. 
 
    It didn’t solve anything, but it made her feel better, if only for a couple of seconds. 
 
    Of course, she had a couple of solutions. First, she could have confronted her boyfriend. Daniel could talk his way out of anything. Hell, there was a good chance that, even if he was doing something wrong, he would lie to her and enjoy the challenge along the way. 
 
    That left another option. She could break up with him. 
 
    The thought made her insides clench painfully. She didn’t want to lose him. Yes, that made her pathetic. Yes, she understood this. No, she didn’t want to do it. 
 
    And of course, there was another possibility. Maybe he had never lied to her at all. Maybe he’d always been honest with her. Of course, she couldn’t look past his eyes. She couldn’t see what impulses ran through his head. 
 
    Some of his comments seemed pretty plausible. She smiled at the last time they had been together. After they had sex, he told her all about his favorite parts of her. It was so sweet. He talked about how much he loved stroking her feet, running his hands along her legs. He said he loved her breasts and her stomach, her lips, her eyes. In total, he pretty much listed everything about her. 
 
    He could have been telling the truth. He could have been lying. 
 
    Then there were the less plausible comments he made. He once told her that he didn’t check out other girls. Really? Was that even possible? As far as Emily could tell, guys were all evolutionarily programmed to examine as many women as they could. They couldn’t help themselves. 
 
    It was like an instinct, an impulse they couldn’t possibly resist. 
 
    So was he lying? Maybe. Maybe not. 
 
    The insubstantial possibilities frustrated her endlessly. 
 
    And then her phone buzzed. Emily stopped beating up on her pillow. She trudged back over to the other side of her bedroom and grabbed her phone. There was a message from Allie. 
 
    We need to talk. There’s something I want to show you. 
 
    Emily considered this for a few seconds. She wobbled her head from side to side, not really sure if she wanted to do this. And of course, that only made things worse. If she didn’t trust Daniel, could she trust her best friend? 
 
    Realizing how messed up that all sounded, Emily picked up her phone so they could make some plans. 
 
      
 
    When Emily really thought about it, she didn’t know why she said they could come over. Yes, they. Allie had asked to meet with Emily. Emily said she didn’t want to go out. Allie offered to come over. She had something really important that she wanted to show her best friend. Apparently, that required bringing Ross. 
 
    Emily didn’t know a lot about her best friend’s crush. Apparently, they had flirted quite a bit, but Emily didn’t know if anything had happened recently. Ever since Emily officially started dating Daniel, it had been hard to stay in touch with her friend. 
 
    “Whatever,” Emily said as she checked her reflection. She had on a pair of tight jeans and a white tank top. Her outfit looked simple. She thought about putting on some makeup but decided against it. 
 
    Again, she told herself that she was just going to hang out with her friend. Even so, it felt like there was that wall between them, like she just couldn’t trust Daniel. By extension, she couldn’t trust her friends either. 
 
    This was so messed up and not at all fair. But then, no one promised her life would be simple. 
 
    When Emily heard a knock on her door, she jumped up and went to answer it. Allie stood there, her short, straight blonde hair brushing her shoulders just as she looked back from the boy standing behind her. Right away, Emily could tell that something was different. Allie smiled at her friend, her bright blue eyes glimmering with delight. Not only that, she seemed to stand a little bit taller, as though she felt more confident about the entire world. 
 
    If they had started dating, that made sense. If Allie felt secure in their relationship, then she might be willing to take on the entire world. 
 
    Ross. He stood back a couple of feet. If Allie seemed more confident, it almost looked like she stole that sense of security from her new boyfriend. He kept glancing around, only he wouldn’t look at either Allie or Emily directly. 
 
    That was strange. 
 
    Emily had only hung out with Ross a couple of times, and never alone. Even so, she had always gotten the impression that he, like so many other guys, had an instinctive sense of his own self-importance. It was infuriating, especially in a place like Crystal Canyon. 
 
    “Hey, girl! It’s great to see you!” Allie chirped as she stepped into the apartment. Ross stood back—apparently timid? 
 
    That didn’t seem like him. 
 
    Emily raised an eyebrow, still expecting him to jump forward, maybe throw out his arms and make some obnoxious announcement about how he had arrived. 
 
    “Follow me,” Allie said, her voice sounding surprisingly like a command. 
 
    If Ross behaved differently, so did Allie. She seemed to stand a little bit straighter, her shoulders back, her eyes roaming around everything she saw. She seemed more like a predator. 
 
    Emily didn’t exactly know what was going on, but she smirked at the change in her friend anyway. 
 
    “You have anything to drink?” 
 
    “A bottle of wine if you’re interested,” Emily replied. “Red.” 
 
    “Girl, that sounds awesome,” Allie glanced over at her boyfriend. “You mind if I take care of it?” 
 
    Ross still had his eyes aimed to down at the floor, like he couldn’t bring himself to confront either girl. When Emily shrugged, Allie glanced back at her boyfriend. “Go get us some wine.” 
 
    His expression seemed to shift, going from nervous to calm acceptance, like there were no other possibilities. He walked right back to Emily’s small kitchen, and he began to search for the wine and glasses. 
 
    “What did he do?” Emily asked, glancing over at Ross. 
 
    “Oh? What do you mean?” Allie asked, obviously coy. 
 
    “I’ve seen Ross. He is not usually like this. Either you drugged him, which I don’t think you would do, or he messed up, and now he feels bad.” 
 
    “He didn’t do anything,” Allie replied. 
 
    “But he’s behaving…” Emily started to search for another word, only to decide she didn’t really need one. 
 
    “I know, right!” Allie threw herself down into the couch and brought her knees up as she started to giggle. “It has been amazing! I tell him to do something, and he just obeys!” 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me,” Emily said even as she glanced over toward the kitchen. Sure enough, Ross was still in there. He had found her bottle of wine, and now he daintily poured one glass, then another. He even made sure to find a tray. Holding it with the flat of his hand, he maneuvered like a waiter at some fancy restaurant. 
 
    “Miss,” he said to Emily. Of course, the expression on his face had changed again. Calm acceptance morphed into frustrated acquiescence. He didn’t want to do this, but it looked like he had been blackmailed or something. 
 
    Emily took the glass of wine, surprised at how she had been addressed. “Miss?” 
 
    “I think it’s important for Ross here to address his superiors with the proper deference, don’t you?” Superiors? Deference? 
 
    “None of this is making any sense,” Emily said. She had to assume that her friend was playing a game, that this was some sort of trick. 
 
    “I know, right?” Allie giggled just as she took a sip from the wine glass. Then she set it down, and she peeked over at her boyfriend. She clapped her hands together. 
 
    Emily watched all of this, still confused. 
 
    “Okay. Okay. I’m going to just tell you the truth,” Allie announced. “This is going to sound crazy, and I totally get that, but you need to listen to me. I talked to a bunch of friends, and it’s happening to pretty much everyone. It just started in the last couple of days, but not everyone has noticed.” 
 
    “What? What has started?” 
 
    Allie glanced over at her boyfriend. A wicked smirk touched the blonde’s lips. Then she said, “Ross, would you like to tell her?” 
 
    “No,” he said, the word jumping from his mouth. He looked horrified at the prospect. 
 
    “See that? He doesn’t want to tell you anything. You believe that, right?” 
 
    “He looks pretty unhappy about it,” Emily said, her voice still uncertain. 
 
    “Exactly,” Allie said as she pointed first at Emily, then back at her boyfriend. “He really, really doesn’t want to have to do this. But you know what is amazing? He doesn’t have a choice! She started giggling again, like this was some fantastic joke, one of only a few people might be able to understand. But she still wanted to share it with her friend. 
 
    “You’re saying he doesn’t have any choice?” 
 
    “Watch,” Allie said. 
 
    “No, please don’t. Don’t do—” Ross began to say, except now he was begging. Really, there was no other way to describe it. Even though he still stood there with his hands at his sides, his voice reverberated with abject desperation. 
 
    Allie cut him off, like his words didn’t mean anything to her. He was just making noise. And maybe that was amusing or cute, but she wasn’t about to stop. “Ross, tell us all about your new situation.” 
 
    His expression shifted again. The desperation vanished, replaced by that same calm acceptance from before. Emily watched, transfixed and fascinated at the same time, mostly because she didn’t think a guy like Ross would have the self-control to play this sort of prank. For him, the idea of a joke might be snapping a girl’s bra. 
 
    “For the last three days, I have been unable to resist any command given to me by a woman.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “My girlfriend has decided that I should be her slave and her servant. I do whatever she says whenever she says it. I can’t help myself.” 
 
    “And?” Allie asked. 
 
    “And I think it’s happening to all of the men in Crystal Canyon,” he said. 
 
    “That’s right! I think it’s happening to all of the boys. Just think about what this means,” Allie said. She brought her knees up as she wiggled with her feet. It looked like excitement vibrated through every inch of her skin, and Allie could barely contain herself! 
 
    “This is a prank, right? You guys are just messing around with me,” Emily said, squinting first at Ross, then back at Allie. 
 
    But no. After a few more giggles, Allie forced herself to look serious. “I’m telling you the truth, Emily. I can make them do whatever I want.” 
 
    “No…” Emily said. She was only talking to Allie at this point, as though Ross were nothing but a piece of furniture. It was funny how quickly she could adapt to this new situation, all without even realizing it. 
 
    “Yes,” Allie said. “And I can prove it.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “What you know about Ross? Don’t worry about being nice or protecting his feelings or anything. I know you two have never been friends. Ross, tell us how you have always felt about Emily here.” 
 
    “I always thought she was a stuck up, feminist bitch,” he said. Right after the words left his lips, his eyes widened, and he even brought his hand up to cover his mouth, like he might be able to block any other traitorous words from getting out. 
 
    “See? He has to do whatever I want,” Allie announced. 
 
    Emily stood up. She walked over to Ross, and he took a step back. He was taller than her by several inches. He had pounds of muscle on her, probably to the point where he could have simply wrestled her to the floor. And yet, he retreated back, clearly intimidated by her presence. 
 
    Although Emily didn’t know precisely what to think, she still experienced this little rush of power. It was fun, having a boy right in front of her and watching him fall back, apparently intimidated. 
 
    “Okay,” Emily said. She glared at Allie’s boyfriend for just a few more seconds before she sat down again. She picked up her glass and enjoyed a sip. The wine burned pleasantly on the flat of her tongue. 
 
    “He will do anything.” 
 
    “Take off your shirt,” Emily said. 
 
    “Oh, that was really easy!” Allie said, apparently disappointed in her friend. Even so, both of the girls watched as Ross pulled off his shirt. His expression had changed again, becoming complacent, like he no longer piloted his own body. 
 
    “I’m just getting started,” Emily promised. 
 
    When he heard those words, a little whimper escaped Ross’s throat. Good, Emily thought. For that feminist comment, he deserved a little bit of humiliation. Then again, she wasn’t sure she really believed this. 
 
    “Get down on your knees and crawl over here. Kiss my shoes.” 
 
    “Isn’t it funny how so many girls go to that first?” Allie asked. “Seriously, that was the first thing I made him do too!” 
 
    Emily started to smile, except she kept her eyes aimed at Ross. For a second, she thought she saw this flash of anger, maybe a burst of rage behind his eyes. That would be incredibly hard to fake. 
 
    But then, he lowered himself down onto his hands and knees, and he crawled across the room. He came right up to her shoes. She wore a pair of simple flats, black leather with silver clasps. 
 
    He leaned in and kissed her feet. 
 
    Emily could hardly believe it. 
 
    “Want to take some pictures?” Emily asked, starting to grin. She couldn’t help herself. If this was supposed to be a prank or a joke or something, she didn’t see how Ross would be able to turn it to his advantage. Seriously, the guy was on his hands and knees, kissing her feet! 
 
    “You want him to kiss your toes?” Allie asked. 
 
    For a second, Emily was going to pretend to be disgusted by the concept. But then, she thought of her own boyfriend, how he would never do anything like that. Besides, it wasn’t really going to happen because this had to be a joke. 
 
    “Sure,” Emily finally said. 
 
    “No. Please, don’t make me do it. I already licked her feet! It’s gross!” Ross called out, his voice tainted with worry. 
 
    “I will let you have the honors,” Allie said with a magnanimous wave of her hand. 
 
    Emily pressed her lips together for a moment. She considered the boy in front of her. At the same time, she experienced something entirely new. Usually, when she went out, she was nervous around men. No, she didn’t really think anything would happen. And yet, there was always that lingering possibility, this nervous anxiety clawing at the back of her brain because something might go wrong. Maybe the guy would be drunk. Maybe she would make a bad choice. Maybe he would be just a bad guy. 
 
    As a girl, Emily always found herself on the defensive. Smaller, she had to be aware of her surroundings at all times. Most guys didn’t get that. They didn’t quite understand how intimidating it could be to always be the smallest and weakest person in the room. 
 
    But now, this fresh sense of excitement began to vibrate in her body, building. It felt as though something inside of her had started to boil, and she loved it! 
 
    Taking her time, Emily pulled off her shoes. She used the tip of her right shoe to take the left one off. Then she used her left toes to pull off the right shoe. Her feet were warm, slightly damp. Under other circumstances, she would have been embarrassed about this fact. 
 
    And yet, something about his nervous expression made her completely confident. 
 
    “Do it, Ross. Lick my toes.” 
 
    She watched, transfixed as he leaned in. He opened his mouth and then wrapped his lips around her big, right toe. He moved down, more like a girl giving a blow job. At the same time, Emily felt it, that burst of pleasure right between her legs. The excitement mounted, almost to the point where she worried her friend might notice. 
 
    Instead, Allie just sat back. 
 
    “You’re sure you’re okay with this?” Emily asked, only that question wasn’t aimed at Ross. The boy continued to lick, moving his head down and up as he gently bobbed the contours of his mouth over her digit. Then, as if preprogrammed, he moved to down to her next toe. He licked and sucked, his tongue flicking gently over her toes. 
 
    “It’s fine. Actually, I’m kind of enjoying it. Is he doing a good job? Because if he’s not, we could always spank him.” 
 
    “What?” Emily asked. She nearly climaxed. She didn’t know why, but the idea of having this boy across her lap, whimpering, nervous and maybe even begging, it all turned her on. Excitement seemed to percolate through her body, almost along every inch of her skin. 
 
    When Allie first suggested she come over, Emily never imagined anything like this! 
 
    More and more, she thought it was really happening. This wasn’t a joke. It wasn’t a prank. 
 
    “Now do my other foot,” Emily said, surprised at the ease with which she ordered him around. 
 
    “It’s amazing, right? You can get him to do whatever you want! I mean, I’ve been thinking about this for the last day or so.” 
 
    “How did you figure it out?” 
 
    Allie started giggling. “Oh, that’s the best part! You know, Ross can be kind of an ass sometimes. Maybe he gets drunk. He loves going out and having beers with his friends. Well, we met up a little while ago, and he said something very rude. I answered. I told him to eat me. Then he got this strange look on his face, and he started crawling toward me. He started looking at my crotch like he was some kind of dog! I told him to stop, and he obeyed. I asked him why he was acting this way, and he told me he didn’t know. Then I asked him again, only I ordered him to tell the truth. And you know what? He did it!” 
 
    “This is so incredible,” Emily said. 
 
    “You want to know the best part?” 
 
    “What? What is it?” By this point, Emily was practically panting. 
 
    “Do you mind if I have him stand up?” 
 
    Despite a flash of disappointment, Emily quickly nodded her head because Ross belonged to Allie. Belonged? The thought came so naturally. Technically, one person was never supposed to “belong” to another. She didn’t believe in slavery or anything like that. And yet, she glanced down at Ross. He continued to lick, moving his head down and up, swirling his tongue around her toes even as he gently sucked on them. He was doing an amazing job. This was what Emily had hoped her boyfriend would do. 
 
    But of course, the man in her life had always been so stubborn. He wouldn’t go down on her or even suck her toes, but she always had to please him. It had never been fair, but Emily just assumed that every relationship required compromises. Like so many other girls, Emily never sat down and considered how every “compromise” had her giving something up while her boyfriend could do whatever he liked. 
 
    What if things were different? 
 
    “Stand, Ross,” Allie said, making a big production of it. She motioned him with two fingers, like royalty ordering a peasant around. 
 
    His lips still damp from sucking on Emily’s toes, Ross got to his feet. After he had completed the command, he seemed to come back to his senses, like he could make his own decisions again. 
 
    Emily watched, completely transfixed. 
 
    He looked back at Allie, only now his eyes got big again. Another wave of fear seemed to wash over his face. “No. Please, please don’t do it. Please, don’t make me do it!” 
 
    “Should I make him do it?” Allie asked. 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    As the girls talked, Ross held his hands together. He actually dropped down onto his knees again. “Please, you can’t let anyone else see this! Please!” 
 
    Yeah, this definitely was a joke. There was no way that Ross could ever act this well. 
 
    Despite his pleas, Allie raised a hand and twirled a finger. “Go ahead and pull off your pants.” 
 
    He stood again. The fear vanished, replaced by that ease of movement. More like an automaton, and an actual guy, Ross got onto his feet. He unclasped his belt and unbuttoned his pants. Then he pulled them down. 
 
    “Be sure to hold your shirt up high. We want Emily to see what you have on.” 
 
    With the additional commands, he remained unfocused, yet he obeyed nonetheless. 
 
    For a brief moment, Emily really didn’t understand what she was supposed to be seeing. Then again, perhaps her expectations skewed her vision. Only then she noticed this shimmering of light between his legs. She had expected to see simple, cotton boxers, maybe briefs. She didn’t expect to see panties. 
 
    Yes, panties. Ross wore a pair of pink, satin bikini briefs. He looked cute in them too! 
 
    “Oh my God. He’s wearing panties!” Emily exclaimed. She could hardly believe it. She glanced back at her friend. 
 
    Allie just nodded, like this was the most natural thing in the world. Why else would a boy wear a pair of demeaning panties? 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    If Emily had entertained any lingering doubts about the situation, they had been utterly dispelled. After all, no self-respecting man would put on something like of that, and he definitely wouldn’t show it off to a girl he thought of as a “feminist bitch”. 
 
    “Now, about that spanking,” Allie said. 
 
      
 
    “Please, can I lower my shirt now?” Ross asked a few seconds later. He sounded uncertain of himself, like he wasn’t really sure whether or not he should try to get the girls’ attention. 
 
    “Yes, you can lower your shirt, sweetie,” Allie said to her boyfriend. “But you know, I think we should have a little bit more of a conversation before we proceed with your spanking.” 
 
    A spanking? 
 
    The words sounded so alien to Emily. Obviously, she understood exactly what it meant, only she didn’t think she would ever have the privilege of striking a guy’s backside. In fact, the idea had never even occurred to her. 
 
    It would be so demeaning, so humiliating for the male. How would he possibly be able to live with himself, knowing that some petite young woman had disciplined him? 
 
    She didn’t know; she didn’t care. She just wanted to do it! Now that the idea had been put forward, it felt like an itch deep within her psyche…and Emily really wanted to scratch it! 
 
    “This might be my favorite part,” Allie said. “Actually, I guess I’m lying. It’s all amazing!” She clapped her hands together, excited with everything she said and discovered about her newfound authority. 
 
    Emily sat back, doing her best to hold back her impatience. Yes, she wanted to see Ross gets spanked. She wanted to see him bent over her couch, maybe even across his girlfriend’s lap… 
 
    “Ross, what’s your biggest secret?” 
 
    “I have to wear panties.” 
 
    “Be honest. What’s your biggest secret?” Allie asked again, as though she had already expected him to try to deflect. 
 
    There it was again, that micro-expression: a flash of embarrassed rage shot along his eyes, only to be replaced a second later. Almost serene, he said truthfully, “I enjoy wearing panties. They turn me on.” 
 
    “Do you think that’s because you’re just a sissy? Is that why you always act like a jerk around girls?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Well, what do you think the solution is? Or rather, what solution did I tell you about earlier?” 
 
    “Because I don’t know how to be a gentleman, I should be treated like a sissy. I should be retrained to obey your every command and do whatever you want. I should be your servant.” 
 
    “That’s right!” Indulgent and patronizing at the same time, Allie reached out and patted him on the head. He blinked again, his expression returning to normal. 
 
    “Is it time to spank him?” Emily asked before she really thought about what that question might entail or imply. 
 
    Fortunately for her, Allie was ready. “Yes!” The two girls giggled back at one another, all while Ross stood there, waiting for the inevitable. 
 
    “Do you want to do it?” 
 
    “Yes!” Emily practically squealed. She couldn’t help herself. She felt like a little girl at a birthday party. She couldn’t wait for this! 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    “You’re sure it’s okay?” At this point, Emily didn’t think about Ross at all. In her mind, he was nothing but a toy now, a plaything there for her amusement. Allie, on the other hand, still deserved respect, especially as his…owner. 
 
    Yes, as his owner. He belonged to her because he was her boyfriend. She was the girl in the room, so she deserved all of his respect and obedience. He would need to learn to be humble. Somehow, Emily didn’t think that would take very long, not in a world where his strength meant nothing and his will could be bent with nothing but a few words. 
 
    “Go ahead and play with him,” Allie said. “Punish him. I don’t mind. He deserves it.” 
 
    Emily focused once again on how he had insulted her. Didn’t he know that she deserved his respect? This thought felt utterly natural. 
 
    “Come here,” she said. 
 
    With his pants down and his panties on display, Ross obeyed. He took shuffling steps toward her. “Get across my lap,” Emily commanded. 
 
    She really didn’t know why this turned her on so much. Even so, the arousal plated through her body, intense desire spinning faster and faster. Soon, he lowered himself down across her legs. His ass was up, his face down. 
 
    She enjoyed the curves of his buttocks, that perky little behind on display. It looked even better in pink. “Ross, did you pick this color?” 
 
    “She made me,” he said, his voice strained, like it might break at any moment. He could start crying, Emily realized. Somehow, she almost wanted to see that. 
 
    “Tell the truth,” she ordered. 
 
    “Yes, I picked this color.” 
 
    “Why did you take pink?” 
 
    “Because it’s pretty,” he said. 
 
    “Yes. Pink is very pretty, it looks really good on you. I think you should wear pink all the time. Allie is right to say that you should be her sissy servant.” He absorbed those words, almost as though they were the only truth. 
 
    “Now, do you think I should spank you?” 
 
    “No!” Ross chirped back. 
 
    “Well, you’re just a boy. It makes sense that you would get confused pretty easily,” she said. Emily didn’t know exactly where that sexist thought came from, but she didn’t care. This felt too good to question! 
 
    With the boy in position, she reached to down and placed her hand right on the curve of his ass. She enjoyed the firmness. At the same time, she savored the moment, basking in this power. 
 
    Then she raised her hand, tensed her muscles, and she swung down. Yes! She slapped his ass. Almost immediately, he let out this little dismayed gasp, like the whimper from some naughty little boy. 
 
    Emily didn’t know why, but she loved that sound. She wanted to hear it again! That’s why she spanked him harder this time, slapping her hand down against his tight backside. Underneath his panties, his skin probably started to turn a matching shade of pink. Good, she thought. That’s what she wanted for him. She wanted it to sting; she wanted to watch him squirm and suffer. 
 
    He had insulted her. He had called her a bitch! 
 
    She smacked his behind again and again, her hand flying down in a flurry. 
 
    All the while, he stayed right where she put him. He accepted her authority and her right to discipline him. Ross didn’t argue or complain. His lower lip trembled, and his eyes got wet, but he didn’t tell her that she couldn’t do this. He didn’t even try to argue. 
 
    He took his spanking because he knew that this was his place. 
 
    As a female, Emily had every right to punish him. Besides, his real owner had already given her permission. He couldn’t possibly contradict something like that. 
 
    After nearly two minutes of spanking him, she had to stop. She glanced over at Allie. “Thank you for this. Thank you so much.” 
 
    “You’re going to call your boyfriend, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Emily said with an almost feral grin on her face. 
 
      
 
    Daniel. 
 
    Emily kept thinking of his name as she stood in front of her full-length mirror. She studied her reflection, considering precisely what might happen when he arrived. Now that Allie and Ross had left, Emily started to wonder if she had really recalled everything correctly. What if it had been a joke? What if it had been a prank? 
 
    She didn’t think her friend would mess with her, but Emily still felt that little twinge of insecurity deep within her chest. Even if Ross had been totally genuine and absolutely enslaved, that didn’t mean Daniel would be equally affected. Even so, Emily still wanted to be certain one way or the other. Every time she thought about him in the same subjugated position is Daniel, Emily started to get wet. She sensed this incredible heat kindle deep within her body. 
 
    After Allie and Ross had left, Emily had texted her boyfriend, asking that he come over. At first, he didn’t respond. But then she sent a quick note: I really want to have some fun. Come over right now. 
 
    Normally, she never would have sounded quite so insistent, but Emily needed to know. Even after he acknowledged her messages and promised to head over as quickly as possible, she still had some time to kill. She decided to put on something a little bit different. In her black dress, she looked amazing. She loved the way the skirt flared near her thighs. Her black boots glistened, and she enjoyed that little hint of cleavage just below her neckline. 
 
    She looked amazing, especially as she brushed out her smooth, dark hair. She put on some lipstick, just a little bit of foundation. Altogether, she was ready for him. 
 
    After that, Emily didn’t quite know what to do with herself, so she left her bedroom and went back into the living room. Different possibilities kept playing out behind her eyes, ideas and scenarios she might enjoy. 
 
    Of course, all of that was predicated on the simple idea that Allie had been right, that all of the boys had lost their free will. 
 
    Was something like that even possible? 
 
    Emily figured that some sort of pathogen, like a virus or a bacterium or something, could have gotten into the water. If so, it would make sense that it might affect the men and not the women. 
 
    Vaguely, she remembered an article from high school. Apparently, there was some sort of pathogen that could affect mice. Basically, it would make them run toward cats, rather than away. No one really understood exactly how the human brain worked, which meant that there might be some chemical or substance that really could steal away a boy’s free will. 
 
    If so, Emily really wanted to know about it. 
 
    After a couple of minutes of wandering around her apartment, she found herself back on her couch. She sat up and took out her phone. She could have gone online or checked her email or sent out some messages. Instead, she bit down on the inside of her mouth. Careful not to smear her makeup, she studied the screen. 
 
    Then she lowered her phone, and she hitched up her skirt. 
 
    Emily didn’t usually do anything like this. If she was going to touch herself to masturbate, she would have snuck back into her bedroom and hidden herself away under her blankets, like she worried someone might notice. 
 
    But this time, she felt brazen. 
 
    She started to run her fingers along her panties. Her breathing hitched in her throat, and it felt so good. The excitement began to build, swirling and spinning hotter and faster by the moment. 
 
    This was what she wanted; this was what she craved. 
 
    Then someone knocked at the door right before she could climax. 
 
    With an active burst of willpower, Emily pulled her hand back. She sat up. Then she stood, and she smoothed out her skirt. She walked over to the front door and opened it. 
 
    “Hey, baby,” Daniel said, striding forward. He turned around and swept his gaze up and down her body. Before today, his lascivious attention would have made her itch to retreat. Instead, she watched him. 
 
    “Hey, before we get started, I just wanted to know, how are you feeling?” 
 
    “Let me show you,” he said, stepping closer. He cut the distance between them down to nothing. Taller and stronger than her, he looked amazing. She liked the way his dark T-shirt clung to his biceps and shoulders. He was an excellent example of masculinity, she reflected. But could he be a good example of slavery? 
 
    He leaned in and started to kiss her. For a few seconds, she indulged, savoring the way he pressed his lips down into hers. But after a few more seconds, he tried to push her against the wall, and she braced her legs in place. She wasn’t going to get pushed around, nor would she let him take whatever he desired. 
 
    With her hands on his shoulders, she nudged him back. “Playing hard to get?” 
 
    “Something like that,” she said, lowering her head. She looked up at him from beneath her eyelashes. 
 
    He blinked, tilting his head. Apparently, he finally noticed something was different. Her affect had shifted, becoming something more…dangerous. 
 
    Shrugging it off, he stepped toward her again. “No. Stay right there,” she said. 
 
    And that’s when she saw it, the smirking condescension on his face. But it was only there for an instant, maybe a third of the second. She hardly had time to notice it before it disappeared, replaced by relaxed acceptance. 
 
    Daniel stopped right away. He glanced around, perhaps confused why he wasn’t pushing himself toward his girlfriend. 
 
    “Have a seat. I think we need to talk,” she said. 
 
    He turned around and made his way past the coffee table, toward her plush couch. He sat down, his knees together, his hands at his sides. 
 
    “Daniel, we need to have a conversation,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah, we do. We need to talk about how it’s rude to lead a guy on,” he said, grinning at her. 
 
    “No. That’s not what we need to talk about,” she said, and although she smiled, none of the mirth reached the corners of her eyes. After all, this was the flirtatious, bastard version of her boyfriend. 
 
    “We are going to talk about honesty. I want to know if you have been honest with me.” 
 
    “Yeah, baby. I’m always honest with you. I love you.” For a second, he seemed confused again, as though he had tried to get up, only some unseen force held him down. 
 
    Daniel didn’t realize it, not yet, but the power of her command was enough to keep him bound in place. His body wouldn’t listen to him, not when Emily was there to give him a conflicting command. Her desires and words overrode everything else, even the signals running from his brain down to the rest of his body. 
 
    That actually seemed like a good place to start. Yes, he said he loved her, but Emily doubted him. It didn’t help that she had never reciprocated with that particular phrase. Why not? Because, on some level, she wasn’t really sure she could trust him. 
 
    “Be honest with me. Do you love me?” 
 
    “No,” he said, his voice flat, as though admitting this weren’t any big deal at all. It was the same neutral tone of voice Ross had used. 
 
    “Do you care about me? Be honest.” 
 
    “You’re a hot piece of ass,” he said. 
 
    Emily stared at him. 
 
    He blinked a moment later, shaking his head as though he wanted to dislodge something from one of his ears. He almost looked like a dog trying to shake himself dry. Emily smirked at the image, thinking that he definitely seemed more like a canine, especially now. 
 
    “A hot piece of ass,” she said, repeating his exact words. 
 
    “No. Come on. I didn’t mean to say that. Besides, it’s a compliment! You are beautiful,” he said. 
 
    “But you have to be honest with me, Daniel. Would you break up with me if you thought you could get someone better?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “So right now, I’m just a placeholder.” 
 
    “Yes,” he said, although his answer should have been unnecessary. Maybe the habit of answering, even when she didn’t technically ask a question, was becoming ingrained within his psyche. 
 
    Emily wasn’t certain one way or the other, then she filed that question away at the back of her mind. She could consider it later. 
 
    “Let’s see how much control I really have,” she said, more to herself than to her boyfriend. 
 
    Obviously, Daniel didn’t understand. Even if he had heard any rumors about the girls’ newfound authority, he would have shrugged them off, thinking that it was just some BS rumor, maybe something a girl wrote about online. Girls—as far as Daniel was concerned—could be really dumb. 
 
    “Daniel, stand up and take your shirt off.” 
 
    “I’m not going to—” he started to say, at least until his brain registered those words. A heartbeat later, he was back on his feet. He reached for the hem of his shirt, and he pulled it up, peeling the layer off. Now she could see his biceps, his pectorals, everything that made her want to date him in the first place. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, her voice dripping with impressed condescension, as though she were addressing a dog. 
 
    “Why did I do that?” 
 
    “Because I told you to,” she said. “And that’s not the only thing I can make you do.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    Emily had imagined all of these little tests she thought she should perform, just to make sure that she really could control him. But now, as she studied his handsome face and attractive frame, she really was turned on. The excitement couldn’t be ignored, not anymore. 
 
    “Get on your hands and knees and crawl over to me,” she said. 
 
    Again, he tried to argue, to tell her that he would do no such thing. Daniel was the kind of arrogant guy who automatically assumed that he should be able to take control of any scenario. The idea of subordinating his desires to some girl seemed impossible to him. 
 
    Despite his disbelief, he fell to his knees, he started to crawl over to her. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Now reach under my skirt and take a hold of my panties. I want you to pull them off of me. Take your time. Be gentle.” 
 
    Daniel still didn’t understand what was happening, yet he still experienced every moment. He could feel the soft velvet of the inside of her dress as his knuckles moved along her legs. Then he felt her panties, and he started to pull them down. He took his time, just as she had ordered. 
 
    Why am I doing this? What’s wrong with me? Why can’t I stop? Those questions hammered into his head, but he still didn’t have any answers. Emily lifted one foot, then the other, helping him along as he took her panties off of her. 
 
    Then she lifted her skirt, hitching it up around her waist as she sat down. 
 
    “You know, there’s one thing I really hate about our relationship,” she said. “Ask me what I hate about our relationship.” 
 
    Still braced on his knees, he turned to her. “What do you hate about our relationship?” Daniel asked, sounding as though his body had been taken over by some autopilot. 
 
    The smug swagger that usually lined every word had disappeared, replaced by something else: automatic and unquestioning obedience. 
 
    “You’re never willing to go down on me. I mean, you ask for blow jobs all the time, but when it comes to eating me out, you act like it’s the most disgusting thing in the world. That’s not acceptable, not anymore.” She shook her head, perhaps disappointed in how excepting she had been. 
 
    Then again, lots of guys refused, or so she had told herself. 
 
    Emily smirked again, thinking that such a thing would not fly in this new order. Emily couldn’t know if the situation extended only to Crystal Canyon or the world at large. Either way, she was going to enjoy herself. 
 
    She spread her legs and beckoned him forward. 
 
    “I’m not going down on you,” he insisted. 
 
    Oh, that was funny! “I like it when you try to defy me. First, beg me to let you go down on me.” 
 
    “Please, may go down on you?” Daniel asked immediately. 
 
    “You can beg better than that,” she said. “Beg harder.” 
 
    Now his eyes widened as he brought his hands together. Lacing his fingers, he shook his knuckles in her direction. His voice practically whimpered as he pleaded, “Please. Please, let me go down on you! I need to taste you! I need to feel my mouth between your legs. I want to make you feel good. Please, I want to make you feel so good!” 
 
    Emily didn’t answer. Instead, she reached down for him. She placed her hand on the back of his head, and he looked up at her, his eyes still bright and wide with fear. He didn’t understand what was happening. How could he? He was just a boy. 
 
    She pulled him forward, guiding his mouth toward her slit. 
 
    “Lick.” With that one-word command, she stole away control over his body again. 
 
    Tentatively, he stuck out his tongue and barely touched her. 
 
    No, no, no. That wouldn’t do. 
 
    Emily didn’t get offended or upset. After a few seconds, she realized that his lackluster performance was really her fault. She hadn’t been clear enough. “No. Do a good job. Go deep. Lick me hard and fast,” she said. “Make me come!” 
 
    Immediately, he lowered his head down. Opening his mouth, he pressed his lips right up against her, and he plunged his tongue into her. He couldn’t ignore it; the flavor of her excitement rushed along his taste buds, a physically visceral stab of sensation that he couldn’t ignore. 
 
    On his knees, he bobbed his head down and up, again and again. He licked, swiping his tongue down and up, left and right, over and over. This was what she had demanded, and Emily wasn’t about to let him stop. 
 
    “Good. Good boy!” she called out, laughing with every word. “That’s right. Keep going. Go deeper, harder, faster!” She panted, almost maniacal in her awakened lust. Emily had never imagined that sex could be like this. 
 
    His lips were wet with Emily’s juices, but he had no idea how close she was to an orgasm. A few more flicks of his tongue, and she squeezed his cheeks with her inner thighs. She began to wail, panting and screaming in equal measure. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” she said, gasping the words. 
 
    It was enough to compel him. 
 
    His lips and tongue stayed busy. He nuzzled his face down as close as he could go. Wet heat played along my mouth as he served her like an eager slave boy. Daniel worshiped her body, even as his neck started to hurt and his tongue got tired. 
 
    Somehow, he couldn’t stop himself. Emily could sense it, that frustration vibrating deep within his torso. He kept fighting, doing everything he could to resist the instinct to follow that command, on and on. And yet, no matter how hard he resisted, he didn’t get to decide when this would end. 
 
    For her part, Emily savored sensations, letting them wash over her in waves of pleasure and ecstasy. 
 
    It felt like her body was sparkling. But more than that, this felt like she deserved it. For such a long time, she had been a good girlfriend, doing all she could to be open, honest, and giving. Whenever Daniel had a bad day, she would be there to rub his shoulders and suck his cock. She had no problem giving blow jobs. Of course, she always felt a little bit demeaned on her knees, her tongue working up and down the length of his shaft, but she did it! 
 
    Now, it was Daniel’s turn to take care of her. That’s why it was so easy for her to revel in all of this. 
 
    But as she came close to another orgasm, Emily looked down at her slave boy. She considered his position. Bent down on his knees, he continued to bob his head, his tongue and mouth busy as ever. The sensations splashed through her, this intense stimulation that she couldn’t ignore. And yet, she wondered if maybe she should feel bad for him. Something had stolen away all of his self-control, rendering him helpless. 
 
    Good. 
 
    Emily didn’t know where that cruel thought came from, but she didn’t care either. He deserved this. He had been a terrible boyfriend. 
 
    Usually, Emily was the nice girl. Not this time. 
 
    She put her hand on the back of his head. Sure, he had been doing a good enough job before, only now she craved something more intense. He started to whimper, and that only added to her excitement. Fueled by his frustration, she savored of the sensations he supplied. 
 
    Pretty soon, it was time for another orgasm. She fell back against the couch. Keeping her legs spread, she tugged on his hair, if only to prove that she could. She wanted to degrade him, to humiliate him. 
 
    He glanced up at her. When their eyes met, she cried out. There was something about that look of abject frustration on his face that pushed her over the edge, triggering a blast of orgasm throughout her body. She curled her toes, clenched her fingers, and arched her back. She pushed herself up almost an inch, which forced his tongue even deeper into her crevice. 
 
    And when it was all done, she fell back. “Stop,” she said. 
 
    He pulled his head from between her legs. He remained there on his knees, ready for another command. 
 
      
 
    As she worked to catch her breath, Emily genuinely didn’t know what to do. Part of her thought she should be nice and let him go. Maybe she had taught him a lesson? Perhaps, after this, Daniel would be more attentive. 
 
    But then, she glanced down at him again. He had his head bowed down slightly, his lips pursed with anger. 
 
    He wasn’t going to forget about this. 
 
    At the same time, she started to wonder exactly what he was thinking about. What ideas were swirling behind his mask of impassive frustration? 
 
    Before all of this, Emily would have wondered. Now, she could know for sure. “Tell me, what are you thinking? Be honest.” Emily didn’t know if she needed to add that second part, but she thought it was a good idea. 
 
    At some point, a scientist would have to study boys like a Daniel. The researcher would need to figure out exactly what was causing this, but more than that, what kinds of conditions the boys had to operate within. For example, when Emily issued an order, could Daniel think about it? Was there some kind of process going on in his brain that he was aware of? 
 
    If Emily cared more about science, she might’ve looked into it herself. But for the moment, she just wanted to have him. 
 
    The power swirled through her, this authority that was practically addictive. 
 
    “I’m thinking about how I’m going to get my freedom.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    He blinked for a moment. Then there was something else, this firmness along his lips, like his mouth started to flatten. 
 
    Emily understood; he was trying to fight it. He worked to regain control of his body. 
 
    “And when I get free of this thing, I’m going to make you pay.” 
 
    “Oh?” Emily raised an eyebrow, somehow amused by his determination. She didn’t see him as threatening so much as adorable. It was like a puppy trying to scratch at her. 
 
    The question, it seemed, wasn’t specific enough because she didn’t hear him say anything. 
 
    “And when you get free, how are you going to make me pay?” 
 
    “I’m going to grab you by your hair, drag you into the bedroom, and fuck you. I’m going to make you obey, Emily,” he said. Strangely enough, his voice had become impassive again, completely neutral. She felt as though she were talking to a machine. 
 
    But then he blinked, and he looked up at her. Some of the color drained away from his face as his lips parted. Clearly frightened, he wanted to say something else, only Emily reached down and touched one finger to his mouth. “No, no. You said quite enough,” she told him. And just like that, he stopped talking. 
 
    “It’s my turn. And you know what? I think that’s a very, very good idea.” 
 
      
 
    In the coming days and weeks, girls would send their boyfriends off to go shopping. Daniel did this himself. He left Emily’s apartment. And even though he remained aware of what was going on, he couldn’t stop himself. Her commands had been explicit and detailed. She told him precisely what to do, and he couldn’t seem to resist it. 
 
    Even when he tried to misinterpret her words, it just didn’t work. For some reason, his body wouldn’t obey. His brain knew what she meant to say, and that was all that counted. 
 
    The worst part, he knew, was the simple fact that he had to be honest. As he walked through Crystal Canyon, that’s what he thought about the most. Head bowed down, he hated honesty. Throughout his life, he had been deceptive, but that penchant for lying and bluffing had helped him so much when he had been in high school. 
 
    Girls, Daniel knew, always wanted to hear very specific things. They had these psychological buttons, and he had become adept at pushing them. In fact, he considered himself to be a pianist, playing girls by pushing their keys, making the right sounds, getting them to do whatever he wanted. 
 
    Some girls needed to be strung along with promises of “maybe” or “we will see.” Others yearned for promises, all without realizing that those words really didn’t have any meaning. He could say he loved her. He could say that he cared about her. 
 
    Yeah, it didn’t cost him anything to tell her that. 
 
    Pretty soon, he arrived at the required shop. He walked in and looked around. Even when he tried to forget the information Emily had imparted, he couldn’t. Her words echoed in his head again and again. He made his purchases. Worse, he had to pay for everything himself. 
 
    The clerk, a young woman, smirked at him. “Don’t worry. You’re not alone,” she said to him. “Lots of guys come in buying the stuff.” 
 
    That didn’t help. 
 
    Daniel stared back at the girl as he gave her his credit card. From one moment to the next, he realized something. Maybe if this girl gave him another order, it might contravene what Emily had already said. If he could get her to tell him to stop or to talk to her, it might snap him out of his programmed reverie. 
 
    And yet, Emily had told him not to say anything to anyone. 
 
    He couldn’t even pantomime it. He tried. 
 
    Even as the embarrassing impulse ran through his body, he could feel himself move. The girl swiped his credit card. She gave him a receipt, and he signed it. She packaged everything in a black, plastic bag. “Have fun,” the girl called out. 
 
    Even if Daniel had been able to communicate with her, she never would have helped him. Why would she? After years of getting harassed by young men just like him, she enjoyed seeing their helpless frustration. 
 
    Finally, they could understand what it meant to be powerless. 
 
      
 
    Daniel returned. 
 
    “Did you get everything?” Emily asked. 
 
    Now he could speak again. “Yes,” he said, his voice low and strained. 
 
    “Good!” She grabbed a bag from him and dumped it out on her small, dining room table. She looked at the harness, the dildo, and the different restraint sets. After he’d gone down on her, Emily had enjoyed shopping online. 
 
    Technically, the straps weren’t necessary. She could do whatever she wanted with Daniel, he wouldn’t be able to stop her. Even so, she knew that there would be a psychological buzz from tying him down and giving him the illusion of freedom. Yes, she really, really wanted to watch him struggle. She wanted to see his muscles tense and clench as he squirmed helplessly beneath her. 
 
    “Come along,” she said, almost as though she were talking to a beloved pet. 
 
    Emily didn’t even check to make sure that he followed. She had the utmost confidence that he would obey. It wasn’t like he could help himself, after all. 
 
    She went back to her small bedroom, opened the door, and turned. She watched as he marched forward. 
 
    As he passed the threshold, she put her hand on his ass and squeezed. It was just a quick, demeaning movement, yet she enjoyed it anyway. 
 
    “Strip for me, Daniel. Slowly.” 
 
    His lips hardened as he began to obey. He knew what he was doing, but he still couldn’t stop himself. Emily didn’t know how that would feel, to be a passenger in your own body. But after everything he had done and how many times he lied to her, she knew that he deserved it. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’m only going to punish you a couple of times. After that, maybe you can go back to being a regular boyfriend.” 
 
    Daniel didn’t say anything. He pulled off his shirt. His muscles hardened underneath her gaze. After that, he unbuttoned and yanked down his pants. Soon, he was just wearing his socks and boxers. Those didn’t last long. 
 
    She watched all of this, enthralled by his movements. 
 
    There was something about seeing the masculine form, especially when it was so utterly helpless. Yes, Emily decided that she could get used to this quite easily. 
 
    “You’re doing a good job, Daniel. I’m very pleased with you.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. Standing before her, naked, it was clear that he wanted to break her hold, but since he couldn’t think of any way to do it, he opted to remain frozen, Stoic and impassive, as though none of this affected him. 
 
    “Don’t move,” she commanded. She stepped closer to him. She put her hand on his chest. 
 
    Sure enough, Emily could sense the pounding of his heart. He may have appeared to be utterly unconcerned with everything that was happening, yet his body betrayed him again. 
 
    “It’s okay. You don’t need to be scared of me. We’re just going to have a little fun.” 
 
    Apparently, that challenged his masculine ego. “I’m not scared of you,” he growled. 
 
    “Well, maybe you should be,” she said, contradicting her earlier comment. She smirked, savoring the fact that she didn’t need to be consistent. She could change her mind at any point. 
 
    Emily started circling her boy, her eyes gliding up and down the lines of his arms, his sides, and his legs. She squeezed his ass again, savoring the firm tension right there. 
 
    “Yeah, this is what I’m going to do with you,” she said, lightly brushing one fingertip over the curve of his behind. Then she stopped right in front of him. She kept her eyes aimed at his. He stared past her, more like a soldier or a guard at some museum. 
 
    But then, she touched him just above his knee. Her light, dainty fingertips began to slide up his thigh, moving closer and closer to his crotch. 
 
    “You like this?” Emily asked. “Be honest.” 
 
    “Yes and no,” he said, his voice trembling. 
 
    Emily didn’t think she would, but she enjoyed that. She liked that little note of worry in his voice. It must’ve been really frustrating for a liar to lose control over his voice. That, like every other part of him, now belonged to Emily. 
 
    Enjoying her easy access, she reached down and stroked his balls. Her fingers lightly glided over his skin, causing him to moan. He tried to hide it, to resist, to hold those sounds back, but he shivered and shook. Apparently, he couldn’t control those movements. 
 
    Good. Emily loved the way he tried to hold out. Even the power of her command wasn’t quite enough to keep him completely motionless. 
 
    With a mental shrug, Emily just smirked at her boyfriend. To think, sex had always been a weapon used against her, it seemed. But now, she loved the way his body began to respond. More than that, he clearly hated the way she touched him. He could feel good, but it was also so demeaning! 
 
    “How do you feel right now?” 
 
    “I like the way you’re touching me, but I also hate it,” he said, his voice ringing with perfect truth. 
 
    “Tell me more.” 
 
    His expression hardened again, though only for a moment before he began to relay the truth. “It feels really good when you touch me like this. That’s why I’m getting excited. But I also hate the fact that you have complete control over my body. I still can’t figure out a way to make this stop.” 
 
    Emily leaned forward. She straightened her back and raised herself up onto her toes. “And you’re not going to,” she whispered into his ear. “You belong to me now. Just accept it. You don’t need to fight. This is how the world is going to work from now on.” Emily didn’t technically know whether or not that was true. So she decided to add, “This is how your world will always work.” 
 
    “I’m not a slave,” he said. 
 
    She clicked her tongue. “Be honest.” 
 
    “I am a slave,” he said. 
 
    Emily stepped back and clapped her hands together. “Yes! You are. You are a good slave boy. And that’s why you stand here, naked in front of me.” 
 
    Emily threw herself at him. She pressed her chest into his. Wrapping one arm around his waist, she pulled him close, holding him tight. With her free limb, she reached down for his cock. She wrapped her fingers around his manhood. 
 
    This had been the symbol of his power for such a long time. Now it was the source of his weakness. 
 
    Boys. As far as Emily was concerned, boys everywhere should be enslaved. They needed strong women to control them. 
 
    The world would be such a better place, she thought. Maybe not for the boys, but Emily didn’t worry about that. 
 
    Her fingers wrapped around his shaft, moving up and down. Her palm glided slightly along his erection. Then she leaned upward and kissed him again. He stared back at her, his expression tight with frustration at least until she said, “Kiss me.” 
 
    He surrendered. 
 
    The instincts took hold of him, seizing control of his body and forcing his compliance. Like a good slave, he kissed his owner, pressing his mouth into hers. He worshiped her, gentle kisses followed by firm presses of his lips along her mouth. Their tongues teased one another, and he started to moan. He couldn’t help himself, not when the sounds originated from deep within his chest. 
 
    “You want an orgasm, don’t you?” She spoke clinically, like this was a treat an animal at the zoo might receive. 
 
    “Yes, came the answer, stretched and tight with need. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    She kissed him some more, savoring the taste of his mouth and the heat of his body. By this point, she was extremely wet, especially after all the time he spent with his mouth between her inner thighs. But now, Emily could feel that aroused tension spread through her body once more. 
 
    Oh yes, she would get off. Again and again if that’s what it took. For the moment, however, she just played with him. She toyed with him, the same way a cat might bat a mouse between her paws. 
 
    “Get down on the bed. I want you on your knees. Hold your hands behind your back. Keep your shoulders straight.” 
 
    “What?” Daniel asked, but his confusion didn’t allow for any sort of hesitation. After all, that part of his brain that only obeyed women knew exactly what to do. He climbed up onto the bed. He straightened his back and rolled his shoulders. He crossed his wrists and waited like an obedient slave. 
 
    “Very good,” she said. Emily pulled herself up onto the mattress as well. She smiled, her expression locked with lust. 
 
    “I want to examine you now,” she said. “I want to inspect my property.” 
 
    “I’m not property,” he said. Apparently, stoicism wasn’t working, so he decided to argue with her. 
 
    Emily didn’t mind. It was fun watching him try to struggle, if only verbally. 
 
    “You’re not?” asked his girlfriend with mock confusion. “Are you sure about that? Because you sure are behaving like a slave. And what is a slave again? Oh, that’s right. He’s property.” 
 
    She picked her words carefully, a quick little micro-aggression that made her boyfriend flinch. 
 
    She stroked his shaft again, teasing him, watching as the tension played out along his face. He had never experienced this kind of helpless frustration before. He had never known what it was like to feel both aroused and helpless at the same time. 
 
    He didn’t like it. 
 
    Too bad. 
 
    “On your hands and knees. Back straight, ass up, chin raised,” she ordered. 
 
    Daniel didn’t move. In fact, he stared at her, one corner of his mouth rising into a knowing smirk. 
 
    For a second, Emily started to worry, thinking maybe he had somehow figured out how to fight her control. 
 
    But then she realized her mistake. “Get down on your hands and knees, slave. Straighten your back, lift your ass and raise your chin!” 
 
    This time, he obeyed at once. 
 
    That little spike of adrenaline began to fade from her veins. She exhaled slowly, making sure that her boyfriend couldn’t see. It wouldn’t be good for the slave to realize just how close she had come to losing her confidence. 
 
    For just a second, she pictured what might happen if Daniel ever did figure out how to break her hold over him. The thought excited her, yet it also jabbed her with a dose of fear. That’s why she came up behind him and smacked his ass. “Even if you don’t feel you have to obey me, you probably should.” Her hand flew down again, striking harder this time. She put all of her strength and fury into her arm. She pumped energy hard into her shoulder, making sure that with every strike against his ass, he was pushed forward, if only for a second. More than that, she watched as his skin started to turn a shade of pink, then red. 
 
    Not only that, his eyes began to water. 
 
    He was on the verge of tears! 
 
    Emily waited for some echo of guilt. She didn’t feel it, not when she knew just how aggressive a guy like Daniel could be, especially because he had been enslaved. All of that toxic masculinity would be pent up, just waiting for a chance to get out. 
 
    She would have to tame him first, both with her newfound power, but also by breaking his spirit. She smirked at the idea. She ran her fingernails along his skin. Then she began to circle him again. “Lovely,” she said, squeezing his cock just once. From there, she stroked his chest. She savored the curves of his body, the lines of his form. 
 
    To her, Daniel was like a sculpture, especially when posed this way. 
 
    “You know, if you cooperate with me, you might enjoy being a slave. I’m going to be very generous with you, Daniel.” 
 
    “Emily, please stop this. Please, you know this can’t last.” 
 
    “Do I know that?” 
 
    She came up behind him and spanked his ass again. She didn’t stop with just one, however. Her palm pounded down against his backside until he yelped adorably. Hearing him gasp and whimper only added to the arousal already hot in her body. 
 
    “Think about it, Daniel. We don’t know what is causing this. I’m willing to wager it’s permanent.” Then she leaned in, her breath hot against of the curves of his inner ear. “And even if it’s not, I’m pretty sure I can break you before anyone could find a cure.” 
 
    His eyes widened, perhaps because he sensed the truth of what she said to him. 
 
    This was Emily they were talking about, after all. Usually, she was nice, but she was also determined. Whenever she set her mind on something, she achieved her goals. Why would Daniel be any different? 
 
    “Oh, are you getting scared? Good. Because you should be,” she told him. 
 
    Daniel started to shake his head, but then she told him to stop. So of course, he obeyed. 
 
    Then she went back to her black bag. She looked at him, posed just like a model for a statue. She loved that site of abject, male surrender. 
 
    “You know, this is probably happening to all of your friends right now.” 
 
    “What, what do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, don’t most of the guys in your group have girlfriends? They’re going to figure all of this out. They’re going to say something, and the boy will obey, and the girl will start to notice, and then he will be enslaved, just like you.” 
 
    “No. I’m sure that’s not true,” he said, only his voice quaked with uncertainty. 
 
    Emily reached out and touched his hair, stroking him. Under some other circumstance, perhaps that gesture would have been reassuring. But right then, it was nothing but patronizing, and they both knew it. 
 
    “Yes, it’s true. Girls are smart, a lot smarter than boys. We are going to figure it out, and we will make sure that you all have to obey.” 
 
    This time, Daniel couldn’t contradict her. Maybe, deep down, he knew that she wasn’t only teasing him; she was telling the truth. 
 
    Emily opened the plastic bag. She took out the harness, the dildo, and the straps. She set the restraints, excited, decided she would play with those later. Right then, however, she unzipped to the side of her dress, letting it fall away. She remained just within her slave boy’s line of sight. 
 
    Deciding to be stubborn, Daniel didn’t look even though his body ached for the chance to see her naked again. After everything, he was so desperately horny. The arousal pounded into him, one pulse of desire after another. 
 
    But he knew what was going to come next. He had purchased everything she would need. 
 
    To think, this had technically been his idea. 
 
    He felt like a fool. 
 
    Then again, what could he have done differently? She told him to tell the truth… 
 
    Daniel never imagined that he would be trapped by the whims of some girl. He never pictured a scenario where she would be able to order him around, taking control with just a breath of air. 
 
    “Look at me,” she commanded. 
 
    At once, he turned his head. 
 
    Emily had discarded her dress. She still wore her bra, but now she had on the harness and the dildo stuck out, an artificial erection ready to be used…on him. 
 
    “Stay still,” she said. She came up to him even as he thrashed against his mental bonds. Daniel fought as hard as he could, channeling every ounce of free will he possessed. He told himself that he just had to move an arm or leg. That was all. If he could break her hold for a second, then he could do it again and again and again, eventually freeing himself. 
 
    Or so he believed. 
 
    Ultimately, it didn’t matter because his arms didn’t twitch. His legs didn’t kick out. He couldn’t even lift a finger. She came up to him. 
 
    “Oh, look at that. You probably want some lubricant, so you’re going to bow your head down and suck on this,” she said. 
 
    “No!” Daniel managed to call out, his eyes getting bigger. 
 
    Too late, she had already issued the command, his body heard it. That’s why he bowed his head down. He opened his mouth and wrapped his lips around the rubber phallus. He started to suck on it, just as Emily had wanted. 
 
    Just watching him was enough to turn her on, to send fresh waves of desire hot through her nubile body. 
 
    She had watched him bob his head down and up when he went down on her. This was a different kind of humiliation for her boyfriend, which she knew he richly deserved after all the lies he had told her. 
 
    “Stop,” she said. 
 
    At once, he jerked his head back up, though he still remained on his hands and knees. Maybe he could have tried to stand, but what would be the point when she would just order him into whatever spot she preferred anyway? 
 
    “How did that make you feel? Be honest.” 
 
    “It was shameful,” he said. “I shouldn’t have to suck on your dildo!” His voice rose, getting louder as he replayed the indignity. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t think it was shameful. I think you should be grateful. I think you should look at me and say thank you for the privilege.” 
 
    She didn’t technically word those phrases as a command, so his eyes just got big as he glared at her. His expression was hot with exasperation, like he couldn’t even believe what he heard. 
 
    “Do it,” she said, just a whisper. 
 
    But because he heard those words, he lost control again. “Thank you for letting me suck on your dildo. Thank you. I’m very grateful for the privilege.” It still didn’t matter that he fought as hard as he could. 
 
    His lips moved, almost on their own. 
 
    “Since you’re so grateful, do it again.” She put her hand on the back of his head and forced him down again. He started sucking some more, his lips and tongue working eagerly on the artificial shaft. 
 
    Emily watched him for another minute or so. Then she grabbed him by his hair and forced him back up. “Get on your hands and knees.” 
 
    “Please, please don’t do this. Please, I can’t have sex, not like this!” 
 
    “But wasn’t this exactly what you wanted? You wanted to come in here with me. You wanted me to make you obey.” 
 
    “No!” Daniel practically squealed his answer, but Emily was no longer paying attention. She positioned herself behind him. She put one hand on his buttocks. She separated his cheeks slightly as she pushed forward, bringing the tip of her dildo closer and closer to his opening. 
 
    “You’ve never been penetrated like this before, have you?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Tell me how it feels.” 
 
    “It’s cold and wet,” he said just as she started to push the dildo into his opening. 
 
    As a boy, he had never imagined that a girl would take him like this. To him, it hadn’t even been an impossibility: it was simply something he would never think of. But now it was happening. She had her hands on his hips, and she guided her pelvis forward. In doing so, she pushed the dildo deep into his opening. 
 
    “This is what you wanted. You wanted to get fucked,” she said, purring through those words. There was something about having this kind of control. It was addictive! 
 
    Maybe for the first time, Emily could understand why boys were so obsessed with sex. If it meant that they could have this kind of power, then maybe they were right to crave it all the time. Of course, boys would now be the ones on their backs and stomachs, getting taken by the whims of their girlfriends. 
 
    He was fighting her, she realized. “Relax,” she commanded. 
 
    At once, the walls of his ass loosened, making it much easier for her to penetrate him. 
 
    A wicked smile spread across her lips as she pushed herself forward, all the way in. She buried the dildo deep in his tight ass.  
 
    Once she had the dildo deep inside of him, she leaned in some more, wrapping her arms around his waist. She braced her chin just beside his spine. “Daniel, I can do this to you whenever I want because you belong to me. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    Again, it wasn’t a command. He didn’t need to say anything, yet he already understood that the one way to get this to stop was by playing her game and giving her everything she wanted. 
 
    That was how their relationship worked now. 
 
    As far as Emily was concerned, this was how their relationship would always work from now on. She had no intention of letting go. Why would she? 
 
    Those thoughts swam through her head as she started pumping him again, working her hips forward and back. She loved grinding against him. Not only that, she reached for his cock. She held his erect shaft in her hand. This was it, owning him so completely that she could keep his most valuable part between her fingers. 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I’m your slave!” 
 
    “Say it again.” 
 
    “I’m your slave! I, I belong to you! I’m yours! I’m your slave!” 
 
    “That’s right,” she replied, her voice jagged and harsh. Then she started laughing, more like a little girl than anything else. Those giggles vibrated through his body as she pumped him, harder, faster, deeper, just because she could. 
 
    Finally, she yanked her dildo free. 
 
      
 
    “Massage me,” she said as she crawled over toward her pillows. 
 
    She slid forward and lowered herself down onto the mattress. The sheets felt cool, especially against her hot, slightly damp skin. Fucking her boyfriend like that had been a lot harder than she thought. She smiled for a second, thinking about how she should probably have been more appreciative of what it took for a guy to pound away into his girlfriend. 
 
    Oh well, she figured he deserved it. 
 
    At once, he started to massage her, his fingers lightly tracing the sensitive curves of the back of her neck, down toward her shoulder blades, then to the small of her back. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. 
 
    Back when they had been equals as boyfriend and girlfriend, Emily almost hated the way he had massaged her for one simple reason. He didn’t like doing it, so he would stroke her for a few seconds and then announce he was done. Half the time, he would expect her to give him a massage. 
 
    And like a good girlfriend, Emily would always take her time, making sure that he relaxed. She would massage him for twenty, thirty, sometimes even forty minutes. Maybe the radio would be playing in the background or she might have her phone out. She could swipe at the screen with one finger while she used her free hand to pet him. 
 
    Eventually, he would always fall asleep, and she would marvel at just how sweet he looked, all relaxed and sedate. In those moments, she could understand why she was in love with him. 
 
    What about now? 
 
    Emily had her eyes closed, and her expression didn’t shift, but she still had that question. Did she love her slave? 
 
    She was upset with him, especially considering what he had said. He called her a hot piece of ass. He basically admitted that he was only in their relationship for sex. 
 
    Her nostrils flared at the prospect, but she decided she could keep him. She could train him, force him to obey. More than that, she could probably retrain his feelings. 
 
    She smirked at the prospect, wondering if she could tell him to fall in love with her. He had followed every other command. What about that one? 
 
    It was a fascinating prospect, but Emily decided she didn’t want to mess with it. If anything, she liked knowing that he hated this. Even right then, as he massaged her, he must have remained horny. 
 
    Sure enough, Emily rolled over. She exposed her side to him as she glanced between his legs. His cock remained erect and firm. Even after nearly twenty minutes, his shaft hadn’t softened. 
 
    “How did you feel when I took you?” Emily asked, almost giggling at that euphemism. 
 
    She liked “taking” him. 
 
    “I didn’t like it. I didn’t want to feel like a girl!” 
 
    Oh, that made Emily laugh! Eyes wide, she lifted her head and giggled uncontrollably. He didn’t want to feel like a girl? Well, he had better get used to it. 
 
    After a few more seconds of chortling, she lowered her chin back down to the mattress. She relaxed as his fingers deftly continued their work. 
 
    “Little bit softer,” she said. 
 
    He obeyed at once, his fingers lightly grazing the curves of her skin. 
 
    “After this, I think we should have sex again,” she told him. “But you know, I think I might be getting a little bit hungry. Maybe you should go make me a sandwich.” 
 
    “I am not going to make you a sandwich,” he growled. 
 
    A sandwich. That had been a joke in their relationship for a long time. He always liked to tease her by telling her to get in the kitchen to make him a sandwich. It had been trite and sexist, kind of adorable and always annoying. 
 
    Just because she could, Emily rolled over. “Go to the kitchen, make me a sandwich. Bring it back to me on a tray with a little bag of chips and a glass of juice.” 
 
    “I’m not going to do it,” he began to say, only to stop for the simple reason that he had started to move. He slipped off of the mattress and walked back through her apartment. Still naked, he went into the kitchen. 
 
    Like a good little house slave, he started to prepare her meal. Emily liked imagining him scuttling about, pulling out the bread and a plate, pouring her juice, peeling off a piece of ham from the package in the fridge. 
 
    Yes, a girl could definitely get used to this. 
 
    A few minutes later, he came back. Emily sat up, and she started to eat her sandwich, all while he watched. “This isn’t bad. I think you’ll need to put a little bit less mayonnaise on it next time.” 
 
    “There won’t be a next time,” he vowed. 
 
    “What makes you so sure?” 
 
    Daniel had to stop. He didn’t have any particular reason to think that he might win his freedom. Even so, he stubbornly clung to the hope that he wouldn’t have to obey her for much longer. 
 
    “You know, even if someone does figure out a cure, who says you would want to take it?” Emily asked between bites. 
 
    “What, what do you mean?” 
 
    “Daniel, if anyone ever offers you a cure, say no.” 
 
    His eyes got big. He instantly understood what she had done. 
 
    “No! You can’t do this!” 
 
    Emily batted her eyes flirtatiously. “Yeah, I can. And you know how you can tell?” She whispered her answer, breathing it out slowly, forcing him to focus on her voice and to soak in her every syllable. “Because I just did.” 
 
    He took a breath, getting ready to say something else. Before he had the chance, she touched a finger to his mouth. She silenced him. “Shush.” Apparently, that was good enough because he stopped talking. Even as his eyes widened, Daniel didn’t say anything else. 
 
    “You know what you need to do right now, don’t you? You need to lay down on your back so that I can ride you. You’re going to be my pet. You’re going to be my pony. I want to mount you, Daniel.” 
 
    He shook his head, but she didn’t phrase anything as a command. There were promises and declarations, but no explicit imperatives. 
 
    “Show me that you can obey.” 
 
    No. He refused. Despite everything Daniel had already endured, he wouldn’t give her the satisfaction of watching him surrender. 
 
    “Lay down. Spread your arms and legs.” 
 
    There. That did it. 
 
    Daniel lost control over his body. She stole it, so he fell onto his back. He spread his arms and legs. His cock remained hard and it pointed toward the ceiling. 
 
    “I’m going to touch you. I’m going to tease you. Now, you will tell me when you want me to mount you. You’re also going to promise that you want to be my slave. Because if you don’t, I will just tease you. And if I get really bored, I might just sit on your face and make you pleasure me again.” Emily giggled. “Or maybe I will just do that anyway.” 
 
    She reached up, sliding her fingers through her hair before she reached down. 
 
    Her fingers brushed along his scrotum, up to the base of his shaft, along his length, all the way to his tip. When she squeezed gently, it was almost enough to get him off. Almost. 
 
    Emily was a good girlfriend, so she knew exactly what her boyfriend needed. Even as she taunted him, stroking and caressing his genitals, she admired that little glistening droplet of excitement at the end of his shaft. She knew precisely what he needed, what he craved, what he would do anything to achieve. 
 
    And yet, Daniel tried to hold out. Over and over again, he told himself that he could do this, that he was strong enough. After all, he was supposed to be a real man. His determination should have protected him. 
 
    But then, she leaned down, and she brushed her left nipple over his cock, then her right. She massaged him with her breasts. Under normal circumstances, this would have been embarrassing for her, one more way for a girl to demean herself sexually for the satisfaction of her boyfriend. 
 
    Under these circumstances, however, she loved the way he moaned, how he groaned. 
 
    His body was tight with need. At any moment, he might break. In some ways, she toyed with him as though he were nothing but a slot machine. She could pull or tug, tease and mock. Eventually, he would break, which would mean begging for the chance to be her slave. She expected to hear those words at any moment. 
 
    Still determined, Daniel told himself he would not give up. He made one promise after another. 
 
    Simultaneously, he tried to get a hold of himself. Maybe he could think of something else, something that wasn’t sexual or erotic, then he would be able to turn her attention into nothing but meaningless stimulation. 
 
    “Look at me,” she said. “You’re not going to be able to hide. You can’t.” She smirked. 
 
    She hadn’t even bothered to tie him down, and yet he remained trapped, his arms and legs spread, his chest exposed. 
 
    She gave up on teasing his cock, at least for the moment. She slipped forward and dragged her fingernails along his skin. He shivered, his nipples hardening. Daniel couldn’t help himself, not when it felt this good. Then she kissed the side of his neck. From there, she moved up, brushing her lips over his mouth, the tip of his nose, all the way to the spot between his eyes. 
 
    “Suck my breast,” she ordered, lowering her right nipple down to his lips. 
 
    Her perky nipples right there in front of him, stiffly pointed, practically begging for his attention. 
 
    Even if she hadn’t phrased her comment as a command, Daniel would have had an incredibly difficult time resisting the temptation. But now, she didn’t give him a choice. He raised his head and latched on. He started to suck on her nipple. Grazing it with his teeth, Daniel sucked firmly. 
 
    Emily loved it. The fresh stimulation made her shiver. Little bumps ran up and down her arms. Damn. This was incredible. More than anything, she savored the simple fact that she was in charge here. That control was the greatest intoxicant of all. 
 
    Practically drunk on her power, she switched. This time, she didn’t even tell him to suck on her. He just did it, as though he couldn’t help himself. 
 
    That was what she liked to see. She wanted to know that this boy had no chance, that he couldn’t fight her or resist her. 
 
    In the end, she was going to win. And even if she had only been enjoying these powers for a few hours, they felt completely right and natural. 
 
    “Are you ready to beg yet?” Emily asked, pulling her wet breast away from his mouth. 
 
    His lips moved, but he still couldn’t seem to say anything. 
 
    Finally, she became impatient. She would break him, obviously, but she didn’t want to wait any longer. “Beg to be my slave.” 
 
    “Please, may I be your slave? I need you to own me. Please, own me!” 
 
    “Does this mean I’ve mastered you?” Emily asked. 
 
    Daniel blinked a couple of times. At this point, he had control over what he said. 
 
    “Never,” he growled back at her. Those two syllables reverberated through his body, a reminder that he was still in control of a few things. 
 
    “Always,” she said. “Say it.” 
 
    “Yes. You’ve mastered me. You can always master me!” 
 
    With those words still ringing in her ears, Emily pulled herself up. She spread her legs. She leaned to down and slowly lowered herself onto his shaft. She felt the tip of his erection, so hard. “Not yet. You don’t climax until I give you permission.” Emily didn’t know if her voice would have the authority to override natural instinct. In any case, she was about to find out… 
 
    Inch by inch, Emily gloried in the sensations rocking through her body. She loved taking him, just like this. After all, his cock was so important to Daniel. He valued it as his most precious body part. But now, it felt as though it belonged to her. 
 
    “This is what you wanted, wasn’t it? You wanted to bring me in here so you could make me obey? Wasn’t that it?” She flipped her hair back, laughing at him all the while. 
 
    When her eyes locked on his face, she reveled in that frustrated expression. He was a poor, pouty boy. He hated and loved this is equal measure. He had probably never been so aroused before…and yet, he had no control. 
 
    Distantly, Emily began to wonder how many men enjoyed sex for the simple control it could offer. So many guys probably fantasized about grabbing girls, forcing them down onto their stomachs or backs, taking what they wanted… 
 
    It would be amazing. 
 
    And for the first time, Emily really seemed to empathize with those men. Granted, if this was the new normal in Crystal Canyon, then perhaps those boys might end up as playthings in those fantasies, just like her Daniel. 
 
    She began to rock her hips. She rubbed herself on his cock as she moved, down and up. She took her time at first, setting a gentle cadence. But after a few seconds, another rush of heartbeats, Emily started to speed up. 
 
    Damn. It felt incredible. She loved the friction of his body against hers. She loved enveloping his cock and using him like a sex toy. At this point, Daniel really was nothing but a human dildo. 
 
    “You’re mine,” she said. 
 
    “I’m never, never going to be your slave,” he said. 
 
    “Apologize. Keep apologizing until I come,” she said, giggling as the idea occurred to her. 
 
    “I’m sorry. Please, I’m so sorry. I have been a terrible boyfriend. You deserve better. I will work so hard to make you happy. I will try to be better for you. You deserve better! I’m sorry. I’m so sorry!” 
 
    She fucked her apologetic boyfriend, except Emily never imagined she might be turned on by something like this. It wasn’t his faking guilt or the words he chose. It was simply the fact that she was in charge. He had become her inferior. 
 
    Inferior. Oh, she liked that word. 
 
    His subjugation felt so right, so natural. Her fingers pushed down into his shoulders as she leaned forward. She used him, claiming him. All the while, he kept babbling, issuing one apology after another. Daniel simply couldn’t help himself. There was no way for this young man to fight her influence or her control. 
 
    Then she bit his earlobe. She dragged her teeth along his sensitive skin, forcing him to arch his back. “Now you can come,” she said. 
 
    Sure enough, she did have control over his instincts. Biological functions belonged to her, it seemed. And now that she granted him permission, his shaft began to pulsate as he came. He was practically shouting now, his breath coming in uneven gasps. She kissed him hard on the mouth as her own orgasm exploded through her body. 
 
    Delicious pleasure rampaged through her nervous system, singing along every inch of her body. Hot, damp, ready for more, she kept riding him harder and faster until they were both spent. 
 
    With nothing left, she rolled off of her boyfriend. 
 
    “That was amazing,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Daniel had to get away. 
 
    So long as he was in the same room with Emily, he was vulnerable. 
 
    Just a couple of hours before this, he would have laughed at the prospect that a girl could order him around. It seemed so impossible, yet he experienced it time and time again. 
 
    Part of him wanted to believe that there would be a researcher somewhere out in the world who could find a cure for this. Or maybe it was just temporary. Maybe he could shake it off. 
 
    That was never going to happen while he remained with Emily. 
 
    She ordered him down onto his back. She told him to spread his arms and legs. He remained in that same position, only now she was curled up on his chest. Eyes closed, she breathed steadily, making him think that she had fallen asleep. 
 
    For a long time, Daniel couldn’t bring himself to make a sound. If she had fallen asleep, then he didn’t want to wake her. She might tell him to stay on the floor or something. She hadn’t given him any long-term commands about how he had to stay in her apartment or anything, which meant that he might be able to escape. He just had to grab the keys to his car and get back to his vehicle. From there, he could roll up the windows and blast the radio, ensuring that he wouldn’t hear anything any woman had to say. 
 
    First, he tested his freedom. It should have been simple and easy, but Daniel needed to determine whether or not he would be able to move his arms or legs at this point. He started to flex his fingertips. 
 
    It worked! 
 
    He turned his head and raised his hand a quarter of an inch off of the bed. 
 
    Triumphant, he grinned. He actually had to suppress the urge to kick out with his feet or slap his hands together. 
 
    If he did anything like that, however, he would certainly wake up his girlfriend. 
 
    Determined not to make a mistake, Daniel instead looked down at his girl. Normally, sleeping with her like this would have felt pretty nice. She was warm and the steady sounds of her breathing were comforting. 
 
    But the moment she woke up, she would exert her control again. 
 
    How could he get her off? How could he extricate himself from her tangle of arms? 
 
    After thinking about it for a couple of minutes, Daniel came to one conclusion: he just had to move her. He could pick her up gently, readjust her position, and then he would be free to roll off the bed and rush back to his car. 
 
    His heart started to beat a little bit faster. He worried this might be enough to wake her. Counting out the seconds, he adjusted her left arm, then her right. From there, he began to slide his way out from beneath her cheek. He also grabbed the pillow, slipping it beneath her so that she wouldn’t fall into some uncomfortable position. 
 
    Pretty soon, he was out from under her! 
 
    Daniel resisted the urge to make a sound. He slipped off of the mattress, going slowly, doing everything he could to keep from waking his girlfriend. He stepped onto the carpeted floor, and he began to make his way toward the door. 
 
    A few more feet. Just a few more feet! 
 
    Soon, he would be back in the living room. He could grab his clothing, his wallet, his cell phone. From there, he just had to get outside. 
 
    After that, he would break into a run. He didn’t care if he looked foolish as he sprinted back to his car. 
 
    He reached down and touched the doorknob. He turned it slowly, careful to keep it from squeaking. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” Emily asked. 
 
    Daniel flinched, his shoulders bunching up around his neck. He turned around and saw her watching him. She had her cheek resting against one knuckle. She was still naked, but she didn’t seem to mind or care. After all, nudity no longer felt like a disadvantage for this young woman. 
 
    “You’re awake,” he said. 
 
    “Obviously!” She grinned back at him. “But you didn’t answer my question. Where are you going?” 
 
    “Nowhere,” he said.  
 
    “Tell the truth. Where were you going?” 
 
    He noticed her use of the past tense. Since she phrased those words as a command, he had to answer truthfully. “I was going to leave. I wanted to get in my car and drive away.” 
 
    “Oh, so you thought you could escape?” 
 
    “I wasn’t trying to escape,” he said, his voice speeding up. 
 
    “Tell the truth,” she ordered. “Were you trying to escape?” 
 
    “Yes, I was trying to escape,” he answered automatically, unable to lie or deceive. 
 
    “Oh, and why would you want to do a thing like that?” 
 
    “Because you’re enslaving me!” 
 
    “Be honest. What is it about slavery that scares you so much?” Emily demanded. 
 
    “I’m scared of belonging to you,” he said. Because of her command, he had to tell the truth. He always had to tell the truth. 
 
    “And why would you be scared of belonging to me?” Emily asked. She never would have expected this, yet she somehow savored his nervous energy. His trepidation, his worry, it all excited her. She loved knowing that she could do whatever she wanted; she could take whatever she liked. 
 
    Daniel couldn’t stop her. 
 
    This was how things were meant to be, she decided. This was the new natural order, and she loved it! 
 
    “No. I’m not going to say it,” he said. 
 
    “Be honest. Tell me what scares you about belonging to me. Because let’s face it, Daniel. You do belong to me. I have said it and you have said it. It’s true.” When she grinned, she revealed the white edges of her teeth. 
 
    “I’m worried you’re going to treat me the way I treated you,” he said. The words were forced from his mouth. He couldn’t stop them. It was an act of nature, biology turning against what little willpower he possessed. 
 
    “Oh,” she said, stretching out that one word. “I see.” Emily considered him for a few more seconds. “Well, you are probably right to be scared. In fact, let’s show you exactly how nervous you should be.” 
 
    Emily went back to the black, plastic bag. There was something in particular she expected to find, something that Daniel didn’t expect. 
 
    She took out another box, only he didn’t recognize it. Why not? 
 
    “I told you to forget about this,” she said. “I wanted to experiment with your memory.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Daniel truly didn’t understand. 
 
    “You know what is so great about my authority? Well, I can control your memories. When I tell you to forget about something, you lose the memory. I don’t know if it is just blocked off or genuinely destroyed, but this means I have even more power than I thought.” She reveled in that look of horror as it spread across his handsome face. 
 
    How could a frightened boy be so sexy? 
 
    “Lay down. Close your eyes.” 
 
    She slipped off of the bed. She watched as he came toward her. He took halting, almost mechanical steps. He seemed more like a robot who barely knew how to walk. That was fine with Emily. He could fight and resist this all he liked. They both knew it wouldn’t make the slightest difference. 
 
    Soon, he found himself down on his back again, his arms and legs spread. 
 
    “You know, I think I do want to play a little game.” 
 
    “What? What game?” Daniel did his best to not to stutter through his question. 
 
    “I’m going to tie you down. Afterward, I’m going to give you the chance to try to escape. If you can get up on your own, then I will release you, Daniel. I will let you go. You can run off and be a stray boy.” 
 
    A stray boy. She made him sound like a dog. 
 
    As Emily considered her boy, she nodded to herself, thinking that the term seemed to fit. In any case, she tilted her head to the side. “What do you think of that? This could be a real opportunity for you. If you can get up, you can run away. You can go off and do whatever you want. Maybe you should go find yourself a bunker somewhere and seek to hide from all of the big, scary women in the world.” 
 
    “I just have to get off?” 
 
    “That’s right,” Emily said. 
 
    “And you’re not going to tell me to stay here or fail or anything?” 
 
    Emily burst out laughing. “Oh, that’s funny! You’re scared that I’m going to give you an opportunity, only to rig the game?” 
 
    He nodded his head down and up. The shallow little movement belied his worries. 
 
    “No, Daniel. I promise, I’m not going to cheat during the game. I just want to watch you struggle.” 
 
    “You want to watch me fail,” he said. 
 
    “That too,” she said with a little giggle. “Fine,” he said. “It’s not like I have a choice.” 
 
    “No, you really don’t.” 
 
      
 
    The restraints from the sex shop came in a neat little white box. The clasps looked fairly simple, nothing more complicated than what you might use on a belt. Emily nodded to herself as she checked everything out, making sure she had it down. Then she looped one strap around a bedpost before she secured the other side to his right wrist. She did the same thing with his left. After that, it didn’t take long to tie his feet to the corners of the bed as well. 
 
    For just a few seconds, Emily basked in the sight of this young man. Just yesterday, he had been so intensely powerful. Young and reasonably wealthy, he could walk into any room, and people would listen to him. They would assume that he deserved authority. 
 
    They all succumb in the end, Emily decided. 
 
    Briefly, she wondered exactly how society would change. For so long, men had been in charge. Over the course of centuries, if not millennia, males had been able to exert their will in virtually every society. But now, there was this new, fundamental shift. If men could no longer say no or resist, what would happen to them? How would society change? The standards of beauty would obviously be different. Now, men would have to work harder. They would have to busy themselves to please their superiors. 
 
    And of course, their superiors would all be women. 
 
    She grinned at all these thoughts. 
 
    “What?” Daniel asked with a just a flash of his old arrogance. He was brave enough to try to talk to her. 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious?” Emily asked. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. You’re just a boy. I was having some rather deep and important thoughts.” She grinned again, savoring that look of frustration on his face. It wasn’t fair that he didn’t get to hear what she was thinking or that he would be patronized like that. 
 
    But this wasn’t about fairness. It was about the new rules of society. 
 
    “You may start struggling whenever you like,” she said to him. 
 
    Daniel realized that she had intentionally given him the opportunity to decide when he would begin moving. At first, he kept his eyes closed. He thought back to his time playing football in high school. Back then, his coach always insisted that they never rush. They always need to be mindful of their actions. The guy had been kind of a hippie that way. Intention mattered, he insisted again and again. Focus was key. 
 
    Holding onto those lessons, Daniel breathed in and out. His chest rose and fell. 
 
    Strangely enough, Emily actually enjoyed this. She could practically see the gears turning behind his eyes. She wanted to see exactly how he would react. 
 
    Exhaling out, he didn’t start to buckk or thrash. He didn’t try to wildly punch or kick his way free. 
 
    Instead, he turned around, shifting his weight as much as he could so that he had the chance to look up at his right strap, then his left. 
 
    Daniel examined the bonds. Really, they were just simple shackles, a combination of padded leather and metal. He pulled his fingers as closely together as he could. He tried to make his hand as narrow as possible. 
 
    Smart. 
 
    “Interesting. When you lose all control, you start thinking,” she said with another condescending smirk. “I don’t think it’s going to help you.” 
 
    Daniel ignored her as he began to rotate his hand as much as he could. This was all about dexterity. He needed to slip free. He already knew he wouldn’t be able to just blindly rip or tear through leather, especially because he suspected that the restraints came with reinforced metal bands. 
 
    Gently, he started to pull. 
 
    “The joint is usually more interesting?” Emily asked. Boredom started to pace her words. 
 
    Daniel ignored her again. That was probably a mistake. After all, this was a game to her. It might mean the difference between freedom and captivity for Daniel, but to his girlfriend, this was just one more way for her to tease her toy boy. 
 
    When he didn’t say anything, she opened up the other package. 
 
    “Keep trying to get away. I don’t mind,” she said. 
 
    As he worked at the bonds, consciously ignoring her, Emily checked the new package. She opened it and examined the instructions. They were pretty straightforward. Once she put this on him, he would be desperate. 
 
    She liked that. 
 
    “Do you know what I like best about your new position as my slave? You are going to be subservient, but this means you will have all of the weaknesses girls have had to deal with forever, plus the traditional disadvantages of being a boy.” 
 
    Daniel still refused to acknowledge anything she said. He didn’t want to encourage her. More than that, he knew she could change her mind at any moment. As he tried to work himself free, Emily decided to distract him in another way. Since she already had her toy prepared, she began to brush her fingertips over his shaft. 
 
    His manhood hardened almost immediately. She watched as his erection lifted its way, aiming the tip of his member toward the ceiling. 
 
    Emily adored the way he reacted, just as she had expected. Boys. They could be so easy to manipulate. 
 
    “I’m wondering, how long do you think it will be before every woman decides that she wants to have a slave? How long before the idea of men having rights sounds like an absurdity?” 
 
    “No,” he said, growling back at her for the first time. 
 
    “What’s wrong? You sound frustrated,” she teased. Even as those mocking syllables smacked him, Emily continued to stroke his shaft. Gentle caresses kept him stiff as he tried to work. Of course, that became progressively more difficult. He couldn’t think clearly, not with the desires spinning through his body. His heart rate sped up, and he had to focus on his breathing. 
 
    “It’s okay. I know you’re trying to think really hard, and it’s difficult because you’re a boy. You get distracted. You see something pretty, and you have a hard time concentrating. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Screw you,” he growled. 
 
    “Such inappropriate language, and from a boy, no less.” Emily smirked, thinking of something from one of her history classes. “You know what I really like about this? There were so many different ways men oppressed women, and most of them sounded like good things.” 
 
    Daniel went back to ignoring her. It wasn’t like he had any choice. Without knowing how much time remained, he needed to stay focused on the restraints, on freeing just one hand. 
 
    If he could get one hand free, then he would be able to free his other limbs, and she would have to let him go! 
 
    “Back in the day, girls were told that they had to be ‘ladylike’. This, of course, was just a euphemism for weak. That’s right. Little girls were put in frilly, overly elaborate dresses and told not to run around. Boys could mess up their clothing, they could explore, and they could develop the confidence they needed to run the world, but girls had to sit back and wait for someone to come take care of them. It wasn’t right. It wasn’t fair.” 
 
    He perked up at that last part. “But you think this is?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said simply. “Payback is always fair.” 
 
    “You’re a hypocrite,” he growled at her. 
 
    And just a then, as he turned his attention back to her, his hand somehow finally, slipped free from the restraint. The leather scraped some skin off of his hand as he pulled it free, but Daniel didn’t care. If anything, he welcomed that pain. 
 
    Emily seemed impassive as her slave boy immediately reached up toward the other strap. 
 
    “I didn’t. I got free,” he said, nearly breathless. “This means you have to let me go! You promised!” 
 
    Daniel slipped off of the bed. He was naked and he didn’t even care. His erection stood up, again promising how much some part of him craved more attention from this beautiful girl. Even so, he immediately rushed back toward the door. He put his fingers to the handle. He turned it and practically leaped across the threshold. 
 
    On the floor in the living room, he found his clothing. He picked up his pants and boxers. He pulled them on quickly, all while anxiety scratched at the back of his mind. 
 
    But he had done it. He had escaped the restraints, so she had to let him go! 
 
    Just before he could race toward the front door, she called out, “Wait a second.” 
 
    Still naked, she reappeared in the hallway. “You remember what girls are great at doing?” 
 
    And Daniel shouldn’t have stopped. He should have kept going. He could have jumped back out into the fresh air, and that would have been it. He would have been free! 
 
    Instead, he stopped and turned around. “What?” 
 
    “Do you, Daniel, remember what girls are great at doing?” 
 
    “No,” he said truthfully. 
 
    He had already made his big mistake. 
 
    “We are great at changing our minds!” 
 
    Before Daniel could do anything, her voice rang out, crisp and clear and lovely as always. 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    The boy froze. 
 
    Apparently, her command still allowed him to speak. “No. This isn’t fair. You said I could go if I got out of the restraints!” 
 
    “I did,” she said. “But I also changed my mind.” She started laughing at him. It was always so easy. He was nothing but a boy, after all. 
 
      
 
    Taking dainty and graceful steps, she practically danced through her apartment back toward the boy frozen near the front door. He had on his boxers and pants, but nothing else. He looked sweet, she thought. She dragged her fingernails along his chest. 
 
    His lips opened, then closed several times, probably because he didn’t know what to say. He had no idea how he should have reacted under the circumstances. Was he supposed to beg? Should he try something else? 
 
    Those questions kept him distracted even as she slid her hand back down into his pants. She cupped his balls in the palm of her hand. She loved the way he started to groan as her thumb stretched upward and pressed gently against of the base of his erection. 
 
    “It’s okay, Daniel. We both know that you didn’t really want to go outside anyway.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This is probably my favorite part of traditional sexism,” she explained. “Men have always loved telling women what they really want. You know how guys tell themselves that they need to be persistent? Yeah, that is one of the grossest, most patronizing thoughts ever. If a girl says no to you, that means she doesn’t want to be your girlfriend. She’s not interested in you now, and she never will be. You don’t get points for asking her out again and again and again.” 
 
    Daniel barely understood. Her voice seemed to come from far away as she moved her hand up. The angle may have been awkward, yet Emily did an excellent job. 
 
    She knew exactly how to pleasure him, how to move her fingertips, how to glide her hand. 
 
    Within seconds, his thoughts fractured. But then, she wrapped her digits around his length, and then she tugged gently as she started to walk away. That’s right. She used his manhood as a leash. It seemed apt to her. 
 
    With a feral grin on her face, she brought him right back into the bedroom. “Lie down,” she ordered. 
 
    At once, he obeyed. 
 
    Daniel was going to say something, only she touched a finger to his lips and told him to be quiet. Again, the power of her voice compelled his obedience, immediately silencing him. He could no longer complain or argue because the girl didn’t want to hear it. 
 
    This was what made Emily marvel more than anything else. Usually, people listened to men. If you just take a moment and try to imagine what a hero or boss looks like, you’ll probably picture a male. 
 
    In Crystal Canyon, the boys wouldn’t be able to use their size or deep voices to get attention. A girl just had to tell them to be quiet, and that would be the end of it. 
 
    Perfect. 
 
    Emily tied him down again. Then she picked up her toy, the one he’d forgotten about. She didn’t want to ruin the surprise, so she told him to close his eyes. “I don’t want you to see what’s coming,” she said. 
 
    His eyelids dropped down, and he had no idea what she intended. Right then, Daniel struggled to remember. He couldn’t recall her saying anything about buying an extra package or about forgetting it. 
 
    So what was this? What was going on? 
 
    Eventually, he could only growl in frustration, this petulant sound vibrating from his throat as he opened his mouth to reveal his teeth. 
 
    “Cute,” she said. “I like it when you get upset.” 
 
    Emily gently tugged on the ring as she admired the silicon edges. Inside, there were a series of small engines, electric powered vibrators. She stretched out the ring again, and then she slid down around his circumference. She watched as the realization hit him. 
 
    She had put a cock ring on him, one with built-in vibrators. 
 
    “Do you know what I just put on you?” 
 
    Daniel didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Oh, it’s okay. You see, I have this little controller right here, so you’re going to enjoy this.” 
 
    His eyes remained shut. “I bet you feel this,” she said, immediately turning it up to maximum. The cock ring thrummed, vibrating against of the base of his erection. As it did so, a groan of frustrated arousal pulsated deep within his chest. Daniel couldn’t help himself. 
 
    Then she turned it down to its lowest setting. The vibrations were still there, teasing him, keeping him nice and hard and horny. 
 
    Pretty soon, Daniel started to struggle again. She had ordered him to lay down, yet he still tried to fight it. His muscles would flex, making it clear he wanted to get up, only something would hold him down. Emily knew exactly what kept in place: his obedience. 
 
    His weakness as a boy made sure he stayed right where she wanted him. 
 
    “How does that feel?” 
 
    “I don’t like it,” he said. 
 
    “Be honest. How does it feel?” 
 
    “It feels good.” 
 
    With a big smile on her lips, Emily nodded. “Of course, it feels good. You’re being turned on. Now, I’m pretty sure I’ve programmed this thing correctly. I’m going to turn it on, and it is going to keep you nice and stimulated for the next couple of hours. And when I come back, I want to see if you have the strength to try to resist me.” 
 
    “What, what do you mean?” 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious, Daniel?” Emily asked. 
 
    He scrambled to think, to come up with some logical explanation. Nothing popped into his head, however. 
 
    “Okay, I will explain it to you because you aren’t smart enough to figure it out on your own,” she said. “I’m going to leave you here to wallow in your own desperation. All the while, you can think about one thing: my power over you. And this little toy is going to tease you and keep you desperate. You will ache for me. You will know that I am the only person who might grant you the relief you want. No one else will be able to do that for you because no one else will know you’re here. I’m the only one, Daniel.” 
 
    She tilted her head to the side as he absorbed those words. “Be honest. How does it make you feel?” 
 
    “Scared.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel listened to the commands. 
 
    Be quiet. 
 
    Lay there. 
 
    Stay still. 
 
    With those commands, she effectively trapped him within his own body, transforming it into a prison. He was trapped. This time, he couldn’t even hope to escape the straps. They weren’t holding him down. At this point, it was his own obedience, his inability to resist what she said and what she made him do. 
 
    At first, he believed that would be the most frustrating aspect of his captivity. But he was wrong. 
 
    When she first left, the vibrating ring barely teased him. It was a gentle caress, this pressure right there against the base of his cock. Only then, it started to speed up, gradually ratcheting up the sensations coursing through his stem. 
 
    His heart started to beat faster. In his opening moments, Daniel told himself that it wouldn’t be a big deal. He didn’t care. It was only arousal. He had been horny before. Besides, Emily already had sex with him, so it wasn’t like he’d been denied for hours or longer. 
 
    None of that helped. 
 
    The seconds drifted into minutes, and the minutes seemed to stretch on and on without any kind of terminal point. 
 
    For a little while, he managed to maintain his equilibrium. Daniel didn’t get upset or frustrated. In fact, he didn’t even make a sound. He was completely stoic as the device continued tease his most sensitive spot. 
 
    But this couldn’t last forever. 
 
    After just a short while, he started to struggle again. He could feel it, different cracks appearing in his psyche. Little by little, it wore away at his placid exterior. 
 
    Pretty soon, he started thinking of Emily again. He wanted to see her. In his first images, he fantasized about just talking to her. He would say something witty or charming, and he would be able to convince her to let him go. It would be easy, just a few words, and she would succumb. 
 
    But then he started to think about more than that. 
 
    What if she said no? What she argued with him? 
 
    Then he would need to show her that he was stronger, that he really was superior. 
 
    Ignoring the fact that any command issued by this girl could seize control of his body, he pictured himself grabbing her wrists and shoving her up against the wall. Taller than Emily, he would loom over her. He would look down into her eyes and see that mixture of fear and arousal. He would be able to take whatever he liked, and she wouldn’t be able to stop him. More than that, she might even be grateful for it. 
 
    In his fantasy, she would try to struggle. She would fight, only to give up after a few halfhearted attempts to tear herself free. Eventually, she would understand that he was the man, so she should do whatever he wanted. It was her job to satisfy him. 
 
    In that same fantasy, she would argue even as he started to kiss her. But those articulated protests would give way to mumbled moments of excitement. Then he would yank down her panties, and she would wrap her arms around him. 
 
    He would lift her up, and she would wrap her legs around his waist even as he shoved his cock deep into her waiting slit. He would pump her, hard and fast as he held her several feet off the ground. 
 
    In the real world, Daniel started to groan again. He couldn’t help himself, not when images of his beautiful girlfriend kept straining through his mind. Not only that, he could practically feel her breasts beneath his fingertips. The phantom sensations were so alluring, siren calls to distract him from his need to remain calm. 
 
    Emily. 
 
    Just her name made him picture her face. Next, he started thinking of her on her knees. She might beg him for the chance to go down on him. She would lick her lips and stare up at him with big, eager eyes. She would be ready, willing to do anything. Instinctively, she would understand her place, and he would just have to put his hands to the sides of her head. He would take a hold of her hair and pull her forward. 
 
    No, that wasn’t going to happen. 
 
    None of this was going to happen! 
 
    That reality made him grunt. Suddenly, he was struggling, kicking and thrashing about even as invisible bonds held him down. He couldn’t really move, yet he could still flexes muscles. His body attempted to move, only to stop. It felt as though his body had become completely duplicitous, beginning to obey, only to stop at the last moment. 
 
    It wasn’t fair! 
 
    Huffing, Daniel opened his mouth. He wanted to shout for her to come back. Even if he could, he already knew that it wouldn’t do any good. Emily had no interest in talking to him. For all he knew, she wasn’t even in the apartment any longer. She probably wandered off to go spend some time with her friends. Maybe she was out at a club. 
 
    And yet, the vibrating ring continued to work, teasing him with random intervals of stimulation. Hot lust seared his brain, making it harder and harder to think clearly. 
 
    He wasn’t going to say anything. Only then, he tried, and his mouth refused to work. This only doubled his frustration. His eyes started to water, and he wished that he could hit something. He wanted to break it, to throw a tantrum and take control of his situation with violence. 
 
    Like some barbarian, he yearned to rampage, to pillage. He wanted to break something and then claim someone: Emily. In his wildest imagination, he could picture her with a collar around her neck. Maybe she would even be trapped behind the bars of a cage. 
 
    “What are you thinking about?” 
 
    Daniel opened his eyes. He turned his head and saw her. She stood there, wearing dark red panties and a matching bra. The light shimmered over the satin curves of her underwear. She looked amazing, her stomach flat, her long legs toned and trim. She had her arms crossed over her chest, which only sucked more of his attention toward her cleavage. 
 
    Despite all of this, Daniel refused to say anything. 
 
    “Tell me. What are you thinking about?” A second later, she remembered to add, “Be honest.” 
 
    Be honest. She always said that. She always ensured that he told the truth. 
 
    Before, it had been so easy to lie, to dissemble, to equivocate and trick her. Over time, he could deceive her because she wanted to believe something that wasn’t true anyway. 
 
    But now, Daniel arched his back as he tried to fight it. Almost immediately, he ended up telling the truth anyway. “I was thinking about enslaving you.” 
 
    She answered him with giggles. 
 
    “Really? A boy thought he could enslave a girl? That’s hilarious! You’re really, really funny!” Chortles of laughter laced every word. When she strode forward she looked down at him again. “From now on, always tell me the truth. You can never lie to me ever again,” she said. 
 
    Daniel registered those words, and his eyes widened. Now he wouldn’t be able to seek out a cure or tell anyone what she had done. Worse, she just tore away his last defense. 
 
    “Tell me. Do I own you?” 
 
    There. One question. It had an answer, one Daniel couldn’t ignore or hide from because she always required the truth from her slave boy. 
 
    “Yes. You own me,” he said, his voice trailing off into defeat. 
 
      
 
    “You see, Daniel,” she said as she strolled over to her slave. She pulled herself up onto the mattress and dragged her fingertips down along his skin. She almost scratched him, and the sensations left little red lines along his body, tracks to prove she had been there. 
 
    Daniel belonged to her like conquered territory. 
 
    “You see, you are mine. You know it. You can feel it, even deep down. Your time as an independent man is over. You don’t get to make your own decisions. You don’t get your own desires. I’m going to tell you what you want. From now on, you want to please me. That’s all you want. You don’t need to think about anything else. You don’t need to worry about what anyone else thinks. I am the only one who matters to you because I’m not just your girlfriend. I’m your owner.” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. Perhaps that comment wasn’t even necessary. Was she just teaching him or reinforcing the truth? He didn’t know, but it was clear that he would always have to be honest. 
 
    “Say it again. Tell me the truth.” 
 
    “I belong to you. I’m yours. I’m always going to be yours. I’m your slave. I’m your property,” he said. 
 
    She had walked into her bedroom and found him laying there, still trapped by her command. And now, he didn’t even attempt to resist. 
 
    Good. 
 
    Emily pulled herself up on top of him. She straddled him, her knees at his sides, her hands pressing into his wrists, and she leaned to down to kiss him. He could feel the soft give of her lips even as the cock ring continued to tease him with its randomized vibrations. 
 
    Daniel wanted to lose control, but the device never went fast enough or hard enough. It didn’t squeeze tight enough. It kept him desperate and eager to do whatever she said for the slim chance that he might get the relief he so pathetically craved. 
 
    Now she tortured him by kissing him, by touching him. Even when she placed her hands against his cheeks to maneuver his head to the side, he couldn’t complain. It felt good as she took control. On some level, he knew this wasn’t right. As the man, he should have been on top. 
 
    But as he said, he was a slave. All of those old illusions needed to fall away. He had to surrender and accept his place beneath her. 
 
    For her part, Emily just purred as she toyed with her slave. Then she sat up. She looked down at him. 
 
    “I’m going to touch myself while you tell me the truth,” she said. 
 
    She got up just enough to pull her panties down along the length of her thighs, then past her feet. She tossed the skimpy underwear onto the floor. Then she straddled him again, her legs spread, her slit on display. 
 
    She leaned in and pressed her fingertips to his lips. “Suck,” she said. 
 
    He obeyed. He wrapped his lips around her digits and gently pulled on them. 
 
    As she brought that hand between her legs, she gave him another command. “Speak.” 
 
    She might as well have been talking to a dog. Even so, Daniel obeyed again. “I’m your slave. I’m your boyfriend and your slave. I’m your boyfriend and your property. You can use me however you want. I understand this now. I can feel it. Every time you give me a command, I must obey. It’s like I don’t even have a choice!” That was quite a general statement on his part. 
 
    Emily just grinned happily as she started to stroke herself. Her fingers moved up and down along her opening. At first, she barely touched her pussy, yet as the seconds coalesced, she started to go deeper. She began to gently rub the pad of one fingertip over her clit. 
 
    Meanwhile, he kept talking. Compelled, he said, “I love being your slave!” He blinked at that, surprised at the honesty. Before this, Daniel hadn’t even realized that about himself. But as always, he was completely honest with his owner. 
 
    She rubbed herself. He watched, desperately hoping she might decide to claim him again. “I’m yours. I’m your slave. You can use me for whatever you want. You can take me. I am yours! I’m all yours. I can’t think for myself. I can’t do anything without your permission. I will obey you in public, in private, everywhere! You can collar me or put me on a leash.” His fantasies reversed. Now, he was the one behind the bars. “You can cage me if you like, and there’s nothing I can do about it because I must respect your authority at all times!” 
 
    Deciding she was not going to touch herself to completion, she stopped. Her heart pounded, and then she turned back. She slid the ring away from his shaft. 
 
    This was it, her decision. What was she going to do? What would she decide? 
 
    Emily leaned back. She pulled off her bra and began to stroke her nipples. She rubbed her palms over those sensitive points. All the while, she looked down at him. 
 
    Then he realized exactly what she was doing. She wanted to tease him some more. With every moment, she broke him down further, reinforcing her power by making it clear that she decided when and if he might to get the pleasure he yearned for. 
 
    His desires, his strength, all of his abilities became completely meaningless when set against her whims. 
 
    “Are you ready?” Emily asked. 
 
    “I obey,” he said truthfully. 
 
    She shifted back and raised herself up above the tip of his member. She wiggled her hips, making it clear that she could still stop. There is nothing forcing her to do this. She didn’t need to be honest or consistent with him. From then on, Emily could set whatever rule she liked, only she didn’t need to follow them. 
 
    His life would become one filled with double standards, and there was nothing he could do about it! 
 
    But this time, Emily lowered herself down. She took him, enveloping him. She trapped his manhood between the walls of her crevice. Inch by inch, she imprisoned his most sensitive body part. 
 
    “You like this?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “And you love being my slave?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “And you think you’re going to be happier this way?” 
 
    “I, I don’t know,” he said because he still had to tell the truth. He couldn’t try to manipulate her or even feed her the lines she might wish to hear. 
 
    “That’s okay. Let me explain this to you,” she said, lifting herself up and then lowering herself back down again. As she did so, she kept him stimulated. 
 
    Daniel held back the orgasm. He had to relax his body as much as possible. He already knew that if he came without her permission, he would be punished. 
 
    “You’re going to be so much happier this way, Daniel. When you are freed from the responsibility of pretending to be your own man, life will be so much simpler for you. You’re going to love it. You’ll do as you’re told. You won’t even need to think for yourself!” She laughed at that, parting her lips so wide that he could see the roof of her mouth. 
 
    “Get ready,” she said. 
 
    Emily was close, so close to her own release. Yet she wanted him to climax at the same moment because she was generous. She didn’t need to do this. There was nothing forcing her to give him this reward, but she could be a merciful owner. There was no reason she had to be cool, so long as she didn’t think of enslaving her boyfriend as vicious or mean. 
 
    As she bobbed her body up and down, she rubbed him harder and faster with the boundaries of her slit. She practically bounced on him at this point. 
 
    “Please! I can’t take it!” Daniel called out. 
 
    “Now!” 
 
    A rush of heat flashed through his body. With every second, he could feel his shaft pulsate and throb. As he heard her scream out, Daniel kept his mouth shut. He panted through his nostrils even as he lost control. Desperation mixed with desire until he had to clench his eyes shut. Even though he could no longer see his girlfriend, he remembered her with perfect accuracy, like an after image burned into his retinas. She was everything to him now. 
 
    She owned him. And she always would. 
 
    He had been honest about that because he didn’t have any choice. 
 
    Emily finished. Once she was done, she leaned in and kissed him on the mouth one more time. “It’s time for you to go make me a sandwich,” she said, grinning down at her slave. 
 
    He nodded quickly and rolled off of the mattress. Still naked, he rushed off to perform his tasks like a well-trained slave. 
 
    Emily had accomplished so much in less than a day. She couldn’t wait to see how she trained him next or what the other girls would do to the boys of Crystal Canyon. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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