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Alyssa’s Experiment 
 
      
 
    The students figured it out first. For some reason, it affected the young men before anyone else. They would be out with their friends, and some girl would make a joke. Maybe they would be out at the movies, and one of the girls’ male friends would ask for a piece of popcorn. If she didn’t want to share, she could say something like, “If you really want it, get down on your knees and beg for it!” 
 
    It was supposed to be silly, something between sarcasm and hyperbole. 
 
    But then, he would actually do it! 
 
    The girls and guys would probably assume that he had just been willing to be silly since they were out having fun. 
 
    But little by little, the girls started to figure it out. Whenever they said a command, any command, the boys had to obey. More than that, they started recording it. Rumors spread quickly, and the girls started to experiment. 
 
    Alyssa heard about this from her best friend, Natasha. 
 
    “Look, I know it sounds crazy, but it’s really happening. I was out at this party, and one girl got pissed off at her boyfriend. She told him to get down on his knees and beg for forgiveness. Right there, in front of everyone, he had to apologize and plead with her.” 
 
    “He probably felt bad,” Alyssa said. The two girls were walking together on their way to the library. Most of the students there studied to work in geology or engineering. Alyssa and Natasha just happened to be a couple of the liberal arts majors. “It happens. It doesn’t mean that there is some grand conspiracy or anything.” 
 
    “That’s the thing,” Natasha said, grabbing Alyssa’s arm. “I don’t think it was part of some conspiracy. I think it was actually biological.” 
 
    “No,” Alyssa said, shaking her head. “That’s not possible. Guys don’t just to lose their free will.” 
 
    “But what if they do?” 
 
    Alyssa immediately flashed onto someone. Her thoughts jumped, and she had to breathe out to keep calm. Fantasies aside, she already knew that this wouldn’t work. 
 
    “It’s just a game. I’m sure they were just flirting or something.” Yeah, that made a lot more sense. 
 
    Natasha stopped, and she waited. Arms crossed, she wouldn’t budge. Alyssa took several more steps before she turned around. “Come on. We really need to study.” 
 
    “No. I want you to hear me first. I’m serious. I saw this with my own eyes. There was something about him. It wasn’t a joke. It wasn’t a prank, and it wasn’t a game.” 
 
    “So you think every guy has just lost his ability to say no?” 
 
    “It’s more than that,” Natasha explained. “I know it sounds crazy, but I think the boys can’t help themselves. If you tell them to do something, something in their brains must get jumbled, and they can’t tell the difference between something a girl says and something they actually want to do.” 
 
    Again, Alyssa thought of the same face, the same stupid, handsome face from before. Her insides ached, but she couldn’t just shoves those memories aside, no matter how much she wanted to. Sometimes she wished that she could be more like a computer, like there might be some unpleasant experience in her head, and if she didn’t really want it there, then she could just delete it. 
 
    That would have been awesome. 
 
    “Fine. Why are you telling me this?” 
 
    “Because we both know you’re still upset,” Natasha said slowly and quietly. “Maybe you need to talk to him again.” 
 
    “He doesn’t even live here,” Alyssa replied. 
 
    Her friend tilted her head to the side. “If this is really happening, then there’s going to be some kind of quarantine, I bet. The local officials are going to need to figure out the cause. Maybe you should invite someone to come hang out with you.” 
 
    Alyssa’s insides clenched. It was a physical reaction, like her lungs froze, her fingers bunched up, and she couldn’t move. Natasha immediately recognized that look on her friend’s face. She strode forward, confident of what would happen next. 
 
      
 
    Natasha may have been confident, but Alyssa wasn’t. The idea kept bouncing back and forth inside of her head. More than that, she went online, and she started tracking down some of the local videos. None of the local leaders, whether corporate or governmental, and realized anything was wrong. 
 
    Young women, however, were definitely figuring it out. Every day, more videos went up. For the most part, the girls seemed to be just exploring, probing, trying to figure out for themselves what this really meant. 
 
    Could it be? 
 
    For so long, there had been more guys in Crystal Canyon that women. Consequently, they seemed to behave even worse than they did the rest of the country. They liked to show off, peacocking wherever they went. They usually flirted by “teasing” the girls, which usually meant behaving obnoxiously. 
 
    Only now, something had started to shift. The boys were getting nervous. They no longer went out on their own. 
 
    At the same time, the girls started to get more confident. They knew that if some guy shoved past them at the coffee shop, they could order him back to the end of the line, and he would obey like some well-trained dog. 
 
    In a couple of videos, girls started talking about what this meant. One explored of the social implications. She asked the very legitimate question of what would happen to society if young men suddenly had to go through a period of their lives when they would be utterly helpless in the face of female authority. 
 
    Clearly, this would have huge economic implications. For example, men could no longer be trusted with any kind of serious work. Sure, they could be manual laborers, janitors, and clerks or assistants, but not much else. Every major position of authority and power and decision-making would have to go to women. 
 
    More than that, what if these young men never grew out of it? 
 
    For the most part, the girls who had discovered this vulnerability seemed more interested in proving themselves right than really exploiting this. For so long, the male population had been in control. Even with the advent of feminism, so many men retained positions of power, even when they were undeserved. The advantages were subtle, certainly, yet they still existed. If two people tried to speak at the same time, audiences would be most likely to listen to the man before the woman. When most people thought of a hero or a leader, the image to form first would be male as well. 
 
    These didn’t provide any guarantees. It wasn’t like women didn’t enjoy any opportunities, but society remained predisposed to accept men over women in positions of power and authority. Now, it seemed like that might change. 
 
    Alyssa kept watching those videos, over and over again. She saw guys get down on their knees, begging, bark like dogs, roll around, do stupid little tricks, just to prove that they would do anything the girl in the room said. 
 
    As the days ticked past, Alyssa found other videos as well. In sum, girlfriends decided to demonstrate their newfound authority by dressing their boyfriends or brothers up. Quite a few guys now understood exactly how demeaning it felt to wear high heels and maid uniforms. 
 
    In one video, a girl pretended that she was demonstrating how to train a boy. The end came with a joke about how training wasn’t really required. Apparently, this generation of young men simply needed a firm hand and a woman willing to issue commands. He would cook, clean, provide for every domestic need it, she said. And all the girl had to was be brave enough to issue those orders. 
 
    “Be brave enough,” Alyssa said as she lowered her phone. 
 
    That’s when she went back to his phone number. She pulled it up on her screen, she typed a message, and then she hit Send. The entire thing took less than a minute. But once she had done so, Alyssa threw her phone back onto her bed. 
 
    There was no way this would work. After their last encounter, Justin wouldn’t just come visit her. 
 
    At the same time, she started to think of what Natasha had said about there being a quarantine. If the boys really lost their free will, it had to be caused by something. It was probably something in the water, maybe something in the food. Perhaps it was some kind of new radiation unleashed by the local mines. No one was getting sick or anything. In fact, some of the local medical students had started to examine the boys searching for any problems. 
 
    Nothing showed up. 
 
    More than that, the girls didn’t want to bring this to any of the older women or men in town. Maybe they wanted to keep the secret for themselves. Perhaps this was a subtle conspiracy, one where every girl just agreed on it to enjoy herself for a little while. 
 
    If there were problems, they would deal with them. If they needed help later on, they would ask for it. 
 
    But for right now, they just wanted to understand on their own. 
 
    It never occurred to Alyssa that she should tell someone. And right then, she paced her bedroom, walking back and forth. Her phone sat there on her bed, and she really needed to pick it up, to check to see if he responded. 
 
    Instead, she plopped down in front of her mirror. She ran her fingers through her hair. 
 
    Ever since their last encounter, Alyssa had thought about dying it. Her friends said she would look cute as a blonde, but she didn’t know if she should change anything just for a guy. 
 
    She likes her chestnut brown hair. She likes the fact that she has brown irises. She didn’t wear much makeup, but she was always comfortable. Wasn’t that supposed to be the most important part? 
 
    And yet, she thought about Justin and what he wanted. Worse, she was in the spot where she had just one option now: wait. She had sent her message, he would respond or he wouldn’t. He would say yes or no, and there was nothing she could do about it. 
 
      
 
    Justin had decided to take a night off. 
 
    He was back in his own room, sitting at his computer. He had one hand on the mouse, the other on the keyboard. His digital avatar ran between enemies. He darted past the red dragon, pulled out a shotgun, and fired. The electronic monster roared, the sound echoing in Justin’s headphones. 
 
    Crimson digits appeared next to the dragon as damage. It reared up, slamming its talons down into the ground. Another set of numbers appeared next to Justin’s character. He had tried to block, but not fast enough. 
 
    Another shot weakened the beast. It didn’t drop, however. Justin turned, and he tried to run. The serpentine monster flapped its wings and dropped down on top of him. His character’s hit points fell to zero. The screen turned gray. 
 
    Justin rolled back in his seat. Irritated, he breathed out. 
 
    Yeah, he probably should have gone out tonight. In fact, he still could. There would be lots of the drunk girls out at the clubs. They’d be wandering around in their silver, red, and pink dresses, showing off their tight little bodies, all eager for attention from a guy like him. 
 
    He smirked, wondering if he should go out or stay in. 
 
    Here is the thing. Justin really didn’t feel like working. Yeah, meeting up with some girl and having some fun would be quite nice, but he wanted something sure. 
 
    Just as he was about to pick up his phone, the universe decided to be kind. He saw a name right there on his screen: Alyssa. 
 
    Grinning, Justin saw her message. Hey, I know you’re probably busy or whatever, but if you feel like hanging out, I’m free tomorrow. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa kept pacing back and forth, wondering what had possessed her to do something so stupid. She promised herself dozens, hundreds, thousands of times that she wasn’t going to make this mistake again. He didn’t want to be with her. Even if he hadn’t said as much, Justin knew how she felt. 
 
    She ran her teeth along her bottom lip as she tried to deal with the nervous anticipation running through her body. It felt like there was an electrical storm hidden just beneath her skin. She wanted to lash out. 
 
    Maybe she needed to just go hit the gym. Working out would probably be good for her. It could also be something of a punishment, like self-flagellation. She would get hot, sweaty, and her muscles would ache. She would feel the burn in her lungs. 
 
    Before she could make that choice, her phone buzzed again. She glanced over at it. It sat there on her bed, just waiting. The little white light at the top flashing on and off. She had a message. Now she had to go pick up the phone and read it. 
 
    Knowing her luck, it would probably be from Natasha or whatever other friends. 
 
    Pressing her lips together, Alyssa didn’t know what to do. She actually jumped up and down, growling with aggravation. 
 
    This wasn’t fair! 
 
    Things would have been easier if Justin had simply said no to her. Okay, so she liked him. She asked him out. She said that she had so much fun with him, and that she wanted to be with him. More than that, he felt like a really nice guy. Yes, he went out with lots of girls, but Alyssa didn’t need anything serious. 
 
    He told her maybe. 
 
    He said that he really cared about her, but he wasn’t sure if they should risk their friendship with something romantic. Alyssa had nodded her head, saying that she completely understood, that it was cool, that she could follow his lead. 
 
    Yes, she used those exact words. “I can follow your lead.” 
 
    That was more than a month ago. 
 
    During all that time, she didn’t know what to do. She hadn’t been rejected, not outright. Instead, he said something closer to a maybe. What was she supposed to do with that? 
 
    All of her friends said that he should have manned up and just said what he really wanted. Her friends got mad at him. But then, they didn’t really know him. Alyssa still believed that he was a good guy, but he just was a little bit immature, like he couldn’t really explain himself. 
 
    Now, Alyssa stared back at her phone, wondering if she should pick it up. 
 
    She told herself it was like a bandage. She just had to rip the stupid thing off. She marched over, she grabbed her phone, she swiped her finger along the screen, and then she saw his name. She started to read the text. 
 
    How about tonight? 
 
      
 
    Alyssa had a little bit more than an hour before he would arrive. She immediately jumped over to her closet, and she started to go through the different possibilities. She had jeans, dresses, skirts, and even a pair of overalls. Yeah, that last one definitely needed to go to the thrift store. 
 
    Her heart didn’t pound, not exactly, yet the excitement kept her pulse up. She would pick out a dress or an outfit, only to discard it about two minutes later. The pile of clothing kept getting bigger and bigger. 
 
    Eventually, she concluded she didn’t have anything to wear. 
 
    She sat on her bed, she exhaled slowly, and then she remembered something. 
 
    This was just an experiment. If she approached it that way, then maybe she didn’t need to feel like she was going crazy with anticipation. 
 
    But it was Justin. 
 
    On the one hand, she really liked him. On the other hand, she wanted to slap him across the face, hard. 
 
    Maybe? He told her maybe? What kind of answer was that? 
 
    Seriously, he left her there, wondering if maybe they could have some relationship some day. She liked him. More than that, she cared about him. They had been good friends, and she had watched him sleep with one girl after another. All the while, she had pined for him, knowing that they would be so good together. 
 
    When she wrote it all out or said to those words aloud, especially to her friends, she knew that she was acting like an idiot, but it was hard to stop. 
 
    Then there was a knock on the door, and her hour was up. Worse, she was still wearing her pajamas! 
 
    Alyssa quickly rushed over to the front door. Without opening it, she said, “I’ll be just a minute!” 
 
    She sprinted back into her bedroom, pulled off her sweats, and grabbed a white dress with an empire waist. She pulled it on and tied the bow at her side. Exhaling slowly, she knew she probably looked like some little girl on her way to an Easter egg hunt, but she didn’t care. She had to do something. 
 
    Besides, this wasn’t about Justin. It was about her experiment. 
 
    She went to the front door and opened it for him. 
 
    Of course, he looked gorgeous. His hair looked a little bit messy, just as it always did. But on Justin, it didn’t seem sloppy. Instead, he just came off as innocent somehow. He smiled at her, and she felt this warmth spread through her body. Was she really supposed to do this? Was she really supposed to experiment on him? 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    Justin spent a lot of time in Crystal Canyon. If something affected the other guys, then it would probably affect him as well. 
 
    “It’s nice to see you,” she said as she stood back. 
 
    Justin sauntered forward. He always moved with the easy grace of a guy who knew he would be welcome in pretty much any room, especially if there were girls around. It didn’t even matter how old they were. Grandmothers loved him, and so did little girls. 
 
    “Have a seat,” she said. 
 
    She watched him immediately lower himself down onto the couch. His expression seemed neutral, right before he started grinning at her. “Why don’t you join me?” 
 
    Alyssa felt this flutter in her chest. Excitement thrummed like electricity through her skin. “It’s good to see you,” she told him. “I was hoping we could talk.” 
 
    “I’m not really interested in talking tonight if that’s okay,” he said. He leaned over, and he started to kiss her. 
 
    What was happening? 
 
    Before, he said maybe. He said maybe because he didn’t know if he wanted to mess with their friendship. 
 
    What if he had changed his mind? 
 
    What if he wanted to get together? They could be so happy together! Those thoughts fluttered through her head, excited as he started to kiss her. Their lips touched, and then he leaned in, pressing harder. He started to nudge her down onto her back. She could already feel his erection through his pants. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Alyssa asked. 
 
    “I’m here. You’re here. Let’s have some fun. We don’t need to overthink it,” he said, staying close. This always worked with girls like Alyssa. 
 
    Unlike so many other men out there, Justin had an instinctive understanding of what a woman would want to hear, what words she expected, which ones to avoid. As far as he was concerned, girls were just musical instruments. Touch them the right way, say the correct thing, and you could get them to make whatever sounds you liked. 
 
    Before Alyssa had the chance to say anything, he leaned in again, kissing her. He started with the side of her mouth. His tongue flicked out just a little bit, teasing her. When she started to lean in, he pulled back. When she started to pull back, he leaned in, always making her guess and second-guess what might happen next. 
 
    Moments later, he reached to down, sliding his fingers along her dress. He touched her gently, all without forcing anything. 
 
    His fingertips brushed over her thighs and he wanted to go all the way up her skirt. She reached down, her fingers wrapping around his wrist. 
 
    “This is going to be fun,” he said with perfect, easy confidence. “Just relax, and you’ll enjoy yourself. I promise.” 
 
    “But what does this mean?” 
 
    “Don’t think about what this means,” he told her. 
 
    She still wouldn’t release his hand. She still wouldn’t let his fingers glide their way up to her panties. 
 
    “Stop,” she finally said. His hand froze right there. She nudged him back, but he just blinked once or twice. She pushed him back so that they were both sitting upright. 
 
    “You stopped,” she said. 
 
    He blinked again, apparently confused. But then, he seemed to reboot, almost like a computer coming back online. “Of course, I stopped,” he said, his voice loaded with sincerity. “Why wouldn’t I?” 
 
    “Justin, how do you feel about me?” 
 
    “I care about you deeply,” he said. 
 
    Part of her really wanted to just accept that, to lean in and kiss him, to climb up on top of him or to let him roll her over onto her back. She could surrender. Excitement kept running through her body, hot and alluring. It would have been so easy to just give in and accept it. 
 
    And yet, she kept thinking of all of those conversations she had with her friends, the ones where they said he was a jerk and a jackass for stringing her along. 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    He exhaled slowly, but then he leaned forward. He kept his eyes aimed at her. He seemed so sincere, like he just wanted to tell her the truth. 
 
    “Look, I’m not great at this whole talking part. We’re friends, and I really care about you. I love you because I want everything to go well for you. I care about you so deeply.” 
 
    This felt like a trap, like she could just fall forward and accept those words. 
 
    He loved her…as a friend…but he cared about her. 
 
    “I know that we could be great together. We could have so much fun,” he said. 
 
    Justin knew exactly what he was doing. He realized what it would take to keep a girl off balance. He could tell her what she wanted to hear even as he denied her, all while leaving her hungering for more. 
 
    It was perfect. 
 
    “Justin, tell me the truth,” she commanded. The words just snapped from her lips because she started to realize exactly what kind of guy he was. “Do you care about me?” 
 
    “No. I don’t,” he said, only to blink. He shook his head, like he didn’t know where those words had come from. 
 
    “I didn’t mean that,” he started to say. 
 
    “Justin, do you care about any of the girls you sleep with?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” he said. “I couldn’t get intimate with someone if I didn’t care about her,” he said. 
 
    “Justin, tell the truth. Do you care about any of the girls you sleep with?” She started to see the pattern. 
 
    “No, not really.” 
 
    “Then tell me the truth. Why do you do it?” 
 
    His expression remained neutral, almost blank. It sounded more like he was talking about applying for a credit card or filling out his taxes. “It feels good. I like showing off. I like knowing that I can. The challenge is a lot of fun.” 
 
    Alyssa got up. She started to walk back and forth, pacing just as she had done before he arrived. 
 
    It worked. She could get him to do anything…but really, she hadn’t actually tested him. She could get him to tell the truth. “Look, I don’t know why I said those things. I guess I must have eaten something or I didn’t get enough sleep,” he said. “Maybe I should go to the hospital.” 
 
    “No. Stay right there,” she snapped as he started to stand up. 
 
    Immediately, he fell back into the couch. He looked down at his legs, like he couldn’t figure out why they weren’t moving. 
 
    “Justin, we are going to spend the night together, just not the way you expected,” she finally said. 
 
      
 
    “Look, you can’t do this to me. I don’t know what’s going on here, but I need to go right now,” he told her. Most of the charm had been burned away by uncertainty. Usually, Justin could walk into a room and know exactly what would happen. He had that ability to read people, to understand what they wanted and needed. 
 
    That didn’t mean much, not when he was faced with a girl who could issue any command and expected to be obeyed right away. 
 
    “Be quiet,” she said. 
 
    Immediately, he closed his mouth. He didn’t make a sound. 
 
    Alyssa watched him as the confusion washed over his face. For a few seconds, she almost felt bad for him, but then she really thought about what he had told her. Justin didn’t care about her, and he never had. 
 
    “Why did you say we were friends?” 
 
    That seemed to break the spell. “Because we are friends,” he told her, and you need to let me go—” 
 
    “Tell the truth. Why did you say we were friends?” 
 
    “Because it was always good to have you around. If another girl saw you and me together, they would see me as a nice guy. They would be able to see they could trust me.” 
 
    “You’re a bastard, aren’t you?” 
 
    “I’m not a bad guy,” he started to say. 
 
    “Shut up,” Alyssa didn’t want to hear it. 
 
    Instead, she sat down on the chair next to the couch. She leaned forward as she looked at him. He wanted to speak; that much was obvious. But really, did he have anything worth hearing? 
 
    “You really like manipulating girls. You like knowing that you can do whatever you want.” A slow, wicked grin spread along her lips. “Okay. Fine. Maybe you just need to get a sense for what it means to be a toy.” 
 
    Alyssa tilted her head to the side. “But first, I think you owe me an apology. Get down on your hands and knees and crawl over here. Beg for forgiveness.” 
 
    Like a puppet, he dropped down on all fours, and he crawled over to her, just as she demanded. He looked up at her, his eyes big and full of fear. “Please. I’m sorry. Please, forgive me. I messed up. I made a terrible mistake.” 
 
    “And what mistake was that?” 
 
    His eyes narrowed. Apparently, he’d reclaimed some degree of independence and autonomy. “I came here. I don’t how you’re doing this, but I’m going to make you pay!” He was angry, his face flushed red. 
 
    A boy like Justin always needed to be in control. That’s why manipulation always felt so good to him. It made sense, Alyssa realized. This is why he could get away with a word like maybe. 
 
    “Apologize for being a jackass,” she finally said. 
 
    “I apologize for being a jackass.” The words left his lips, only he seemed confused, like he heard them, only he couldn’t understand why he would say such a thing. Always smooth, always confident, Justin never needed to apologize. 
 
    “No,” she said, tapping one finger against the corner of her mouth. “I want you to try harder. Give me a detailed apology. Make it sound sincere.” 
 
    His expression shifted again. The confusion vanished as the next set of words simply seemed to leave his mouth. “I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry for being a jerk. I was terrible to you, Alyssa. Please, please accept my apology.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    He shook his head again, looking around as he searched for some kind of explanation. 
 
    Justin started to stand, but she shook her head. With an almost regal ease, she pointed back to the floor. “Kneel.” 
 
    He dropped to his knees. 
 
    “There we go,” she said. “I really like this side of you, Justin.” 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Don’t worry your pretty little head about that,” she said. 
 
    He opened his mouth to speak, but she cut him off. “Be quiet.” 
 
    And just like that, he closed his mouth again. He did it without complaint. He didn’t even seem frustrated or upset by the idea. It was only after a few more seconds that he seemed to regain some semblance of control over his body. 
 
    Excitement ran through her. Alyssa clapped her hands together, shocked that this was actually working. Then again, she recalled something from one of her science classes. If she really wanted to understand this, then she needed to experiment. 
 
    Oh, this could be fun. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa got up from her spot. Again, she felt like a princess or a queen. She was in charge here, so she could do whatever she liked. She circled him, all while he remained there on his knees. 
 
    “Tell me again why you came here. Be honest.” 
 
    Suddenly, his talents for deception and manipulation became irrelevant. With that same, neutral expression, Justin explained, “I came here because I was hoping we could have sex.” 
 
    “Really?” Alyssa asked, smirking. “Did you think I was going to be that easy?” 
 
    “I know that you are in love with me.” 
 
    “I was in love with you,” she replied. “But it’s hard to love a slave.” 
 
    A slave? Where did that word come from? But then Alyssa nodded to herself, content with it and all of its implications. If he had to do whatever she said, what else could he possibly be? 
 
    Perhaps there was a little twinge of conscience, but then she looked down into his lovely eyes. He always knew how to appear sincere, like everything he said was actually some secret confidence, something important that he could only share with her… 
 
    After a few more heartbeats, he reclaimed control. “I’m not a slave,” he said, gritting his teeth. 
 
    “Actually, you are.” 
 
    “I’m not. I’m not a slave. I’m never going to be a—” 
 
    Hot pleasure ran through her body as she casually cut him off. “Tell me you’re a slave.” 
 
    “I’m a slave,” he replied. “Stop that. Stop making me do things!” 
 
    “So you admit it? I can make you do whatever I want?” 
 
    Alyssa glanced down at Justin as she waited for his answer. Hardening his lips together, he didn’t reply, not at first. 
 
    Then, slowly, he made a deliberate point of trying to figure this out. At the same time, he was probably stalling for time. “Look, I don’t know what’s going on, but you need to let me out of here.” 
 
    “Why would I do that?” Alyssa asked. 
 
    “Because you can’t just play with me. I’m not your toy!” 
 
    “Tell me that you’re my toy.” 
 
    Justin fought it. It was clear from the expression on his face that he tried to resist, only something purely biological took over. His lips started to move almost immediately. “I’m your toy.” 
 
    “Ask for permission to be my toy,” she said. 
 
    “May I be your toy?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. I want to hear you beg. Beg for the privilege of being my toy.” 
 
    He bowed his head down and gripped his hands together. He was pleading, desperation rippling through his voice. “Please, please let me be your toy. I want to belong to you. I want you to play with me!” His eyes started to shine, so she touched to the underside of his chin. She forced his head up. “There’s a good boy.” 
 
    Suddenly, he blinked again, regaining control. Of course, he remembered exactly what he had said, only now the humiliation rippled through his body. His fingers trembled as he made a pair of fists, but that only made her laugh. 
 
    “I should probably get a better sense for what I own,” she said. “Stand up and take off all of your clothing,” she ordered. 
 
    His eyes widened, though only for an instant. Then the biological need to obey this female took a hold of him once more. He stood up, his movements fluid yet still somehow mechanical. He pulled off his shirt. He loosened his belt. He shimmied out of his pants even as he kicked off his shoes and peeled away his socks. Soon, there is nothing left but his boxers. Without hesitating, he took those off as well. 
 
    Alyssa didn’t allow him the opportunity to think about what he had just done. “Remain still,” she told him. 
 
    He froze, paralyzed. Trapped in his own body, he could only watch as this girl just circled him again. She touched him, stroking him. “Not bad. Not bad at all. But you know, I think you could do better. Maybe I should put you on a workout routine.” 
 
    She told him not to move, which apparently included his mouth because he could no longer speak. 
 
    Justin fought hard, doing everything he could to reclaim control of his body. He kept sending those signals from his brain, only his body would not answer. His body would not do what he wanted! 
 
    Second by second, he tried to squirm, but he couldn’t even do that! 
 
    All the while, Alyssa drank in the sight of her helpless male. He remained rigid, his body locked in place even as she ran her fingers along his thigh, up to his ass. She stopped in front of him. She touched his chin and turned his head from side to side. “Wow. This is so different. I wonder if I can make you forget about all of this? What you think, Justin? Do you think I could use my commands to reprogram you?” 
 
    Because she asked a question, he had the ability to respond, only now his lower lip trembled. 
 
    Could she? Could she assume that kind of authority? 
 
    “Don’t worry. That’s not what I’m after. I like owning you. But I also want you to know. I want you to understand that you really were a bastard, so you’re going to get what you deserve.” 
 
    For months, she had longed for his attention. Alyssa had stayed awake at night, often wondering what she could have done differently to make him like her. Of course, she knew those thoughts were silly. There was nothing she could do, yet those lingering desires kept running through her body, always there, tantalizing and impossible to ignore. 
 
    “You really don’t care about me, did you?” 
 
    “I enjoyed being with you,” he said. As those words left his lips, he wondered if they would get him some good will. After all, he started to think that maybe he could manipulate her. He had to tell the truth, but every truth could be sculpted for a particular purpose. 
 
    Alyssa quickly dashed those hopes with one question, “Why? Tell the truth.” 
 
    “Because I always knew you would be there when I got bored or decided I wanted to be with you.” 
 
    “So I was a backup?” 
 
    “Yes.” As Justin answered, hot frustration flared in his chest. The urge to hit something gripped his hands, but he still couldn’t move. 
 
    “You know, that’s not a very nice way to treat people. Apologize.” 
 
    “I’m sorry I treated you badly,” he said. 
 
    “It’s a shame. I can’t really believe you, not when I’m forcing you to say those words.” She shrugged, like it didn’t really matter. “Fortunately, I still get to punish you.” 
 
    This could be considered another part of her experiment, she thought with a brash grin. “Walk over to the armrest and bent forward. I want to see your ass on display.” 
 
    She issued those commands, and he felt of them take a hold of his body. He had to ride, more like a passenger than anything else. Still aware of what was going on, he strode over to the couch. He bent forward. 
 
    “Cross your wrists,” she ordered. 
 
    He complied. Helpless to do anything else, he put himself in that humiliatingly vulnerable position, and she came right up behind him. “Oh, I have some good ideas,” she said. Her fingertips brushed along his skin as she pressed her pelvis up against his ass. 
 
    “Have you ever been fucked from behind, Justin?” 
 
    “No,” he said with a quiver that made it clear this was the truth. 
 
    “Maybe we will have to work on that,” she said. Before he could try to argue or plead with her, Alyssa cocked her hand back. She savored this moment, reveling in her newfound authority. Was he going to just sit there and take it? Her command still lingered, but she wanted to know if he could resist. Maybe after a few more seconds or enough determination, he would break free. Of course, she could always just order him back into the same spot… 
 
    This was fun, a rigged game she couldn’t lose. Because he was cute and knew how to manipulate girls, Justin always got whatever he wanted. He could string girls along, teasing them, taunting them. He could entice them, but that was over. 
 
    “You’re helpless now, aren’t you? Tell the truth.” 
 
    “Yes,” he said, his voice straining. 
 
    And for his honesty, she rewarded him with a spanking. Her hand impacted the curve of his ass with a loud clap. A gasp of pain escaped his lips. He must have fought to hide it, but he lost the struggle. 
 
    “Oh, that was fun,” she said after that first experimental strike. 
 
    She pulled her arm back. 
 
    Since Alyssa hadn’t told him to be quiet, he had the opportunity to speak. “Please, don’t. Please, you don’t need to spank me. I, I’m sorry. I, I have learned my lesson!” 
 
    “Have you? Have you really?” Alyssa asked him. 
 
    Just as he started to answer, Alyssa smacked his ass again. Her hand flew down hard, a sharp blur. When she felt the impact, she grinned. It hurt him. For her, every blow just left a soft, tingling warmth in the palm of her hand. 
 
    “I don’t think you have learned your lesson, Justin. But I’m sure after a few weeks or months, you will. By then, I’m sure you’ll be eager to just be my slave.” 
 
    “What, what are you talking about?” 
 
    Alyssa’s next words surprised her. “Isn’t it obvious? I’m going to keep you.” 
 
    “What? You can’t!” 
 
    “Sure, I can. That’s why you’re going to beg for the privilege of becoming my slave. Beg.” 
 
    “Please. May I please be your slave? Please, I want it. I need it. I need to be your slave. Please, let me be your slave!” 
 
    Alyssa let him continue. He babbled on, desperate to be owned. It only stopped when her hand flew down again and she resumed his spanking. Only this time, she didn’t just strike once. Instead, she let loose a flurry, her hand flying down and pulling back, over and over. She soon lost track. Instead, she felt more like an artist as she studied the curves of his buttocks. They turned red. Not only that, she could see those little tendrils of color slide over his flesh. 
 
    “Lovely,” she said, an excited grin playing on her face. 
 
    “But maybe I should experiment with something else. Oh, I know. How about a hair brush?” 
 
    “No! You can’t!” 
 
    “Be quiet and just stay still. You know, look pretty.” She giggled, savoring the fact that she could just to dismiss him so easily. More than that, she was certain he couldn’t break free. 
 
    As she strolled away, Alyssa knew that this was another experiment. What would happen when she left the room? Would he suddenly be able to move on his own again? It was a possibility. After all, when she really thought about this, she had to admit that she didn’t know how it worked. What compelled his obedience? Was it something in the air, something in the water? For all she knew, someone had used a voodoo doll on him, though that didn’t make sense, not when this condition seemed to affect every young man in Crystal Canyon. 
 
    Back in her bedroom, she grabbed her brush off of her nightstand. It was heavy and wooden, almost antique. She smacked it against the palm of her hand and enjoyed that brief stinging. 
 
    When she came back, she put her hands on her hips. 
 
    Sure enough, Justin remained in that same position. 
 
    “Please, please don’t do this,” he said. 
 
    “Oh, are you trying to manipulate me again?” 
 
    “I’m not! Look, I’m already naked and embarrassed. You’ve already spanked me. You don’t need to do anything else!” 
 
    “Actually, I do.” 
 
    One question lingered on the air, although Justin refused to ask it. What? What else did she need to do? 
 
    She strolled over to him, savoring every long step. She then reached out, gliding her fingertips over his ass and up to the small of his back. He shivered. More than that, little goosebumps appeared over his shoulders. 
 
    “Justin, I want to figure out exactly what makes you work. I want to understand what I need to do to own you. I mean, I already have your obedience. You’re like a well-trained dog.” 
 
    “No. I’m not. I’m not a dog!” 
 
    “Yeah. I think you are. I think you’re just a horny dog.” 
 
    “I’m not!” He seethed those words, each one loaded with vehemence. 
 
    “Tell me you’re a dog. Tell me you’re nothing but a horny dog.” 
 
    “I’m a dog. I’m nothing but a horny dog,” he said, his expression neutral. 
 
    “Not bad,” she said, patting him on the back of his head. “But you know, I think you can do better. I think I can train you with commands, but I’m also going to experiment with simple punishments.” Again, those words surprised her. As a young woman, she had always been socialized to be soft and small, innocent and sweet. But now, with this kind of authority, a new side of her personality emerged. 
 
    She liked it. She liked it a lot. 
 
    “What, what are you going to do?” 
 
    She smacked the palm of her hand with the brush again. That same delicious sting ran through her body, though she didn’t imagine he would like it nearly as much. After all, taking on something willingly feels very different from being forced. 
 
    And she intended to force him. 
 
    “This is the brush,” she explained to him simply. 
 
    She stroked the soft, curved wood over his skin. “I like the way you shiver, Justin. It tells me that you really like this.” 
 
    “No. I don’t. I don’t like this!” he shot back. 
 
    “Tell me you like this. Be energetic.” 
 
    “I like this!” Justin called out. As he did so, he sounded like some eager boyfriend desperate for more. 
 
    Boyfriend. Slave. She shook her head, marveling at the power of those different words. 
 
    “That’s right. You do. So ask me to spank you with this hairbrush.” 
 
    “Please, spank me with the hairbrush.” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, patting him on the head again. She cocked her arm back, and then she swung, bringing it down hard. The heavy wood crashed into his buttocks. A gasp of pain escaped his lips. He clenched up, his face tight with frustration. 
 
    But he couldn’t stop her. 
 
    She did it again. She swung down hard, making sure it would sting. He whimpered now, desperate for it to stop. 
 
    “You really thought you could sleep with me if you came here, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “That means you really don’t have any respect for me, do you? As far as you’re concerned, I’m just an easy target.” 
 
    “Yes,” he repeated. 
 
    “And that’s why you deserve this,” she told him. Alyssa did bother to mask of the glee in her voice. 
 
    She spanked him again and again. She swung harder and faster until her arm got tired. The fatigue burned along her bicep, but she loved the pink, then red that glowed from his curves. All the while, he whimpered, hissing quick puffs of air as he tried to keep up with the pain stabbing into him. 
 
    Justin could do nothing but fight the agony. It flowed and ebbed, cresting and falling even as it overwhelmed him. Finally, the spanking came to a stop, and she caressed his ass. He shook as though he had been jolted with a burst of electricity. 
 
    “Oh, it’s not that bad.” 
 
    “Please. Please, I don’t think I can take any more.” 
 
    That was the wrong thing to say. 
 
    With a wicked, almost feral grin, she picked up the brush again. 
 
    It sounded like applause came from her apartment as she paddled him, using everything she had. SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! With every loud clap, agony flashed through his body. His eyes were wet, but he refused to cry. He didn’t care what kind of power this girl had over him, he would not succumb. 
 
    “Now, are you ready to beg to be my slave?” It was a question, and she didn’t force him to say anything. 
 
    Justin blinked, understanding what she had in mind. 
 
    She wanted this next part to be willing. She wanted him to yield, to just give up and surrender to her. 
 
    Justin wished he could be stronger; he wished he could fight back. Unfortunately for him, she had the power. It felt so good. Her entire body seemed to to tingle. But there was something else as well, this primal desire echoing through her skin, especially between her legs. 
 
    Alyssa didn’t mean for this to happen, but she realized something. As a side effect of her experiment, she was wet. Her pussy was drenched… 
 
    Breathing out slowly, she considered what she would do. 
 
    Normally, she would have taken care of herself, slipping back into her bedroom and hiding under the covers. She would spread her legs and politely slide her fingers over her opening. She would tease herself to completion. 
 
    But now, she had her slave boy here. 
 
    Alyssa tilted her head to the side. “Would you rather be spanked some more or would you rather go down on me?” 
 
    “I’m never going down on you,” he vowed. 
 
    “Going down on me it is,” she said with a giggle. 
 
    Alyssa reached under her skirt and grabbed onto her underwear. Swishing her head from side to side, she pulled down her panties. Once she had them, she held them up and brushed them along his face. He caught the aroma of her arousal. It was a scent he would become far more accustomed to, whether he liked it or not. 
 
    Alyssa strolled back over to her chair. She sat down and pressed her skirt between her legs. 
 
    “Okay, slave. Come back over here. Crawl. Kiss my feet and work your way up between my legs. Then I want you to go down on me. I want you to use your tongue to the best of your ability. Show me that you can be an eager slave boy.” 
 
    Alyssa blinked as the last of the words left her lips. Had she really said them? Yes. 
 
    And they felt good. 
 
    Compelled to obey, Justin turned around. He lowered himself back down onto his knees and knuckles. He crawled the short distance between them. And when he got to her feet, he bowed his head. His lips brushed over her toes. He kissed her shins, then her thighs. Soon, he slid his face up between her legs. 
 
    All the while, she watched him. 
 
    Alyssa absolutely adored the expression on his face. He seemed content, like this was precisely where he belonged. 
 
    Just before his lips brushed over her crevice, she wondered if this would be the next stage of evolution. Maybe men had been given their chance to be in charge, only now nature decided to switch things around. Women would take control; boys would be chattel. 
 
    Before she could follow that thought any farther, she felt his tongue as he slid it along her opening. Bright pleasure ran along her body, tingling. It felt electric. 
 
    Alyssa had only ever had one other boy go down on her before. He had licked her a few times before darting back up, almost like he couldn’t stand it. 
 
    Justin, on the other hand, demonstrated exactly what an eager boy could do. He popped his head down and up as he dove deeper, his tongue sliding and slipping left and right, up and down. He made neat little circles that caused her to moan deliciously. 
 
    “Oh. Wow. You’re good at that. You’re so, so good at that,” she purred, reveling in every movement and flicker of his tongue. 
 
    Bowing her head down, she surrendered to the impulses running through her body. Alyssa clenched her fingers even as she curled her toes. She lifted her knees a little bit higher, giving him even better access. As he massaged her clit, Alyssa savored the heat roiling through her body. It spread along her arms, over her legs. It felt like this spiderweb of pleasure, silken strands of desire tight around her body. 
 
    Down on his knees, Justin simply tried to stop. He fought his body, doing everything he could to reclaim some semblance of control. 
 
    He found it easy enough to flex his fingers and run his hands over the floor. He could wiggle his toes or curl his feet. He could clench the muscles in his arms and legs, but each time he attempted to pull back or even slow down, he simply failed. His neck started to hurt, only it seemed as though his body didn’t care. It would do anything that she said. 
 
    The humiliation simmered through his body as he gave her exactly what she wanted. 
 
    Like so many other guys, Justin had fantasized about having some girl who would follow his every command. He would just need to say the words, and his lovely concubine would drop to her knees, eager to suck his cock or massage him however he liked. She would be ready to get down on her back or her hands and knees, her legs spread. 
 
    No limits, no boundaries, no objections. 
 
    But right there, he found himself in the position of the slave. Slave boy. That’s what Alyssa called him. 
 
    He tried to yank his head back. It didn’t work. He tried to push himself onto his feet. That didn’t work either. 
 
    The flavor of her excitement was hot on his tongue. All the while, he kept licking, sliding forward and back, down and up, in circles and squares, stars and even little heart shapes. 
 
    Pretty soon, Alyssa couldn’t take it anymore. She had never experienced anything like this, so the pleasure exploded through her body. Panting, she reveled in the tension as it snapped along every inch of her petite frame. 
 
    And when she was done, she shoved him back. Then she ran her fingers through her hair as she looked down at him. 
 
    Naked, he stared at her, his expression hard. 
 
    “Tell me you enjoyed that.” 
 
    “I enjoyed that,” he replied beautifully. 
 
    “And would you like to give me a massage now?” 
 
    Justin didn’t answer. 
 
    That wasn’t a problem, not for this girl. She decided to experiment to see what else her new slave boy could do. “That’s fine. Tell me you want to give me a massage.” 
 
    “I want to give you a massage,” he said. His lips moved as though they had been programmed. 
 
    How was this happening? 
 
    Alyssa stood up, and she pulled off her top and her skirt. Naked now, she towered above him. Normally, nudity would have made her feel vulnerable, as though she had been placed in a state of weakness. Not now. Perhaps never again. 
 
    She strolled over to the couch, and she lowered herself onto her stomach. “Crawl over here and massage me, slave boy.” 
 
    The direct command seized control. He found himself crawling, moving on his knees and knuckles, just the way she expected. 
 
    Worse, he raised his hands, and he started to pet her. He worked his fingertips over her skin. Every light, gliding caress made her smile. Soon, she just relaxed into the ease of his hands on her body. 
 
    Justin saw an opportunity. What if she fell asleep? Then he could at least sneak out. 
 
    Or better yet, he could gag her and tie her up. He could show her what he could do! Hot, jagged anger seemed to grind through his chest. But before she could drift off, she said, “If I fall asleep, I want you to stay there on your knees with your hands behind your back.” 
 
    And soon enough, she relaxed into the easy warmth of his hands on her body. 
 
      
 
    Eventually, Justin had to come to one conclusion: she had fallen asleep. 
 
    Locking his teeth together, he thought. He fought with every iota of willpower he possessed. He simply needed to remain still; he needed to hold out for just a little while. If he could demonstrate his independence, then maybe he would break free. 
 
    He didn’t; he couldn’t. 
 
    Like an obedient slave boy, he fell back onto his haunches, and he crossed his wrists behind his back. Once in this position, he completely lost the ability to move on his own. The fury swirled inside of him, like some angry hurricane. He struggled as hard as he could, at least on the inside. In terms of his exterior, he appeared to be completely and utterly content. 
 
    For a long time, she slept. 
 
    Justin couldn’t even keep track of how much time went by. 
 
    His phone rested in the pocket of his discarded pants. There weren’t any clocks in front of him, so he just had to wait there like some unnecessary piece of furniture or an appliance. 
 
    Finally, she started to shift. She stretched her arms above her head. 
 
    “Oh. There’s my slave boy,” she said. 
 
    Now that she woke up, Justin found that he could move again. He didn’t anticipate this. If he had moved more quickly, maybe he could have grabbed her. He could have forced his hand over her mouth, effectively quieting her so that she wouldn’t be able to issue any more orders. 
 
    If only… 
 
    “Sit, boy,” she said, ordering him around like he was nothing but a dog. 
 
    Compelled by the sound of her voice, he remained on his knees. She stood up slowly, and she stretched her hands behind her back. She looked down at him. Just the sight of this young man, so attractive, so strong, degraded and forced into this position was enough to turn her on. Another flicker of desire ran through her body, especially when she studied his naked form. 
 
    “You know, I’ve always wondered how your mouth would feel on my chest,” she said. She beckoned him forward with a flick of her fingertip. “Come here. Suck gently right here,” she said, touching a finger to her left nipple. 
 
    She issued the command, so he couldn’t disobey. 
 
    At least he could walk. He got up, and he marched to her. Then he lowered himself down. Somehow, he couldn’t bring his hand from behind his back, so he had to lean in and do his best to maintain his balance. He wrapped his lips around her nipple, and he gently started to suck. “Oh, that’s nice. That feels really good,” she said to him. “I’m going to get used to having your mouth available for me.” 
 
    He needed to argue; he needed to insist that she wouldn’t get away with this. As nice as those thoughts sounded, Justin didn’t know how to make any of them a reality. 
 
    For her part, Alyssa just watched him. His head moved down and up gently as he kept his mouth sealed around her breast. He felt so good, especially when she decided to reach down and stroke him. Her fingers lightly touched his scrotum, then the base of his shaft. She dragged her fingertips up to his tip. Within the span of just two or three seconds, he hardened. 
 
    He couldn’t help himself. 
 
    Maybe Justin thought he could do better. Maybe he was the kind of guy who would always crave more female attention, but those impulses had become utterly irrelevant. She had him, and she wasn’t going to let him go. 
 
    Worse, she could make him enjoy it. 
 
    Another dose of humiliation slammed into him. He was supposed be better than this; he was supposed to be better than her! 
 
    She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, and she squeezed gently, just enough to make him moan even as he kept sucking like a good slave boy. 
 
    “Switch,” she commanded. 
 
    “No. I’m not going to—” Justin fought to say as his head moved, seemingly of its own accord. He lowered his face back down, and then his lips tightened around her other nipple, just that she had desired. 
 
    He sucked gently, working his mouth and lips, over that pressure point. He serviced her, using everything he had. 
 
    All the while, Alyssa savored those sensations. More than that, she loved having his most precious body part literally in the palm of her hand. She squeezed and stroked, running her fingers down and up, just to watch the chagrin play out on his face. 
 
    He opened his eyes and looked up at her. 
 
    Eye contact only further humiliated him.  
 
    Good! 
 
    “That’s enough for now,” she finally said. She could have climaxed again, but she didn’t want to. Instead, she expected to feel his fingertips on her skin. “Massage me.” 
 
    “Fine,” he growled even as he moved to obey. It made Justin feel a little bit better to think he was doing this on his own. 
 
    As she sat up and straightened her back, he positioned himself behind her. He started with her shoulders, pinching them. “Lighter,” she commanded. 
 
    At once, his grip loosened, and he started to glide his fingertips over her skin. He effectively petted her, working his digits down the contours of her shoulders toward the soft curves of her back. 
 
    “Oh, that feels really good. You’re good at this, Justin. I think we have found your talent.” 
 
    “I’m going to make you pay for this,” he said. On some level, he knew that antagonizing her had to be a bad idea, but Justin didn’t care. Although he appeared complacent, the aggression surged through his body. He wanted to jump, to snap, to attack. He needed to fight something. He yearned to break something. 
 
    But her commands kept him right there, docile and obedient. 
 
    Perhaps if he could figure out what was causing this, then maybe he would be able to break her hold. And yet, Justin had never heard of anything like this ever happening. If anyone had suggested the possibility that a girl could just order a boy around, it would have sounded utterly insane. Was it an environmental factor? Maybe he’d picked something up on his trip back to Crystal Canyon? 
 
    It seemed just as likely for him to believe that he had been somehow hypnotized. Maybe he had been kidnapped and reprogrammed, subliminally trained and then ordered to forget all of it. 
 
    No. That’s not what happened here. And yet, Justin couldn’t figure any of it out. 
 
    “Tell me what you’re thinking, slave boy.” 
 
    “I was trying to figure out what caused all of this.” 
 
    “Oh, you don’t want to think about that. Think about something else. Think about how much you want to have sex with me.” 
 
    His cock immediately hardened as he pictured himself on top of her. 
 
    “Tell me how you imagine it.” 
 
    “You’re on your back, and I’m on top of you, pounding into you,” he said. His cock twitched, and he nearly climaxed right there. He had to exhale through his teeth to keep that embarrassing occurrence at bay. 
 
    “No, no,” she said with a giggle. He continued to pet her, massaging her back and shoulders. “That’s not how it works. Try again.” 
 
    He stared at the back of her head. Justin was almost entranced by the curves of her hair and the way the light glimmered off of her soft tresses. Even so, she had given him an order, so he needed to obey. 
 
    “You’re on your hands and knees,” he said. 
 
    Justin meant to say more, but she just giggled again. “Nope. That’s not how this works, not anymore,” she said. 
 
    He stopped. He still felt the urge to speak, like he had to say something, only now he didn’t know what. His thoughts immediately jumped, only now he saw a different image in his imagination. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    Justin fought it. He battled with everything he had. Struggling to keep his mouth still and his throat silent, he worked hard to just hold those words back. It didn’t work. His best efforts didn’t stop him for half a second. 
 
    “I’m on my back, and you’re holding me down. You’re on top, and you ride me until I can’t take it anymore.” 
 
    “Actually, you can always take it,” she said. “It’s really just a question of when I give you permission. Isn’t that right, slave boy?” 
 
    He ached to tell her that he wasn’t a slave boy, that he would never be a slave boy! 
 
    “Yes. Fine,” he said. He hated himself for giving up so easily, but Justin couldn’t just argue with her either. 
 
    “In fact, I think you need to go on a little shopping trip tonight.” 
 
    “What do you—?” 
 
    “Quiet,” she said. “I’m not done enjoying my massage.” 
 
    Like an obedient slave boy, he closed his mouth and continued to work. Diligence and obedience, he behaved like every other young man in Crystal Canyon when confronted with a girl willing to order him around. 
 
      
 
    This became much more common in Crystal Canyon. Before the young men suddenly lost of their free will, the local sex shop didn’t do a great business. There were some couples who would stop by, and lots of college kids. Unfortunately for the proprietor, the college students just enjoyed walking around, examining the different movies, toys, and costumes. For the most part, they would giggle, maybe point something out, and then retreat quickly. 
 
    But now, business was booming. 
 
    Boys like Justin had been ordered to go retrieve specific items. They knew exactly what they “wanted,” and they quickly grabbed the required items before paying and disappearing back out onto the street. 
 
    In fact, Justin only spent about ten minutes there. He searched, his eyes roaming over the different possibilities before he found what he had been ordered to retrieve. Then he paid and he left. 
 
    That’s why he found himself standing in front of her front door again. He knocked, and she answered quickly. “Come in,” she said. 
 
    He opened the door and stepped across the threshold. He held up the black, plastic baggie. “I have what you want,” he said. 
 
    “That’s nice. Strip for me first. Do it slowly, Justin. I want to enjoy the show.” 
 
    His expression remained neutral as he pulled off his shirt and his pants, shoes and socks. He moved with a mechanical grace, more like an automaton than a real person. 
 
    For her part, Alyssa didn’t mind. She just admired his muscles, the width of his shoulders, and the strength he conveyed. Even as a slave boy, he seemed strong, almost like a beautiful beast of burden. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said, nodding to herself. “Now, crawl over here and kiss my feet. Then tell me you got everything I told you about.” 
 
    Justin lowered himself down onto his hands and knees. Naked, he felt more like a dog or an animal. That was too bad for him. She had given him orders, so he complied as her power stole away his control. 
 
    He crawled. He soon found himself at her feet. When he looked up, he saw that she wore nothing but her panties. She grinned down at him as he lowered his lips to her toes. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. As he kissed her feet, she ran her fingers through his soft hair. It felt nice, like petting a stuffed animal or a dog. Having that absolute control definitely turned her on as well. Flickers of desire quickly kindled into something more. 
 
    “Follow me,” she said. She slid up from the spot on the couch. Without asking, she grabbed the bag and strolled into the bedroom. With a glance over her shoulder, she had to wonder how the future might shape up if this continued. 
 
    A newfound confidence spread through her. If she encountered Justin, or even any other male for that matter in an office, she would have no problem taking control, ordering him around. This power tasted good to her. More than that, it only increased her appetite. 
 
    She opened the door into her small bedroom. “Get on your hands and knees,” she ordered. 
 
    “What, what are you going to do?” Justin asked even as he moved to follow her commands. 
 
    Naked, he crawled up onto her bed. He lowered himself down onto his hands and knees. 
 
    “Spread your legs,” she said it, satisfied as he did just that. 
 
    Rather than answer, she opened up the bag and rifled through the contents. She pulled out one item, then another. She decided to start with the lubricant. She read the label, checking the directions. Yeah, it was simple enough. 
 
    Then, with a wicked grin on her lips, she opened the other package. “This is going to be so much fun. I like knowing that we get to switch roles, Justin. This was how you wanted it, right? Me on my hands and knees while you penetrated me from behind?” 
 
    Justin didn’t have to answer, so he kept his mouth shut. He stayed there, braced and quiet, just like a good boy. 
 
    She laughed, savoring his reticence. “It’s okay if you’re shy. I bet you’ve never been penetrated like this before.” 
 
    She dumped the contents of the bag onto the bed, and he couldn’t help himself. He looked. His eyes roamed over at the dildo and the strap-on harness. Soon enough, she would wear those items, and then she would come at him from behind, penetrating him. She would turn him into the girl… 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Please, don’t do this,” he said. “Please, I can go down on you again. I can do whatever you want!” 
 
    “But Justin,” she said, reaching out and gliding her fingertips along his cheek, down to the underside of his chin. “This is exactly what I want.” 
 
    Justin struggled, fighting hard to tense his muscles, to get his body to obey. He worked, only none of the signals seemed to reach his hands or his legs. He remained there, braced and vulnerable, poised to be taken. 
 
    Making this even more difficult for the slave boy, he had to listen as she opened up the package. She tore through the box, removing the dildo first. Rather than just set it aside, she used it, touching the silicone tip to the nape of his neck and dragging it down along his back. 
 
    Alyssa loved the way he shivered. He didn’t say anything, yet the outrage seemed to spill off of him with every breath. He struggled to maintain some veneer of stoicism, but she could read him easily. 
 
    “You don’t like the idea of being a girl, do you?” Alyssa asked, just because she wanted to deride him some more. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “Answer me. You don’t like the idea of being a girl, do you?” 
 
    “No,” he said truthfully. “I’m not a girl. I should be behind you or on top of you.” 
 
    “I’m sure that’s exactly how you feel,” she said. She looked down at the dildo in her hand once again. She admired of the soft curves, almost like a human form. “Suck this,” she said. 
 
    His eyes widened with shock, except his disbelief really didn’t matter. Her words took control of his body, so he wrapped his lips around the length even as she pushed it forward. He sucked on the artificial cock. She moved it forward and back, thrusting it deep into his mouth and almost to down his throat. 
 
    “There we go. That’s right. Show me how you can be a slut.” 
 
    He growled like a wild animal desperate for escape, yet her previous commands still bound him. They held him in that spot, on all fours. 
 
    Once she was satisfied that the dildo was thoroughly wet with his saliva, she let go. “Keep that in your mouth.” The command kept him from spitting it out, no matter how much he may have wanted to. 
 
    Alyssa pulled off her panties. She pulled on the harness. For a few more seconds, she admired Justin. To think, just a few hours before her experiment, he had been the strong-willed, independent young man who thought he could get away with whatever he wanted. Things certainly had changed. 
 
    She wondered if she should post some videos online, just so other girls would be able to figure out how to deal with boys like him. 
 
    With a roll of her shoulders, she just grinned, savoring the fact that this was her choice to make. 
 
    Alyssa pulled the dildo from his mouth. She slid it into the harness, securing it with a click. From there, she pulled out the bottle of lubricant, and she asked him, “Do you want to beg for some of this? If not, it’s only going to be your saliva.” 
 
    When he didn’t answer at first, she figured that he planned on remaining silent, like he could just put up with this or anything else. 
 
    Right before she started to move, however, Justin spoke up, “Please.” 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    He clearly hated every second of this, but Justin didn’t want to feel the dildo slide into him without any lube. “Please, please put some lubricant on it.” 
 
    “No. But I’ll put it on you,” she said. 
 
    Immediately, he started to mumble and stutter, begging her not to. He didn’t want to feel her fingers right there at his opening. 
 
    Too bad. 
 
    Alyssa already made her choice. She squirted some of the viscous lubricant onto her fingertips. Then she rubbed it around his opening. She went deeper and deeper, all while Justin bowed his head down. His cheeks turned a flaming shade of red. He hated this. He hated the fact that she could keep him still, utterly paralyzed. He felt like a prisoner within his own body, and now she went deeper. She used one finger, then two. She made sure that his entrance had become nice and slick. Then, without any sort of announcement, Alyssa took what she wanted. She had her hands in his hips, and she thrust forward, aiming that tip right for his opening. 
 
    He felt the sliding, silicone mass as it pushed into him. He gritted his teeth. He was not going to say anything, only she grabbed him by the back of his hair and pulled, raising his head. He stared at the ceiling even as he listened to her laughter. “, That’s good. That’s really good,” she said, surprised at herself. Alyssa didn’t think this would be anything more than a chance to humiliate him, but she loved the pressure against her pubis. 
 
    Before she knew it, she set a rhythm, working her hips forward and back. She undulated with her body, enjoying every moment of this. 
 
    His eyes were wet as tears of frustration threatened to break from the corners of their confinement. Taking one breath after another, panting and gasping, he refused to break. He wouldn’t give her the satisfaction! 
 
    Alyssa wasn’t paying attention to his expression. Instead, she reveled in this power. She didn’t know how much of her arousal came from having him in this position, but it felt incredible. With every moment, she slid forward and back, knowing that he felt completely degraded. 
 
    “And to think,” she said, “This is what you wanted to do to me.” She giggled and shook her head. 
 
    Justin tried to say something, only she cut him off with a quick slap of her hand against his backside. She struck hard enough to leave a handprint. 
 
    “This is how your world works now, Justin. You get to do whatever I want whenever I want. I get to play with you and use you. I can use your mouth or your hands. Maybe I will play with your cock. What you think of that, Justin? Do you like knowing that you’re my toy now? Do you like knowing you belong to me? Tell the truth.” 
 
    “I hate it!” He cried out those words, each one punctuated with fresh desperation. 
 
    Alyssa wasn’t surprised. If anything, that confirmation just made her grin. She wore that impish expression as she started to move faster. Bucking her hips required more energy than she expected, but she enjoyed it. With every rhythmic thrust, she claimed him as her own. 
 
    To think, she had always fantasized about him being her boyfriend. In reality, he was so much better as her slave. 
 
    “Thank me,” she ordered. 
 
    And just like that, his lips started to move, his throat vibrating as he said, “Thank you!” 
 
    “Why are you thanking me?” 
 
    Justin sealed his lips. He would not give her the satisfaction of hearing him come up with some BS point. 
 
    “Thank me for owning you. Thank me for training you. Thank me for putting you in your place.” As she finished her commands, Alyssa stopped. She had the dildo wedged deep in his ass. 
 
    “Thank you for owning me,” he said. It felt as though the words had to be torn from his mouth. “Thank you for training me. Thank you for putting me in my place.” His fingertips shivered as he said those words. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said as she started pumping him again, quick, fast movements that proved she could do whatever she liked. 
 
    He had become chattel, something she could own. And she loved it. Every moment reinforced her authority. She worked him, claiming him. And pretty soon, she realized she was on the verge of her own orgasm. She didn’t think this was possible, but she kept with it. She worked him as he growled and whimpered. 
 
    “Maybe we’ll do this every week, maybe every day,” she said with a giggle. “Or think about this. I might show you off to my friends. How would you feel if some of them watched? You know, just so that it’s clear you are owned.” 
 
    “You, you’re not going to get away with this,” he said. 
 
    She smacked his ass again, so he got quiet like a good boy. 
 
    “Don’t be silly,” she said. 
 
    Another couple of seconds of that rhythmic, pulsating movement, and she came. The orgasm felt different, this flutter of sensation that reverberated through her body. It felt wonderful, hot pleasure coursing through her skin. Then she pulled back and fell onto her side. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Resting and relaxing, Alyssa enjoyed herself. But for his part, he remained on his hands and knees. Trapped on all fours, he had to wait for that moment when she would give him permission to move or at least assume a different posture. 
 
    “That was good. That was really good,” she said. “In fact, I think you deserve a reward now.” 
 
    Still, he couldn’t move. 
 
    “Lay down on your stomach, Justin.” 
 
    He lowered himself down. He rested, relaxing his hands at his sides. 
 
    “That reminds me. Did you get the collar?” 
 
    He didn’t answer; he didn’t want to. She glanced over at the corner of the bed where she had discarded the contents of his bag. Sure enough, she found that black leather collar engraved with five letters: SLAVE. 
 
    “You should probably try to improve your attitude, Justin. If I decide I don’t like the way you behave, I might just make you wear this every day. That way, everyone will know who and what you are.” 
 
    His eyes opened, going wide. He knew he could speak, but he chose not to because he didn’t think it would make any difference. This girl wanted to tease him and humiliate him. She would do it no matter how he reacted. Even so, his heart beat faster at the thought of wearing something like that. 
 
    “Just think about it. You could enroll in school, and I could just lead you around on a leash. You could carry my books for me. Whenever I need something, I’ll snap my fingers, and you’ll rush to obey. I’m sure all of my friends will be so jealous!” 
 
    “No. Please, don’t.” 
 
    “Then you had better behave yourself,” she said. 
 
    She held up the collar, letting it dangle in front of him. Then, she just hooked it up around his neck. She pulled up on the two ends, latching them together. “From now on, you aren’t allowed to touch your collar or take it off without permission.” 
 
    Perhaps Justin imagined it, but could almost feel the programming take a hold of his body and mind. 
 
    “Now, that reward…” 
 
    Justin didn’t know what to expect, but she reached down and started to pet him. She ran her fingers along his ass, up his back, all the way to his collared neck. “Slavery is going to become the new normal,” she said. “From what I understand, this thing, whatever it is, is only affecting the young men like you, but it will be hard to keep this from spreading.” 
 
    Justin didn’t say anything. He refused to think about what this might mean. Only one thing was certain: he wouldn’t like it. 
 
    Unless they found a cure, his life would change radically. When he swallowed, he felt the collar, which only seemed to prove that point perfectly. 
 
    “Don’t worry. If I have to keep you as my slave boy, I will take very good care of you. I won’t punish you unless you deserve it, and I will make sure that none of the other girls are mean to you. That’ll be my job!” Alyssa laughed like she was joking. 
 
    “Please. Look, I know I was a jerk, but you can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “Can’t I?” Alyssa asked. 
 
    Justin didn’t have a good answer for that. Even so, he pressed his lips together, and he tried to think this through. “You cared about me, right?” 
 
    Again, she answered with another question, “What makes you think that I don’t care about you now?” 
 
    “You put a slave collar on me.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    After a few more seconds, she tilted her head to the side and looked down at him. “Just relax.” 
 
    At first, Justin wanted to jump up. He wanted to grab this girl and throw her onto her back, but he couldn’t. Even so, he began to relax after a few more seconds. This girl knew how to touch him. As her fingers slid down his back toward his ass all over his legs, it felt good. Warm, soft pleasure simmered through his body. 
 
    Even if he had been violated from behind, Justin stopped worrying about it. 
 
    Instead, he closed his eyes. He didn’t need to cling to his anger, not at that moment. 
 
    “There we go,” she said, sensing the shift in his muscles. The tension started to disappear. “That’s right. Just relax.” 
 
    This odd, serene contentment filled him. He relaxed, and he still understood all of his problems, but they seemed academic and intellectual, just abstract and theoretical. Did he really need to worry about his position? 
 
    No. Of course not. 
 
    “There we go. Just relax,” she said again. 
 
    Up until this point in her life, Alyssa never imagined she had a particularly potent libido. Unlike so many of the guys she encountered in Crystal Canyon, she didn’t feel horny all the time. She didn’t have any wild attraction to anyone besides Justin. But now, as she stroked him and reveled in her newfound authority, she could feel another wave of heat begin to coalesce at her center. 
 
    It radiated out from that spot just below her belly. Her pussy was getting wet again, and she started to shift. 
 
    After taking Justin, she thought she would be done. But then, she told him to roll over. As he obeyed like a well-trained dog, she absentmindedly stroked his cock, her fingers brushing over his scrotum toward his tip. He hardened almost immediately. 
 
    “I think we are to done playing,” she said to him. “I think someone wants an orgasm. Is that right, Justin?” 
 
    He pressed his lips together because he couldn’t decide what to do. As he tried to figure something out, her fingers continued to tease him. They danced along his erection. Pretty soon, he could feel that heat run through his body, this primal itch that he couldn’t simply ignore. 
 
    “Or if you like, I could just have you stand in the corner for the next few hours and think about your new status.” 
 
    Justin was about to say that he didn’t have a new status, only she wrapped her fingers around his cock and squeezed. That gentle pressure almost pushed him to the edge. He nearly climaxed right there, spurting his load. 
 
    “Tell me what you want.” 
 
    “I want to have sex with you,” he said, arching his back as she touched him. Every teasing rub of her fingertips over his skin made it harder and harder to think. 
 
    “Yes, you do,” she said. “You really, really want to have sex right now. I can see it in your eyes. So all you have to do is beg.” To that wasn’t a command. 
 
    Something inside of Justin broke. This wasn’t about her authority. Instead, it morphed into something else. He looked up at her as she grinned. “Please, please have sex with me. Please, can have sex?” 
 
    “Stay on your back. Cross your hands over your head.” 
 
    He obeyed. 
 
    But this time, he tried to follow those commands before his natural instincts took over. Even if this had been some other city and he had been allowed control over his body, Justin still would have followed her orders. 
 
    She looked down at him. She lowered herself so that she could rub her breasts over his cock. He felt her nipples, and the soft give of her flesh. His breathing sped up even further. His heart was pounding now. She positioned herself above him. She straddled him. She rubbed her pussy along his cock without actually taking him. 
 
    “From now on, this is how we will have sex. I will be on top and where will you be?” 
 
    “On my back, where I belong,” he said. Justin couldn’t even explain where those words came from. They just felt right. They just felt natural, especially with her poised above him. 
 
    She laughed. “That’s right! Good boy!” 
 
    “What are you?” 
 
    “I, I’m your slave,” he said, lifting his head and moaning those words. 
 
    “That’s right.” She lowered herself down, taking his cock into her wet opening. Her breathing caught in her throat. This felt amazing. She had imagined sex with Justin so many times before, but never like this. She took command of his body, especially as she started to ride him, working her hips up and down. She savored everything he had to give her. 
 
    She giggled, and his eyes got wide. What was she thinking? 
 
    Alyssa decided to let him know, “When I invited you over here, I thought it was just going to be an experiment. I had no idea this would turned into an entirely new relationship for us!” 
 
    He tried to shake his head, but she reached down with her free hand, her fingers braced against his collar. “Justin, this is how things will work from now on. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    He nodded his head as she rode him, working her pussy along the length of his shaft. Lowering herself down, she clenched, squeezing him. He couldn’t take it anymore! He started to climax! For her part, she used him, going up and down, taking his shaft like he was nothing but a sex toy there for her amusement. She cried out, throwing her head back. Her hair splashed against her shoulders and the nape of her neck. Everything turned to incandescent pleasure. And when she finished, she looked down at her slave boy. 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I’m yours.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “I’ll always be yours,” he promised. 
 
    This experiment could be counted as a success...One that girls all across Crystal Canyon could perform with their own boyfriends, friends, and the cute guys who used to feel like they could be in charge. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
   
  
 



Teaching Nathan 
 
      
 
    Heat ran up and down her neck, along her shoulders, and all the way down to her knuckles. Her fingers tightened, and she stood in front of his front door. Some sense of decorum kept her from shouting; she really didn't need to be rude to his neighbors. Then again, she didn't know if anyone would really care. 
 
    It was the middle of the day. 
 
    Carly knew that she shouldn't have been there, but this was important. It couldn't wait. 
 
    She slammed her fist against the wood once again. His apartment didn't come with a doorbell, so she resorted to kicking it just a few seconds later. 
 
    "Screw being polite," she snarled, slamming her fist against the door again. "Nathan! I know you're in there. It's not like you have anything else to do during the day!" She knocked again, even harder this time. Her knuckles started to hurt, not that the pain really registered against the backdrop of this kind of rage. 
 
    Carly kept waiting for the door to open. "Open this door right now!" 
 
    That's when she heard footsteps. She stepped back, her shoulder still tensed, her knuckles still tight. In fact, for just a moment, Carly seriously wondered if she was going to throw herself at her stepbrother. 
 
    It would be kind of satisfying to slug him right across the face, to watch him fall down onto his carpet. Maybe she would even drop down on top of him and continue to strike. She couldn't believe it. She couldn't believe that he had done it again. That bastard! 
 
    The door opened, and Nathan stood there. He was almost a full two feet taller than her. It didn't help that Carly was the small one in the family. 
 
    He's not my family, thought the angry girl in the hall. Sure, their parents may have been married, and her dad might have really liked him, but that didn't matter. Nathan was the sort of guy who knew how to be polite and kind when all of the real adults were around. That's why their parents didn't mind supporting him even though he was on the verge of failing out of college. He partied all the time, he played video games, and he generally wasted their money. 
 
    Of course, Carly had pointed this out on numerous occasions. She was about to graduate at the end of the year, but they didn't seem as worried about her; they kept saying that she could just go get whatever scholarships she wanted. And maybe several universities were already throwing themselves at her, eager to have a student of her caliber, but this somehow meant that her dad and her stepmom just didn't give her as much attention. 
 
    It wasn't fair! 
 
    "You promised me," she said the moment she saw him. 
 
    Nathan looked confused. He actually glanced back at the door knob. His hand remained on that brass, and he pulled it away, like he didn't know what was going on. Carly hardly noticed. She jabbed him in the chest with two fingers. He retreated back. 
 
    "You promised me," she snarled again. "You promised, but you just couldn’t help yourself, could you?" 
 
    He retreated back a couple of steps, and then he braced himself. He straightened his back, and he looked to down at his mousy stepsister. From her glasses to her curly brown hair, she gave off the sense that she could be adorable and sweet and probably funny, but that was all. She had zero chance of intimidating anyone. Ever. 
 
    For a second or two, it looked like Nathan might actually do something particularly stupid like pat her on the head. 
 
    "I didn't do anything," he said with a shrug. Then he turned around, and he started to walk away. 
 
    "That's bullshit, and we both know it. I just spent the last two hours trying to console Alexis!" 
 
    "Right," he agreed, his voice punctuated with nothing but disdain. 
 
    She trotted after him, she reached out, and she grabbed his shoulder. She pulled him back around. "You can't just walk away from me," she insisted. 
 
    For a heartbeat or two, it looked like he might try to do just that. She had seen him argue this way before. Before he had moved out, he had always been willing to take her stuff and use it without putting it back. He was an inconsiderate jerk! And whenever she called him on it, he would either stand his ground and argue with her, insisting again and again that he had done nothing wrong, or he would simply stroll away. 
 
    Apparently, he was going to argue. 
 
    After hesitating for a few seconds, he glared down at her. "Look, your friend is eighteen, just like you, and that means you are both adults. Grow up." 
 
    "You can't treat people like this. It's not fair. You told her that you cared about her!" 
 
    He puffed out a breath of pure derision. Obviously, he didn't care about her friends. As near as Carly could tell, Nathan didn't care about anyone. "Besides, you freaking promised me. You told me that you were going to stay away from my friends." 
 
    "It's not my fault," he started to say.  
 
    "Shut up!" Carly just couldn't take it anymore. She closed her eyes, she balled her fingers, and she brought her hands up near her shoulders. Every muscle in her body tensed up because she couldn't handle this anymore. She just couldn't take it, not from a jerk like Nathan. "Shut up, shut up, shut up!" 
 
    As those words echoed away in his small apartment, she waited, thinking that he would just pipe up again with some lame excuse. He would probably try to say something about how her friend came on to him, how her friend was responsible, how he was just a guy. 
 
    Instead, she slowly opened her eyes and found Nathan standing there. He was glaring at her, but he wasn't actually speaking. That surprised her quite a bit. 
 
    At first, she opened her mouth, and she meant to say something, but the words dissipated in her throat. What was this? Some kind of trick? Some new argumentative tactic he had learned while in college? 
 
    "Why aren't you saying anything?" 
 
    He still didn't respond. 
 
    "What is this? The silent treatment? Answer me." 
 
    "I don't know why I was being quiet," he said. All of his usual bluster and confidence had disappeared. 
 
    "You don't know?" Carly spoke aloud. Obviously, she had heard about what was supposedly taking place in Crystal Canyon. Even so, she didn't know if she trusted Nathan. Just because girls came out and said the boys could no longer resist any direct command, it never really seemed real to her. 
 
    Seriously? All the boys had to do whatever the girls said? 
 
    It sounded too good to be true. 
 
    Carly was single; she didn't have a boyfriend, and she didn't really have any male friends either. Instead, she focused on her schoolwork, on getting good grades and making sure she would be accepted to every major university. 
 
    "What, what are you thinking?" Nathan asked. 
 
    A cold smile started to spread across her lips. Carly couldn't help herself. This was good. This was just way too good. 
 
    "Kneel in front of me," she said. Her voice almost cracked, and she couldn't raise her volume. If she hoped to be commanding and intimidating, she certainly failed. 
 
    But that didn't matter because he obeyed! 
 
    Everything seemed to get a very, very quiet. At first, it seemed like Carly couldn't hear anything at all. Then the noises slowly started to filter back. She could hear her heart beat, the sound of the fridge coming on, and the car driving by out on the street. Her mouth had turned dry, and she licked her lips, staring down at this boy. 
 
    She examined him like he was some sort of alien. 
 
    For his part, Nathan didn't seem to know what to do or say either. He kept his head bowed down. Then he looked up at her, and he seemed uncertain as he started to speak. "Carly, I really think you should leave." 
 
    For a moment, she agreed. To Carly, it seemed like the nice thing to do, as though she had accidentally walked in on her stepbrother naked, like maybe he had just taken a shower or something. 
 
    But then it dawned on her. 
 
    He was helpless. He was entirely helpless! 
 
    Or at least, that's what she thought. Because she was a methodical young woman, Carly inhaled, and she closed her eyes. She thought about this very carefully, doing her best to figure out what to do. An experiment was in order. 
 
    "Can you get up right now?" 
 
    Obviously I can," he replied. 
 
    "But you're staying down on the floor? Because it's comfortable?" This time, it was her turn to tease him. 
 
    "Fine," he growled, and he jumped up onto his feet. Taking a second, he looked around, almost like he hadn't been certain that would work. 
 
    Okay, so it is definitely time for an experiment. "Nathan, go to the kitchen and get me a glass of water." 
 
    "Get it yourself," he growled back at her. Clearly, he wanted to intimidate her. It may have worked as well, except Carly’s stepbrother found himself turning around and walking through the living room back toward the small kitchen. He passed the dining room table, and he picked up a cup. 
 
    "That one doesn’t look very clean," said Carly. "Wash it for me." 
 
    "I'm not going to wash it," he said, which was actually pretty adorable considering that he turned on the water, he got some dish soap, and he started to wash it. He scrubbed it clean. Before he could start to pour some water into that glass, she stopped him. 
 
    "Dry it." 
 
    He did that as well. He really did seem to do everything she wanted. More importantly, he hated it. Carly knew her stepbrother well enough to read the tension playing through his body. This wasn't some kind of elaborate joke. It wasn't a scam. He didn't want to lull her into a false sense of security; actually, he despised every second of this. 
 
    He filled up the glass with some sparkling water, and he brought it back to her. She took the glass; it was cold to the touch. She took a sip, and she walked over to the couch. She crossed her legs, all while Nathan stood off to the side. 
 
    "Be a good boy and get on the floor." She snapped her fingers, and she pointed to the carpet in front of the coffee table. 
 
    Nathan obeyed. 
 
    This time, his face tightened up. His lips hardened, and he actually closed his eyes. He fell down onto his knees, and Carly couldn't help herself. She started giggling. She tried to hide it at first, not that she knew why. With one fist, she covered up her mouth. 
 
    "You look really cute down there. You look a bit like a pet," she said to him. Placing an elbow on the arm rest, she tilted her head to the side, and she smiled again. 
 
    "Look, I don't know what’s going on here, but you have to just leave. Please, just go away." 
 
    "Are you sorry?" 
 
    He blinked, obviously confused. That probably made sense. Nathan was the kind of guy who didn't know how he could do anything wrong. As far as he was concerned, he behaved badly, and the rest of the world was supposed to somehow adjust or put up with it. Anyone who disagreed with his actions obviously didn't get his personality. 
 
    He was such a conceited little brat, Carly thought for the millionth time. Shaking her head, she waited for him to say something. 
 
    Maybe he would break out his charm. When it became necessary, he could always apologize to their parents. He could hold his hands behind his back and look down at the floor. No one could fake contrition better than this boy. 
 
    Only this time, he wasn't interested in being diplomatic. Instead, he pushed his shoulders back, he raised his chin, defiant, and he growled at her, "I'm going to make sure you pay for this, Carly. Unless you get your ass out of my apartment right now, I'm going to call the cops! I'm going to make sure you are thrown in jail, and I will tell our parents that you came in here, threatening me." 
 
    "Be quiet." 
 
    He shut his mouth. 
 
    "Hey, this is a lot of fun," she said, leaning back. She took another sip from the glass of water. 
 
    For his part, Nathan kept trying to talk. Eventually, the frustration simply boiled through his body, and he slammed his fist down against the carpet with a pair of dull thuds. That's the best he could do, she reflected. Shaking her head, Carly tapped one finger against the edge of her knee. 
 
    "Since you weren't sorry, I think you and I need to have some very interesting discussions. First, you are going to tell me the truth. You are going to tell me exactly how you feel about Alexis." 
 
    "She was a cute piece of ass. A good time." 
 
    This time, Carly fell back against the couch cushions. A look of horror splashed across her face. She knew that her stepbrother was a bastard, but she didn't think he could be that much of a jerk. 
 
    Her nostrils flared as the anger rushed through her. She tightened her fist again, thinking about Alexis. 
 
    "Did you lie to her?" 
 
    Nathan opened his mouth, and it was obvious he wanted to say something slick, another lie, another promise to make her feel better. Instead, he heard her order, "Tell me the truth." 
 
    When he started to talk again, he couldn't lie. For once, he couldn't try to shape, distort, or manipulate the truth. It seemed he couldn't even twist truth to suit him. "No, I never cared about her." 
 
    "You're going to pay for this. You're going to pay for hurting my friend." 
 
    His eyes got big. He was scared. Good. He needed to be. 
 
    "Shut up, stay right there, and don't make a sound." 
 
    Staring straight ahead, Carly took another sip of water. Her heart pounded in her chest, and her skin flared up. She could feel the heat dance over the backs of her hands, up her arms, all the way to the nape of her neck. Her breathing had deepened, and she wondered exactly what was going to happen. Yes, she had power over her stepbrother, but what was she going to do with it? 
 
    Nearly a minute went by, and she lowered her gaze back down toward that boy. 
 
    Back straight, head held high, he looked at her, utterly defiant. Even though he found himself bound to her will, he didn't seem to care. 
 
    Really, he just needed to learn a lesson. She had to teach him that there would be consequences. Serious consequences. 
 
    Every few seconds, he opened his mouth, like he wanted to try to say something, but his vocal cords were apparently paralyzed. 
 
    Nathan needed something; he needed to be embarrassed, just like Alexis. She thought of her friend, and it was impossible not to remember Alexis's tear streaked face. She had thrown her arms around Carly, and she had whimpered and bawled into her shoulder. 
 
    It wasn't just the heartache. It was the humiliation, the fact that Alexis knew she had made the wrong choice. She had trusted the wrong boy, and she had lost so much as a consequence. 
 
    Consequences. It always came back to consequences. 
 
    "Nathan, you're going to do me a little favor." First, you're going to take my shoes off of my feet, and you're going to massage me. You're going to do a very good job. Get started." 
 
    He tried to shake his head. Perhaps he couldn't speak, yet he still had the ability to communicate. Even as he tried to get her to change her mind, he went to work. His fingers played along her toes, over the arches of her feet, and down toward her heels. 
 
    Almost immediately, some of the anger started to dissipate. Some of it. Not nearly enough for his sake. 
 
    When he realized that shaking his head wasn't going to do any good, Nathan stopped. Once or twice, he looked back over at the door, and maybe his legs tensed up. He was thinking about trying to escape, not that it would do any good. Carly didn't know exactly how long he was going to stay like this. Perhaps this was a temporary condition. Maybe it would last much longer. That didn't really matter to her. 
 
    "That feels nice," she said. She closed her eyes. 
 
    Without really meaning to, she started to think about the first time she met this young man. At the time, she had no idea that he would become her stepbrother. She had gone to a restaurant along with her dad. She already knew he intended to ask his girlfriend to marry him; it made sense. He had been divorced for several years. Carly didn't exactly like the idea of getting a new family, but the idea of a step sibling never really occurred to her. 
 
    She remembered navigating the different tables, and then she saw this young man. He was playing on his phone, which meant that she had time to study his chiseled cheeks, his shining black hair, and the intensity of his gaze. He seemed so focused, like the entire world rested on his concentration. In reality, he was probably just playing some stupid game or maybe texting a friend. Despite this, Carly couldn't help but think he was cute. Hot. The kind of handsome she only saw on TV. 
 
    Then she met him, and it turned out he was going to be her new stepbrother. At the time, her jaw actually fell open. Her lips literally parted, and she had blanked, completely sideswiped. 
 
    Back in his apartment, she opened her eyes again, and Carly tilted her head to the side. Finally, his shoulders drooped, and he kept staring down at the floor. Obviously, he didn't relish his position. Good. He was getting a little taste of humiliation. 
 
    This was just the first part. 
 
    "It's funny, for a long time, I thought that you were pretty useless, Nathan. You spent most of your time playing video games and chasing girls. Hell, you can't even chase girls your own age." 
 
    His throat vibrated; clearly, he wanted to speak. The animal growl thrummed through his chest, but he still couldn't talk. For a second, she thought about what it would be like if he were gagged, maybe with a bright red Ball shoved into his mouth, and Carly realized something. She was getting turned on. She could feel that delicious little trickle of heat right below her belly. 
 
    "Suck on my toes. Each one. Slowly." 
 
    His eyes widened again. Perhaps he had braced himself to expect something, but it obviously wasn't something like that. And yet, it didn't matter if he tried to fight. From one moment into the next, he lifted up her ankle, and he leaned down. His lips parted, and Carly watched, fascinated like never before. 
 
    He wrapped his lips around her big toe. He started to suck gently. 
 
    This time, it was her turn to moan. 
 
    She closed her eyes, and she relaxed into those sensations. Pretty soon, the heat between her legs became even more intense. She could feel the dampness from her pussy start to soak into her panties. 
 
    Somehow, that didn't seem to matter. 
 
    It just felt so good. 
 
    For a long time, Carly had fantasized about having a handsome boy suck on her toes. Surprisingly, Nathan did an excellent job. He took his time, working her big toe, then slowly pulling away, only to wrap his lips around the next digit on her foot. 
 
    It helped that he hated this. 
 
    Carly didn't know why. 
 
    Generally, when she fantasized about having a boy on his knees, it was totally voluntary. And yet, she cracked her eyes open again, and she gazed down at her stepbrother. He hated this. His cheeks were flushed, his lips set, and yet he kept licking. He sucked gently on her middle toe, and another tickle of sensation vibrated through her body. It started along the arch of her foot and made its way through her leg, up her spine, all the way deep into her thoughts. 
 
    Yes, she loved this. Yes, she wanted more. 
 
    On some level, Carly knew that she should probably stop. But she didn't want to. It just felt so good. If anything, she wanted to do it more. 
 
    Her eyes opened as the sensations dissipated, and she realized that he had stopped. But he only stopped so that he could switch feet. Less than a second later, he had his lips wrapped around her other large toe. He was servicing her so perfectly. She loved it. She loved being on top like this, in charge. 
 
    Her breath caught in her throat, and before she knew it, this culmination of pleasure swirled through her body. It was an orgasm. She recognized it from those moments when she was alone in the dark, usually in the middle of the night, and her hand dipped between her legs. 
 
    His eyes widened once again. He must to recognize those sounds. 
 
    "No one told you to stop," she said, which was probably redundant considering that his tongue continued to move. That made sense. After all, it wasn't like he actually wanted to do this. Nathan sucked on her toes because he had no choice. 
 
    The orgasm faded away, and Carly could have stopped right there. It would have been simple to take her leg away, but she instead continued to watch him. 
 
    To her surprise, the arousal started to build again. As the sensations coursed through her body, Carly realized something. 
 
    This wasn't just going to stop with humiliating Nathan. Sure, she wanted to punish him for seducing Alexis, but this had evolved into something else. She didn't know what. She was eager to find out. 
 
    He sucked on her little toe, and then he finally found himself able to move again. He retreated back. He was apparently still trapped on the floor, yet he pivoted away, stretching his back. 
 
    "You want to talk?" 
 
    He desperately bobbed his head down and up. 
 
    Carly waited several more heart beats. If he thought he was going to be allowed to speak immediately, then she intended to disappoint him. 
 
    He did, however, bring his hands together. It was adorable! He was begging! 
 
    "Okay, you can talk," she said. 
 
    "Please, just go. Just get out of here," he said. 
 
    "Oh, you don't sound very grateful." She pretended to listen; at the same time, it was obvious what she was doing. She was patronizing him! 
 
    His nostrils flared, and his eyes narrowed into angry lines. Again, she couldn't help but think that her stepbrother was adorable. Then again, she had never really had the opportunity to see him like this: frustrated, helpless, totally out of control. 
 
    "I'm not grateful," he growled, speaking through his locked his teeth. It was obvious that he wanted to use other choice words; he probably would have insulted her in any number of ways, but Nathan was finally starting to figure out that he had to be diplomatic with her. He couldn't risk offending her, especially since she seemed to be able to control his every move. 
 
    "Oh? Maybe we need to spend more time together. Be quiet." 
 
    His eyes widened again, his mouth opened, and he tried to say something, but he couldn't speak. 
 
    That's when Carly realized how much this turned her on. She closed her eyes, and she almost had another orgasm right there. But she wanted something. 
 
    Could she do it? Could she actually make her stepbrother give her what she craved? 
 
    Opening her eyes, she gazed down at the helpless boy on the floor, and the answer struck immediately. Yes, she could. She could get whatever she wanted from him. Another point clicked inside of her head. She didn't know if it was true, but she had overheard some of the other girls talking about how the control they now wielded over the boys could be both physical and psychological. If she told him to forget about this, then apparently he would indeed forget. 
 
    With that in mind, Carly stood up. 
 
    Still locked on the floor, Nathan watched her, probably wondering what his stepsister had in mind. He was obviously very nervous. He was holding his breath as she grabbed the hem of her skirt. She pulled it up, and that's when she hooked her thumbs into the elastic of her panties. They were black. Maybe he couldn't see that little spot of arousal right over her slit. Ultimately, it didn't matter. It wasn't like anyone intended ask Nathan for his opinion. 
 
    Temptation pushed her forward; seething arousal made it impossible for Carly to stop herself. 
 
    For the fraction of a second, Carly considered what she was about to do. Her stepbrother watched, a look of horror playing along his face as she kicked off her panties. She sat down on the edge of his couch, she spread her legs, and she knew that she could have stopped right then and right there. It would have been so easy. In fact, she was certain that even if she didn't order him to forget about all of this, Nathan never would have brought it up to anyone. 
 
    After all, he probably didn't want to think about how his mousy little stepsister took control of his body. 
 
    She started to speak, and she wasn't even certain was about to come out. "Come over here and eat me out," she ordered. Once those words left her lips, she knew that there was no going back. 
 
    His expression changed, yet he moved fast, sliding his head right between her inner thighs. He kissed her pussy first. 
 
    Then his tongue started to play between her lips. He worked his mouth against her opening, gently teasing her. 
 
    The tension began to spread through her body. It started in her legs, it jumped to her shoulders and her biceps. She closed her eyes, and then she did something she didn't expect. Carly ran her fingers along the top of his head, and she used her palm to set the pace of his movements. 
 
    Nathan didn't do anything except lick her pussy. He didn't say anything except to whimper every few seconds. If he hoped that might trigger some kind of sympathy within her, he was sorely disappointed. If anything, hearing those little, incoherent protests only turned her on. She wanted more. She wanted to know that she had stolen away every ounce of control. 
 
    "Faster," she growled. His tongue danced along her clitoris. All of his senses were probably overwhelmed by her arousal. Heat played away from her body, her juices simmered over his tongue, and he had to soak in the fact that he couldn't stop himself. 
 
    Nathan probably wanted to think of himself as the bad ass who could do or say anything without facing the consequences. But finally, some consequences caught up with him. 
 
    The universe had decided that he couldn't be that arrogant jerk anymore. 
 
    Rolling her shoulders back, she moved her hips a little bit forward. Then she shoved his head deeper against her pussy, his tongue plunging deep into her slit. "Yes! Just like that! Lick me! That's right. This is where you belong, Nathan! You are just a little sex slave right now!" Her voice quivered, and she didn't know whether or not his neighbors would be able to hear her shouts of ecstasy. It didn't really matter. The next climax made it impossible for her to worry about something like that. 
 
    Her skin turned red, and she climaxed hard. She squeezed her inner thighs against his cheeks. She still kept her hand on the back of his head. She wouldn't allow him to retreat. 
 
    And as the orgasm faded, she finally breathed out, "Okay, you can stop." 
 
    With his mouth slick from her juices, he retreated back. He was still stuck on the floor, but at least he no longer had to service her. 
 
    Resting her elbows on her knees, she swallowed, her mouth dry. She picked up the glass of water, and she took another sip. 
 
    "You look confused," she said. "That's okay. I don't mind if you're confused. You also look like you want to talk. You want to talk again?" 
 
    He paused, hesitating. Obviously, he didn't even wish to nod. 
 
    "If you really want to speak, you have to beg for the privilege." Despite those orgasms, Carly found that she couldn't help herself. Teasing and taunting this boy just felt so good, especially after the last few years. 
 
    He hesitated again, his entire body shaking. It was pretty obvious that he didn't want to do this. Too bad for him. Carly waited, enjoying herself even more. She didn't know if this was simple arousal or amusement, perhaps a combination of the two. She was deliriously happy as she watched him. 
 
    Finally, he lifted his hands up together, and he held them tight. He shook them, and his lower lip trembled. His eyes started to water. 
 
    Perhaps she should have felt sympathetic. Instead, Carly teased her stepbrother. "Oh? Are you going to cry? Is that what you're going to do? Are you going to cry like a baby?" 
 
    His lower lip trembled. He shook his head from side to side, but that only made her laugh. 
 
    "It's okay. You can talk again. But you should be careful. I could take that privilege away whenever I want." Clearly, that was true. 
 
    He opened his mouth right away, but he probably wanted to say something rude or insulting. That's why he stopped himself. He shut his mouth, he swallowed, and he tried again. "Carly, please, can you let me go?" 
 
    "Not until you learn your lesson." 
 
    "Lesson?" He sounded genuinely confused. 
 
    "That's right. You need to learn that what you did was wrong. You need to understand exactly how you made my friend feel." 
 
    "Look, I'm sorry if I hurt her feelings," he said, turning those words into a non-apology. He would probably make it sound like this was somehow Alexis's fault, like she was to blame for not getting the joke. 
 
    "No. You don't get to do that. You don't get to pretend that you didn't know exactly what you are doing. You promised me, Nathan." Her heart started to speed up again. That happened each and every time she considered what this young man had done. "It's not just that you slept with her. Not just that you lied to her. But you also promised me you weren't going to go after my friends ever again. What did you do?" 
 
    He didn't respond. 
 
    That's why her hand shot down, snaking out. She put extra pressure of the top of his head, forcing his chin up. He tried to look away, yet she didn't release him. Under normal circumstances, he probably could have simply smacked her hand away, only now he didn't dare. 
 
    "What did you do?" Carly demanded to know, her tone fixed and cold like sharpened steel. 
 
    Some of the air went out of him. He leaned forward. He had his knuckles pressed into the carpet. "I lied to your friend. I'm sorry." 
 
    "Are you? Are you really? Tell me the truth." 
 
    His expression turned blank for a moment, and he confessed to the truth. "I'm not sorry." 
 
    "And that's why you still need to be punished," she said. She took several steadying breaths, and then she made her decision. "Nathan, you are not going to tell anyone I forced you to do this. You aren't going to try to get any sort of help at all. You're just going to go downtown, and you are going to go shopping..." That was the beginning. 
 
    It wouldn't be the end. 
 
      
 
    Nathan rode the elevator back down to the parking garage underneath the apartment building. When the doors dinged open, he stepped out onto the concrete. He started to walk. 
 
    When he got to his car, he pulled out his keys, and he got inside. He turned on the engine, and he started driving. He made his way downtown. Along the way, he looked out the window, and he saw couples. There were women holding their boyfriends and husbands by the hand. 
 
    With each second, Nathan tried to stop. He kept his hands on the wheel, and he continued to drive. He knew exactly where he was going, yet he needed to stop. He just had to pull over for a few seconds, if only to reassert some kind of control over his body. 
 
    It didn't work. 
 
    At each green light, and each red, he couldn't do anything but drive normally. 
 
    The frustration welled up inside of him, this bubbling mass of aggravation. He tightened his grip on the steering wheel. Apparently he retained that kind of control. After a few more seconds, he turned on the radio. Yeah, that was useful. 
 
    Then he saw his destination up ahead. 
 
    Nathan parked right in front of the building, and he got out. He walked up the steps, and he went through the door. 
 
    This place was crowded, a lot more crowded than he would have expected. Plus, the clientele really surprised him. Nathan spotted a couple of young women working up at the front of the store. They had on black t-shirts and nametags. But then there were all of the couples. Women held onto their boyfriends and husbands, guiding them around the different displays. 
 
    Traditional adult videos adorned the corner off to the right; that area was pretty much abandoned. Instead, the couples swarmed around the toys, the lingerie, and the vibrators. 
 
    Nathan couldn’t even stand there. His stepsister’s command dominated his actions, robbing him of the ability to make any sort of decision. He didn’t check the prices. Instead, he just picked out one item after another. He’d lost the ability to consider prices and quality. Whatever seemed to fit Carly’s command immediately went into his hands. 
 
    In all, he spent less than five minutes picking out the different items. With them gripped in his arms, he went and stood in line. 
 
    “Looking to have a fun night?” asked a woman standing in front of him. Her eyes slid down to the packages he held. 
 
    Up until this point, Nathan hadn’t really considered what he was about to do or what this would mean. With his body going on autopilot, he hadn’t needed to really think about any of this. That changed when the woman addressed him. 
 
    Rather than try to speak, he just shook his head. He stared off into the distance and hoped she might leave him alone. 
 
    This young woman ignored his discomfort. She talked to him like he had an obligation to pay attention to her. Lots of boys had acted that way when it came to women; now it was the females’ turn. “It’s okay. I bet your girlfriend told you to buy that stuff. You know, that’s been happening a lot. Places like this used to be just for the guys, but that’s all changed. Now the girls want the toys because they can get comfortable.” 
 
    Staring ahead, he didn’t answer. He behaved more like a deaf statue. 
 
    Again, his stony silence couldn’t put this stranger off. She just chuckled at him. “I bet your girl is going to have a lot of fun with you. So who is it? Girlfriend?” He didn’t answer, so she shrugged. “Wife? Nah. You’re too young. A friend? Someone you pissed off.” Maybe his lips twitched at that possibility because the woman chuckled again. “Okay. Definitely someone close. A sister? No, stepsister!” She snapped her fingers with clear triumph. 
 
    His chest rose and fell in puffed gasps. His cheeks were red, he knew, but Nathan still didn’t say anything. The clerk finished with another purchase. He was almost out of there. 
 
    “That’s rough,” said the woman. “Step-siblings can be really brutal. But hey, I’m sure you’ll learn a lot from the experience.” 
 
    His throat hardened. His lips curved into a frustrated frown, and his eyes started to shine, but Nathan still kept quiet. He didn’t want to give this woman any satisfaction. Instead, he tried to look away, but every direction revealed the same thing. 
 
    Smug women who now reveled in their newfound power and authority. 
 
    This wasn’t fair! 
 
    “Next,” called out the clerk. 
 
    Grateful, Nathan stepped away from the stranger. The girl at the front counter hummed happily as she scanned each item. Next to her, a small green screen revealed the mounting costs. His stomach clenched as those numbers climbed. 
 
    “Do you need your girlfriend or wife’s permission to make these purchases?” 
 
    Nathan stared back at her, his eyes wide and uncomprehending. 
 
    The clerk chuckled. “It’s okay. I know the official rules haven’t gone into effect yet, but I bet it’ll happen pretty fast.” 
 
    He opened his mouth. He meant to say something, only to stop. There wasn’t any point in arguing with this clerk. The girl kept working as she mused aloud, “It’ll be interesting. I mean, I doubt the boys will be allowed to keep any money at all.” 
 
    Nathan glared at her. She didn’t seem to notice. If she did, then she definitely didn’t care. Once she finished, he stared at the neon green digits. Absently, he took out his wallet, and he handed her his debit card. This would pretty much wipe out his savings…and Carly must’ve known that. 
 
    The girl swiped the card and offered to bag the purchases for him. 
 
      
 
    Carly relaxed in the apartment. Of course, this place usually pissed her off. When Nathan first moved in, he invited his parents over to see what he’d done with the place. As his stepsister, she had tagged along, only to experience a new sting of unfairness. Their parents paid for this place; Nathan didn’t have a job. He kept going on and on about how he had to focus on his classes…even though his grades were always terrible. 
 
    Sure, Carly was still in high school, but she worked so much harder. She hated seeing him get all of this help and support. It just wasn’t fair! 
 
    But today, his apartment seemed different somehow. Plans swirled through her head as she lounged on his couch and watched TV. He had cable, of course. And their parents paid for that too. 
 
    The door opened, and Nathan came back into the room. 
 
    “Kneel,” she ordered, pointing down to the floor. “Oh, and be quiet. I’ll deal with you when this show is over.” 
 
    Unable to speak, unable to do anything but obey, he kneeled by the couch. Every once in a while, Carly glanced over at him. At first, he probably glowered at her, but Carly didn’t see it. Instead, he gazed down at the floor like an obedient servant. 
 
    Her servant… 
 
    Yes, she liked that idea. She liked it a lot. 
 
    Carly didn’t give him her attention for quite some time. The minutes rolled on, and she even watched the commercials. 
 
    For his part, Nathan tested her control. He found that he could flex his fingers, roll his toes, and control his breathing. Aside from that, he couldn’t stand. He could hardly move! Invisible bands seemed to hold him in place until Carly finally turned the TV off. 
 
    “Show me what you got,” she ordered. 
 
    One by one, he pulled the items from the bag. He started with the paddle. She took it from him and swung it through the air with a sharp whoosh. A feral grin played over her mouth. She set it aside and held out her hand. 
 
    Nathan took out a small, brown bag and gave it to her. She opened it up and checked the tag. At first, the garment appeared to be nothing but a pair of slinky, black panties. They also came with a special opening. 
 
    “This is going to be good,” she said, practically purring. 
 
    He gave her another box. She took it and checked out the tube. “I’m really glad they still had one of these. Did you have any trouble?” 
 
    Since he couldn’t talk, he shook his head. 
 
    “Good,” she said with another self-satisfied smirk. Carly loved the look of contained rage as it danced along his features. “Anyway, get naked and stand up straight with your hands held behind the back of your head.” 
 
    Before, he’d been blushing, and it was cute enough, but now Carly drank in the sight of his new expression. Nathan blanched. His cheeks, his nose, his forehead, every inch of his face turned white. Obvious disbelief played along his face, but none of that made the slightest difference. 
 
    He pulled off his shirt. He loosed his belt and slid it free from the loops on his pants. He dropped his pants and kicked off his shoes. He removed his socks, his pants, and his underwear. Stripping efficiently, he was soon naked. And to top it off, he linked his fingers along the back of his head. 
 
    “Lovely,” she said. 
 
    Carly got up and took out her phone. Frantically, he shook his head from side to side. He couldn’t speak, yet Carly could easily imagine what her stepbrother would’ve said. Something like: No! Carly, please don’t! Don’t do it! Mercy, have mercy! 
 
    She could’ve. It would’ve been easy enough, only Carly thought of Alexis again. 
 
    So yeah, she could be mean, wicked, and cruel. She could taunt this boy because he needed to be tamed and broken. He needed to be treated like a pet. She took out her phone and she started snapping pictures. 
 
    “Touch yourself. Get nice and hard,” she ordered, lowering the phone. “Touch yourself but you aren’t allowed to come.” 
 
    He tried to speak. His lips moved, only no sounds emerged from his throat. 
 
    Taking his hands from behind his head, Nathan cupped his balls with one set of fingers. He stroked his shaft with the other. Giggling with delight, she watched as his body responded. In less than five seconds, he had a firm erection. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you?” 
 
    Nathan swung his chin from side to side, except Carly just laughed some more. 
 
    “Oh, it’s okay. You obviously like this. It’s okay. I don’t mind.” 
 
    She studied him. Savoring the expression of panicked frustration on his face, she watched as he kept working his cock. A droplet of pre-come appeared at the tip. He bit down into the side of his mouth. He didn’t stop; he couldn’t. 
 
    “You want an orgasm, don’t you?” 
 
    At first, he didn’t answer. Then his resistance cracked and broke. He had no choice. He bobbed his head down and up again. Of course he wanted an orgasm! This horny boy couldn’t help himself. 
 
    His muscles tensed. Carly actually enjoyed the way his body tightened. He looked good. Nathan may not have worried about having a job or doing well in school, but he took very good care of his physique. In fact, she started to get wet again. Her panties moistened as she looked on, savoring his helpless, trapped aggression. 
 
    “Stop,” she ordered. “Hands behind your head.” 
 
    He complied. 
 
    His body belonged to her. 
 
    Nathan waited there, only Carly seemed very patient. She tilted her head to the side as she watched him pant. The color faded from his cheeks, and his erection slowly went down. 
 
    “Put this on. Lock it. Then give me the key.” 
 
    Once those orders were out on the air, she held out the box with the chastity cage. Nathan shook his head furiously, but Carly had no interest in sparing him. His hands trembled as he fought, but he couldn’t defeat her control. Soon, he opened the box. He took out the chastity lock, and he started to put it on. 
 
    First, he slid a plastic tube that curved downward over his cock. The smeared droplets of pre-come made this a lot easier. Next, he lifted a plastic hook up and under his scrotum. It locked onto the tube. Finally, Nathan secured it all with a padlock. He flinched with the sound of the click. 
 
    “You’re not going to get to come for a long, long time,” she said. 
 
    He gave her the key. With every step, Nathan had fought. He battled for the freedom to control his body, and he lost every time. Now she had the key, he was locked into chastity like some sort of slave, and now she stepped back. She pulled on the black panties, and she opened up another package. 
 
    This one contained a dildo. She took out the pink cylinder, and she slipped it into the strap-on harness. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you, Nathan. I’m going to fuck you slow, then fast. I’m going to start out gentle, and then I’m going to make you squeal.” She grinned back at him. 
 
    For his part, the silenced slave boy couldn’t argue. Hell, he couldn’t even try to plead with her. She wouldn’t listen to him even if he’d been able to communicate. 
 
    Turning from side to side, she felt the new weight between her legs. “This feels…different,” she said, enjoying the show. Better yet, she reveled in the look of panic on his face. “Oh, it’s okay. You’re going to enjoy being the bitch.” She flashed him a predatory, toothy smile. 
 
    Nathan swallowed. He couldn’t get away, especially since she decided to give him a choice. 
 
    “Nathan, I can fuck you now, or you can suck this dildo first. What’s it going to be? You may tell me you want to be fucked or you want to suck. That’s all you’re allowed to say.” 
 
    His eyes watered again. As his vision fuzzed, Nathan hesitated. Although he hardly moved, his heart kicked in his chest. He needed to flee! He had to run away! But he couldn’t. It felt as though his feet had become stuck to the carpet. 
 
    “Tell me what it’s going to be.” 
 
    His mouth started to move. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t reclaim control. “I want to suck the dildo.” 
 
    “Yeah, you do,” she agreed. She pointed to her feet, and he crawled forward. He started to sit up and she put her hand on the back of his head once again. She forced him forward. 
 
    Before he knew what was happening, he had the tip of the dildo right there against his lips. Dread raced through his body, cold and paralyzing. Carly didn’t give him the chance to adjust, not in the slightest. 
 
    Like a good boy, he started to suck her dildo. She shoved it forward. Savoring that movement, she swished her hips forward and plunged the fake cock into his mouth and down his throat. 
 
    “Take it!” she sang down at him. “Take it like a good boy, Nathan! Yeah, you like that. You probably spend a lot of time thinking about cock getting sucked.” Giggling, she continued, “Though I bet you don’t think of yourself down on your knees. Oh well. Too bad for you!” 
 
    She taunted him even as he continued. His lips tightened a firm seal around the silicone. She kept going. She pushed it down against the back of his mouth. His throat clenched along with his gag reflex. 
 
    Pushing forward and pulling back, she kept going for one, two, three full minutes. And when she finally pulled out, the cock was soaked, and Nathan panted, gasping for breath. 
 
    “Stand up. Spread your legs. Bend over your couch. We’re going to have a little talk while I fuck you.” 
 
    Her words forced his obedience. Within seconds, he assumed the position. 
 
    “A couple of things are about to change, Nathan,” she said to him as she came up behind her stepbrother. She placed her hands on his shoulders, and she slid forward, touching the tip of her fake cock to his buttocks. “First, you’re going to thank me for punishing you.” 
 
    He didn’t understand what she meant, only Carly grabbed the paddle he himself had purchased. With her fingers tight around the handle, she pulled it back, and she swatted it down against the curves of his ass. 
 
    Pain lanced through him. It felt like a flash of lightning. Sound cracked away, like brutal thunder. That was only the first paddling. Before she rode him, she struck. Harder. Faster. She made him feel each blow until his ass glowed a shade of neon pink. 
 
    And then she thrust into him. 
 
    She grabbed his shoulders, and she buried the cock between his tensed cheeks. Her dildo, slick with his saliva, slid forward. He whimpered out. 
 
    “You’re a brat, Nathan,” she explained once she had the dildo wedged into him. “You’re a spoiled brat, and that’s why I’m taking what you’ve got. Tonight, you’re going to call our parents, and you’re going to tell them you want me to live here with you. If they argue, you’re going to beg. You’re going to promise them whatever it takes.” 
 
    His lips parted, he gasped, desperate and shocked. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said, pulling back only so she could thrust forward again. “I’m going to live here, and you’re going to become my slave boy. Don’t worry. Even if you have to drop out of school, I’ll make sure you feel useful.” 
 
    He grabbed the sides of the couch. He fought to push away, only he couldn’t do it. Like it or not, his stepsister was in control. 
 
    “You’re going to do whatever I want. I’ll dress you, train you, and show you off to all of my friends.” She pushed the cock deep into his body again. And just as he gasped, desperate to cry out, she pulled herself up to him, her breath hot against his ear. “Including Alexis.” 
 
    In spite of himself, he whimpered like some trapped animal. 
 
    “That’s right,” promised his stepsister. “She’s going to come over here, and you’re going to get down on your knees, and you’re going to beg for her forgiveness. Maybe she’ll forgive you. Maybe she’ll decide to paddle you. Whatever she wants, she gets. Oh, but I wouldn’t get your hopes up. She can be a very angry bitch.” 
 
    His lower lip trembled. No matter how hard he tried to stop her, she kept fucking him, riding his tight little ass. 
 
    She pushed and pulled over and over until it felt like he couldn’t possibly take any more. And that’s when she withdrew altogether. She pulled her harness off, and she dropped it to the floor. 
 
    “Now that’s what you can think about while you lick me out all over again.” Tormenting her stepbrother—the boy who was now her slave—had turned her on. She was ready for another orgasm. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Demotion 
 
      
 
    Lisa could hardly believe she was doing this, but she didn't actually have anything to lose. Her superiors had already proven that they weren't going to listen to her, so if she made a fool of herself, it wasn't a big deal. At least, that's how she reasoned through her decision, but the truth was much more difficult to accept. 
 
    They were just rumors. At this point, Lisa didn't actually have any hard evidence. Sure, she had witnessed a few strange activities at the local college, and her little sister went on and on about how everything was about to change, but was that enough to risk her career? 
 
    Before she stepped into the conference room, she sneered. "What career?" Lisa mouthed. She didn't actually make any real sounds, but that question kept burning deep inside of her. 
 
    Frankly, it just wasn't fair. When she came to work at Search and Data Tracking Extraordinaire, Lisa had figured that she would get a fair chance here. At her interview, she asked about gender equality, and the HR manager had insisted that this was a diverse company, one where many different opinions would be welcome. 
 
    And maybe her opinions were indeed welcome, but they were never, ever acted upon. 
 
    It was obvious that the upper management only wanted to listen to guys like Martin. 
 
    Just thinking of his name was enough to set her teeth on edge. She locked her jaw as she stepped across the threshold. And then she saw him. He spoke to the room filled with administrators, advertising executives, and other programmers. 
 
    "This new streamlined system will help us create new synergies and it will allow for greater monetization of our existing assets," he said. 
 
    Lisa took a seat at the back of the room. She crossed her legs. Back straight, she listened, her eyes narrowed. 
 
    In those first couple of minutes, she didn't think that Martin would even notice her. But then, his eyes locked onto hers, and he smiled. He really was a golden boy. Back in college, he had been the president of his fraternity. Just as importantly, all of the other male employees looked up to him. They wouldn't act without his permission. 
 
    It was such bullshit! 
 
    Sure, he was handsome with his dark blonde hair, his piercing blue eyes, and his strong jaw. He was definitely the kind of guy who spent a lot of time working out. Lisa frequently heard whispered stories about his exploits at the company. Apparently, he had slept with pretty much every receptionist and secretary of the company. Some of the guys liked to quietly chuckle about the possibility that he would now move on to the female programmers. 
 
    Lisa found herself holding onto her chair's armrests. Her knuckles turned white from the exertion. More than anything, she wanted to smack that smirk off of his face. 
 
    Theoretically, Martin could have called her out right there. He could have reminded everyone that she hadn't received any major promotions, so she wasn't technically authorized to be in that conference room. Instead, he kept talking. 
 
    He blathered on, using all of these important sounding words. But Lisa actually listened. Unlike pretty much everyone else in that room, she focused on what he had to say, and it didn't make any freaking sense! He was literally just spouting out random words, like that would somehow help the bottom line. 
 
    Her nostrils flared, and she kept thinking about how good it would feel to jump jobs. 
 
    But maybe that wouldn't be necessary. 
 
    He finished his idiotic presentation, and Lisa could hardly believe it, but people all around the room actually clapped. Were they patronizing him? Did they all secretly understand some joke that they had simply failed to explain to her? 
 
    No. 
 
    Either because of his political acumen or his charisma, he had convinced everyone in the conference room that he deserved their adulation. In fact, it probably wouldn't be long before he received another promotion. 
 
    Guys like Martin could always get ahead without really trying. 
 
    Some of her female friends had suggested that maybe Lisa needed to be more political. They suggested that maybe she should try to wear something a little bit more attractive. More often than not, she went to work in jeans and sweatshirts. 
 
    "Never," she said, shaking her head. She was never, ever going to compromise her beliefs. When she got ahead at a company, it had to be because she knew what she was doing. She was a skilled programmer, and she wouldn't ever try to flirt or sleep her way to the top. Those kinds of stupid tricks were for guys like Martin. 
 
    Besides, she was better than him. She had the kinds of ideas that could really turn this company into a leader within their industry. 
 
    She just needed the opportunity to get ahead! 
 
    But he had been promoted. He had been given a position as an executive. 
 
    Lisa's breath quivered in her lungs. 
 
    At least the stupid presentation was over, she so she could test this theory. And it was just a theory. It sounded impossible. 
 
    Surprisingly, Martin seemed to wait around. At first, he chatted with a few of the stragglers. Some of the employees from the advertising department stayed. They chatted, and they shook his hand when they were done. A couple of the programmers tried to talk to him, but Martin just shrugged and grinned like an idiot. 
 
    He really had no idea what he was doing. 
 
    Finally, the door closed, and they were left alone. Martin started to gather up his papers, and he closed his laptop. He slid it back into his carrier bag. For her part, Lisa just watched, her arms crossed over her chest. 
 
    "Have you heard the rumors?" 
 
    "I never listen to rumors," he lied with that winning smile of his. "They distract me from my real goals." 
 
    "Maybe you want to listen to this one." 
 
    He exhaled slowly, and he gave her a condescendingly patronizing smile. Although they had worked together, he still pretended that he looked down on her. Then again, it was a good lie considering that she had covered him on more than one occasion. At the time, Lisa had believed that it was in her team's best interest to make sure that everyone succeeded; she just never imagined that this jackass would swoop in and snatch up all of the credit. 
 
    "Fine. What is it?" 
 
    Lisa bent to step forward, but her nerves fluttered in her stomach. Instead, she pressed her knuckles down against the tabletop. "Have you been listening to what's going on at the college?" 
 
    "I don't care about those kids," he said. "So unless you have something important to talk about," he was about to leave the room. 
 
    He took one step after another, and Lisa opened her mouth. She knew she could just let him go at this point. She didn't have to try to stop him. It wasn't like he respected her anyway. 
 
    But that thought prompted her to act. "Stop." 
 
    He halted in front of the door. 
 
    Narrowing her eyes, she knew this didn't prove anything. If she really wanted to understand what was going on, then she had to be much, much more specific. "Martin, I'm going to tell you what I've heard. And you're going to listen." 
 
    He kept his hands on his hips. He watched her, one eyebrow raised. At the same time, she thought she picked up on something, maybe a little flicker of doubt. He glanced over at the door, like he wanted to leave, but he couldn't quite figure out how to do so. 
 
    "At the school, there are these strange rumors going around about the boys. Apparently, they have been exposed to some kind of chemical. This chemical makes it so that they have to do whatever the girls tell them." 
 
    "That sounds like some stupid urban legend," he replied. 
 
    "That's what I thought, but my little sister goes there, and she tells me that it's true. She tells me that it's all true. That's why I want you to take that pen out of your pocket and remove the lid." 
 
    "Have you gone insane? I'm not going to do that," he said. 
 
    Right there, Lisa thought she should back off. She was a programmer for a reason. She never enjoyed this kind of confrontation. "Do it." 
 
    For just a second, he started to smirk. He was going to laugh right at her, only then his hand went down to his breast pocket, and he took up the pen. He popped it open, letting the lid to fall down onto the floor. 
 
    Lisa could feel her heart pounding in her chest. Not only that, there was a different sensation, something tickling inside of her belly. She was getting turned on. Arousal ignited within her; she could hardly believe it. 
 
    Even then, she forced herself to relax. She couldn't make any undue assumptions. Maybe he was toying with her? 
 
    And yet, that look on his face seemed absolutely genuine. 
 
    "Pull back your sleeve." 
 
    He obeyed. The expression on his face struck her as absolutely priceless! 
 
    "Write I am just a stupid pretty boy, and I should be seen, not heard." Speaking those words only took a few seconds. And yet, he started to write. Suddenly serious, she came closer and closer. Even as he wrote, he tried to retreat back, eventually bumping up against of the far wall. He ran out of anywhere to go. It looked like he was going to try to sprint away. "No, no," she said, wagging her finger. "You stay right where you are and finish writing. Even after you’re done, you aren't going anywhere, and you're going to be quiet unless I ask you a direct question." She inputted those commands, treating her competitor like he was nothing but a computer. 
 
    He wrote, she watched, and then he finished. 
 
    Lisa braced herself, expecting him to start chuckling. Instead, he stood there, his shoulders tensed back, his head held up. He stared off at the wall, like he wanted to pretend he was somewhere else, anywhere else. 
 
    For her part, Lisa waited, actually holding her breath. Slowly, almost casually, she made her way toward Martin. "Hold up your arm," she said. Again, she tensed up, thinking that there was going to be some insult a written there. Instead, she saw his handwriting and all that black ink on his skin. 
 
    I am just a stupid pretty boy, and I should be seen, not heard. 
 
    "What does it say?" Lisa asked. She could see it clearly, but she wanted more proof. 
 
    "I am just a stupid pretty boy, and I should be seen, not heard." He spoke those words mechanically, as though they had been automated or forced from his mouth. Lisa listened to each sound, and when he finally finished, she hopped up and down. She did a little spin. She waved her arms in the air! 
 
    Yes! Her little sister was right! The men really had lost the ability to resist any command given by a woman. 
 
    Although his current display had convinced her, Lisa nonetheless stepped back, and she pressed her fingertips together. Considering the implications of what this meant, she grinned again. 
 
    "You know, some of the girls like to talk about how you are a really good kisser. Let's find out. But first, go over there and lock the door." 
 
    Desperation and fear mixed together on his face. But he obeyed anyway. "Oh, what's wrong? You don't like it when the girl is the aggressor? Is that it?" 
 
    Lisa had asked a question which meant he could respond. "I don't know what you're doing, but I don't like it. You have to stop. You have to stop right now," he growled at her. Much to Lisa’s surprise, he didn't raise his voice. Instead, it became low and threatening, like something she might expect from an angry dog. 
 
    And it made her laugh. 
 
    "Martin, Martin, Martin," she said, shaking her head. "There is a small problem with your strategy. You might be able to intimidate other people around here, but you can't scare me. Do you know why you can't scare me?" 
 
    He pressed his lips together. After a couple of seconds, he asked, "Why can't I scare you?" 
 
    Suppressing another girlish giggle, she answered, "It's because I already know you are full of crap. You aren't smart, you aren't strong, and you only get by on your looks. If you were a girl, you would be the idiot bimbo who giggles her way through every conversation." 
 
    His eyes widened for just a second, and then his mouth set into an angry frown. 
 
    "Shush," she said to him as he started to talk again. Lisa pressed one finger to his mouth. His face flushed red, and she realized exactly how much fun this could be. 
 
    When she stepped into the conference room, she had intended to test out a theory. Even then, she had never imagined it would go this well. She didn't think it would turn her on either. But it did. She stepped back again, and she swallowed, realizing that there was this delicious tingling deep within her core. 
 
    Before she could even think to stop herself, Lisa ordered him again, "Take off all of your clothing. I want to see you naked. Let's inspect the goods." 
 
    He opened his mouth. Obviously, he wanted to say something. Maybe he was intending to argue with her. He didn't get the chance because his hands started to move. He unbuttoned his collared shirt, and he shrugged it off. He removed both of his shoes, his socks. Next, he loosened his belt, and he tugged his pants down. Pretty soon, he was completely naked. He also looked at the door, but she just shook her head. "Sorry. I'm not letting you go until I've had some fun with you. Even then, I'm still going to need to decide what I want to do with you." 
 
    Once he was naked, she ordered him to hold his hands behind his back. He complied again. 
 
    This had only been happening for a few seconds, maybe two or three minutes at most, and yet it started to feel natural. It seemed so easy, ordering this young man around. 
 
    Lisa circled her prey. Her eyes moved up and down the length of his body. On any given day, she would be the polite, dark-haired girl who would sit in her cubicle and solve complicated programming problems. 
 
    But at this moment, she felt entirely different. 
 
    Tentatively, she reached out, and she placed her hand on his chest. It was nice and firm. Then she wanted to try something. "How does this feel?" Lisa asked, pinching his nipples. She twisted, and he let out a yelp of surprise. 
 
    "Oh, look at that. They're hard now. Does that mean you like this?" 
 
    "No!" He squeaked. 
 
    "Are you sure about that?" 
 
    Lisa never would have imagined it, but she got incredibly brave, and she reached down, sliding her hand along his scrotum and up his shaft. At first, he was completely limp. Within a few seconds, his erection began to harden, and when she finally took her hand away, he was nice and stiff. 
 
    "It's okay," she said. "You should be proud. You've got a very nice penis. You look like a sex toy." 
 
    He inhaled, and it looked like he wanted to say something. In fact, his mouth actually opened, only he stopped. He couldn't finish. 
 
    Poor boy. 
 
    "Yes, this is a lot of fun. I'm sure you would probably disagree, but that's okay because no one cares about your opinion. Now, no one cares even the slightest bit." To torment him a little bit more, she reached up, and she pinched the tip of his nose. Although Martin wasn't allowed to speak, his cheeks flushed a bright shade of red. 
 
    "Of course, it's also important to remember that you deserve this. You are a bastard, Martin. You like, you manipulate, you do whatever you want, you always think that there won't be any consequences." She shrugged. "I guess that does make a little bit of sense. Up until this point, no one has taken you to task. No, you've been able to get away with all of it. That ends now. In fact, I think it's going to be up to me to punish you first." 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    As hard as he tried to look unaffected, he couldn't maintain that perfect facade of neutrality. No, his lower lip trembled ever so slightly. He was scared. 
 
    To prove it, she placed her hand right on his sternum. She could feel his heart pound away, every anxious beat another a declaration of what he really felt. 
 
    "Hold onto the edge of the desk, spread your legs, and bend forward." 
 
    Martin complied. He assumed that degraded position, and Lisa stepped behind him. She smiled, triumphant. 
 
    And to think, she had doubted whether or not she should do this at all. Fortunately for her, she had taken the risk. Now she touched his ass. "Nice and firm," she said. "Tight. I bet you work out." 
 
    With his head bowed down, Martin didn't answer. 
 
    She pulled her hand back, and then she struck. She pounded her palm down against the contour of his ass. 
 
    Before long, his buttocks became inflamed. She watched as the pink spread over his skin. She jumped her hand from his right buttock to his left and back again. Each time she spanked him, the room echoed. And all the while, the arousal continued to swirl through her body, building up in strength. 
 
    When she finally stopped spanking him, she was panting. 
 
    "Tell me, how do you feel?" 
 
    "Ashamed. Angry." Each word came out clipped and defiant. 
 
    "That's okay. I don't mind if you are ashamed. Of course, we’re going to have to work on the anger part. You shouldn't be angry." 
 
    Apparently, he could speak again because he asked, "Then what do you think I should feel?" He sneered those words, each syllable laced with obvious disdain. 
 
    She grabbed his hair, she pulled his head back, and she whispered into his ear, "I should think it would be obvious. You need to be grateful." 
 
    He started to laugh. 
 
    "I'm never going to be grateful. In fact, I'm going to get out of this. I don't how you're controlling me, but I will make it stop, and then I will find you." 
 
    He took another breath, and he was going to growl out some obscene threat, but Lisa stopped him. "Quiet," she replied, only her tone wasn't especially harsh. She chided him, addressing him like he was just some obstinate child or maybe a misbehaving pet. 
 
    But because his body knew who was in charge, he stopped talking. 
 
    "It's okay. You see, you're going to get used to being quiet, I bet. Lots of girls feel that way. You know, it happens in middle school or high school, all of these girls like me have to pretend that were not as smart or as strong as we really are because the boys are so fragile." She clicked her tongue, and she shook her head. "Maybe that's about to change. Oh well, I guess it doesn't really matter since things are going to change here." 
 
    He turned around, and he looked back at her, his lower lip still shaking ever so slightly. 
 
    Lisa tilted her head to the side. She had a plan for this young man. Granted, it had felt like a fantasy only a little while ago, but now it became a very reasonable course of action. Before she pursued her agenda, however, there was something else she really, really wanted to do. The idea made her mouth water. 
 
    She grabbed him, and she kissed him. She pushed her mouth up against his, and he soon responded in kind. Their tongues danced against one another, and she closed her eyes. 
 
    That's when some old instincts took hold of Martin. He squeezed her ass, like he was still in charge. She nudged him back, pressing one finger into his bare chest. He retreated, apparently aware that he had just made a very, very big mistake. 
 
    "No. That's not how this works," she said to him, wagging her finger from side to side. 
 
    It must have been infuriating for Martin! He was supposed to be in charge! As far as he believed, he had earned all of his promotions. 
 
    "Maybe some time under the desk will show you where you really belong," she said. She snapped her fingers, and yet he didn't move. 
 
    "Really? You going to try to defy me, even now?" 
 
    Apparently her tone granted him some measure of strength because he crisscrossed his arms over his chest. Even naked, he straightened his back, and he stubbornly refused to move. Then again, he must not have truly absorbed the fact that this girl could force his obedience with just a few uttered syllables. 
 
    After a brief sigh, Lisa shook her head. "It's because of your cock, isn't it? You, like so many other boys, have this thing between your legs, and you think that it makes you so great." She waved her fingers on the air, mocking him with every syllable. 
 
    In spite of the spanking, he was still hard. 
 
    She walked right up to him, and he tried to retreat back. A look of panic flashed across his handsome face, but then there was nowhere else to go, and she told him to stay right there. Reaching down, she took his manhood in her hand. 
 
    Lisa could have hurt him right there. Considering how sensitive all guys are, she could have inflicted a great deal of pain. Instead, she had something else in mind. Something better. 
 
    "You probably don't believe me, Martin, but that's okay. I'm going to break you. I'm going to break you, and then I'm going to train you. I'm going to turn you into my own private slave boy. Everything you have is going to belong to me." She flashed him a grin even as her fingers started to glide up and down his erection. She teased the tip of his member, and then she stroked to the base of his shaft. 
 
    Within seconds, he started to shiver. He began to shake. Desperation pounding through his skin, not that he would admit it, not that he could admit it. 
 
    And yet, she could feel the heat radiate from his body. 
 
    "You boys, you're always so silly. You really want for an orgasm right?"  
 
    "I want to put you in your place!" He growled. “No," she promised. She squeezed his cock again, and he lost control. She took advantage of his body and his instincts. Soon, his shaft started to spurt. 
 
    He didn't have any control over what happened. His body betrayed him. 
 
    Once she finished squeezing him, she pulled her hand back. "Oh, look at that. You got some on me. Kneel." 
 
    He obeyed. He didn't have any other option. 
 
    She lowered her hand in front of his face like he was a dog. "Lick me clean," she ordered. 
 
    His eyes widened to the size of quarters, and he shook his head in that instant of freedom he still possessed. But then his brain registered the order, and he leaned forward, sliding his tongue along the white of her hand. He could feel the salty goo over his taste buds. 
 
    "Very nice. Now swallow it down." 
 
    He obeyed once again. 
 
    "That was just the beginning," she said. "Are you ready to tell me you belong under that conference table?" 
 
    Martin had a good idea of what she intended for him. He tried to tell himself that he wouldn't break, that he wouldn't succumb. After all, he was the kind of arrogant male who truly believed that he could always be in control of his own destiny. 
 
    "Nod your head down and up," she said, adopting the singsong tone of voice any female uses when belittling a helpless male. 
 
    He nodded his head.  
 
    "Now tell me that you're grateful boy." 
 
    "I'm a grateful boy." 
 
    "Yes, you are," she said, patting him on the head. 
 
    But the door was locked, she had no problem reaching down for the button on her jeans. She shimmied out of her pants, letting them pool around her ankles. She stepped away, she kicked off her shoes, and she pulled off her socks as well. Naked from the waist down, she took a seat in one of the rolling chairs. 
 
    For his part, he stayed there on the floor, wondering exactly what he could do. He tried to strategize, to come up with some kind of tactical approach he could use against this young woman. 
 
    They had both been hired around the same time; throughout his career, he had always done better than Lisa. He truly believed that he was smarter than her, that he knew how to deal with people. But under these circumstances, he couldn't even speak without her permission. It was so frustrating! He wanted to hit something! 
 
    For her part, Lisa hardly noticed the war raging within her slave. 
 
    Instead, she moved over to the seat at the head of the table. While he had presented, that had been Martin’s space. From that position, he made it abundantly clear that he was in charge. Now it was Lisa's turn. 
 
    "Get under the table," she commanded. Of course, he obeyed. Within the span of just a couple of seconds, he dropped down onto the industrial carpet, and he crawled under the table. Once he had done that, he wondered if maybe he should try to put his hands against his ears. Maybe that would be good enough to keep him from listening to her, from obeying her. 
 
    Before he could experiment, however, she had another order for him. "Get over here and lick me. Show me where a boy is most useful with that mouth of yours." 
 
    He started to crawl again. He made his way over to her naked legs. Under other circumstances, he would have admired and fantasized about her cute little toes, her small feet, and her shapely calves. Then he saw her pussy, and he knew what he had to do. 
 
    Hoping to bank on the ambiguity of her command, he wondered if he would be able to simply lick her knee or maybe her thigh. It wasn't much of a rebellion, yet it was the best thing he had available as his body moved on its own. 
 
    Instead of licking some random spot, he moved in, sliding his face between her inner thighs. Then he licked her pussy. 
 
    A spasm of shame ran through his body. It reverberated along his spine. He could feel at all the way in his fingertips and down to his toes. 
 
    Hot exasperation simmered within his frame, yet there was still nothing Martin could do about it! Helpless, humiliating frustration kept burning inside of him, raging like an Inferno. 
 
    As those emotions battered him, he kept licking. He slid his tongue up and down her pussy. He worshiped her, nuzzling his nose from side to side even as he swirled the tip of his tongue around her clitoris. 
 
    Martin couldn't remember exactly when he had promised himself that he would never go down on another girl. He recalled servicing his first girlfriend for a few seconds. Maybe he did the same thing for his second. But after a while, he started to understand that he was attractive enough that he didn't need to consider what the girls in his life actually wanted. He could get away with being a selfish jerk, so he did. 
 
    As far as he was concerned, only weaklings went down on the girls they had sex with. As far as he was concerned, it was his job to take what he wanted. He had to say the right words, tell the right jokes, get the girls to relax. But eventually, he would be on top, he would hold their wrists, and he would take them. He would show them where they belonged, down on their backs. 
 
    It didn't work that way, not with Lisa. 
 
    He kept licking her, almost like he actually wanted to get her off. 
 
    Relief surged through him when he felt her inner thighs push up against his cheeks. She called out, squealing at the top of her lungs. 
 
    Martin didn't know if this room was actually soundproof. He could only hope. Sure, Lisa would probably be embarrassed if someone walked in on her like this, but he was the one naked and on the floor, servicing her like he was some eager intern desperate to get hired. 
 
    If they were discovered, his reputation would be shredded. 
 
    But at least she was done, right? She had had her fun, and now she could let him go. 
 
    That's what he thought, at least at first. 
 
    When he tried to pull back, to slide his face out from between her legs, her hand shot down, and she placed her fingertips against the back of his skull. "You aren't going anywhere. Again," she said, giddy like some little kid who is about to ride the roller coaster again. 
 
    Even though his jaw ached and his tongue was tired, Martin started to service her again. He moved his tongue up and down along her pussy. The flavor of her excitement overwhelmed his senses. He closed his eyes, and he kept licking, moving his tongue left and right, up and down, tracing circles and diagonals over her most sensitive spots. 
 
    He couldn't stop himself. He couldn't help himself. 
 
    That frustration growled deep within his chest again. 
 
    He had to do something! 
 
    He did. 
 
    Martin got her off again. She cried out through the ecstasy of the second orgasm, and that's when she rolled back. 
 
    Suddenly freed from her influence, he tumbled down onto the floor. 
 
    "Get dressed," she said. That was only the first command of many. Martin listened with mounting horror. 
 
    No, no way! There had to be something else he could do about this! There had to be some way he could resist her. And yet, with each word she said to him, he could feel the pieces falling into place, binding his will. 
 
    And once she was done, Lisa turned away. She unlocked the door after pulling her jeans and shoes and socks back on. Then she noticed her panties still on the floor. She picked them up, and she held them out for him to take. "If you try anything, I will make you put these in your mouth to silence you." 
 
    He took the panties from her, and he quickly shoved them down into his pocket. Under other circumstances, holding onto her panties would have felt like a trophy. Now the threat lingered, almost tactile. He could feel that minuscule weight in his pockets, just a slight bulge. 
 
      
 
    Back in his trousers, shirt, socks and underwear, Martin should've been able to stride through the office like a conquering warrior. Just that morning, he’d sauntered around. He flirted with some of the girls. He teased one of the about the length of her skirt. She'd blushed, he'd laughed, and then he thought about what it would be like to pin her against the wall and have some fun. 
 
    Those thoughts had been banished from his pretty head. 
 
    Instead, he found himself following Lisa. He couldn't help but notice that she strode ahead, swinging her arms as she swayed her hips from side to side. Every step conveyed unadulterated confidence; this was the kind of woman who couldn't be denied. 
 
    The last time he saw her in one of these hallways, she had moved around like some timid little mouse. That had changed. Even as her dark hair bounced against her shoulders, he sensed the power that radiated off of her body. 
 
    Lisa took him upstairs. They rode the elevator, and he held his hands in front of his waist. At the same time, he kept thinking of things he might be able to do or say. 
 
    They were alone in a confined to space. 
 
    If things had been normal, it would have been easy for him to grab her by her wrists, to shove her up against the wall, to kiss her, to touch her, to show her who was boss. 
 
    Lisa glanced over at him. She smirked. Apparently, she had no problem guessing his thoughts, yet they didn't intimidate her. On the contrary, they were amusing. They were cute. He could get all flustered and upset, but it wouldn't make the slightest difference. It really didn't help that he kept remembering those commands she had a given him. 
 
    He didn't have much time left. 
 
    If he wanted to get away, it had to be soon. 
 
    He thought about trying to push some of the buttons. He tried to reach out, to slam his fingers against a those digits. Nothing happened. Like a well-trained pet, he stayed with his owner. 
 
    "I'm not a slave," he whispered. "I'm not a pet." He didn't think he really said those words loud enough for Lisa to hear. 
 
    His assumption proved to be incorrect. 
 
    "That's exactly what you are," she said, still staring straight ahead. 
 
    He bared his teeth, like he might jump at her. Again, she couldn't be frightened of this young man. The doors opened with a beep, and she stepped outside. Her shoes pressed down into the industrial carpet as she made her way down the corridor. 
 
    Once again, he was forced to follow. 
 
    Lisa didn't even glance over her shoulder to check. She already knew what he would do. 
 
    She went up to a desk, and that's when his eyes drifted over to Amelia. She was a red-haired girl with freckles along the ridge of her nose. She was cute, not one of the hottest girls in the office, yet she had that innocent vibe that he could enjoy from time to time. In fact, he had seduced her after one of the office parties. 
 
    His heart started to pound. 
 
    If he didn't figure out something soon, he wouldn't have any options left at all. 
 
    For her part, Lisa went over to Amelia's desk. "Hey, Martin and I really need to talk to Michelle. Will that be a problem?" 
 
    "Um, I think Michele is on a call right now, but she should be done in a minute or two. Would you guys like to have a seat?" Amelia motioned over toward the two office chairs positioned next to the wall. 
 
    "Sure thing," Lisa said, beaming a smile. 
 
    She sat down, she crossed her legs, and Martin was about to do the same thing, only some directive took over. He found himself getting down on his knees. He stayed there, his hands on his knees as he bowed his head down. 
 
    Gritting his teeth, he tried to get up. 
 
    Nothing happened. 
 
    Lisa patted him on the head. "Good boy," she said. 
 
    From somewhere far off, he picked up on the sounds of giggling. But that voice didn't belong to Lisa. No, it was coming from Amelia. 
 
    "May I ask what he's doing?" 
 
    Lisa didn't miss a beat. "We are working on a new training technique." 
 
    "But isn't he one of the senior managers now?" 
 
    "We aren't sure about that. That's why we're here to talk to Michelle." 
 
    All he had to do was lift his head and demand that Amelia call the police. He could say that Lisa had sexually harassed him, that she had coerced him into this. Maybe he could even accuse her of slipping something into one of his drinks. If nothing else, he could remind Amelia that he was indeed a senior manager, so he was technically her boss. She had to do what he said! And right then, he wanted her to call security and have Lisa escorted out of the building. 
 
    He itched to destroy this girl's career, to show her that she wasn't in charge, that she could never, ever be in charge! He craved that old sense of power that always seemed to come so easily. But not this time. With every attempt, he met another wall of failure. 
 
    Like it or not, he couldn't do something as simple as stand. 
 
    And then the door opened, and Michelle stuck her head out. "You can come in now, Amelia," she said. 
 
    Lisa got up. 
 
    This time around, he just tried to stay down on the floor. That's all he wanted to do. It should have been simple. He should have been able to do this. Okay, so Lisa somehow controlled his actions. He could accept that. He could work within that framework, so long as he had the ability to simply resist, to remain still and motionless. 
 
    As hard as he tried, he failed. Because she had already told him what to do, he soon found his legs extending all on their own. He got up, he kept his head down, and he followed after her. 
 
    "Good boy," Lisa said, allowing him to walk into the room first. 
 
    Martin didn't get to enjoy being up on his feet for very long. He stood off to the side, like he was just some kind of servant or something. In the meantime, Michelle went to sit down. She motioned for both of them to take a seat, but only Lisa obliged. 
 
    "What can I do for you?" Michelle asked. 
 
    He could do this. He told himself that he could overwhelm whatever kind of control Lisa used against him. He didn't know if it was chemical or psychological or what. Sure, there had been a couple of rumors circulating around town, but those couldn't actually be real, could they? Of course not! Even though he was quite literally living proof of what was happening to the boys of the city, he still refused to accept it. He would deny it as long as possible! 
 
    His body simply refused to respond. He felt paralyzed, completely trapped. Yes, he might be able to hold his breath or blink or perhaps even turn his head to the side, but that was all. All of his control had been taken away. 
 
    "Martin here has something he would like to tell you." 
 
    "Michelle, something's happened to me. I no longer have the ability to control my own actions. As such, I believe that I should be demoted." The words trembled from his lips. He could feel his vocal cords vibrate. His lips and tongue moved, all like he actually wished to utter those words. 
 
    For her part, Michelle leaned back in her chair. It creaked underneath her. "Excuse me?" She seemed completely confused. That made sense considering Martin was one of her most aggressively ambitious employees. 
 
    "Repeat what you just said," Lisa commanded. 
 
    No! 
 
    He didn't want to do it, but he quickly said, "Michelle, something has happened to me. I no longer have the ability to control my own actions. As such, I believe that I should be demoted." 
 
    Michelle stared back at him, almost as though he had grown a second head. Really, this couldn't make any sense to her. 
 
    "I suggest that he become my assistant. I've always wanted to have a secretary." 
 
    "What is he talking about?" Michelle asked again. 
 
    "Can I ask you something? I realize this might be a little bit sensitive, and it might sound silly, but this is really important." Lisa looked back at their boss. 
 
    "Go ahead." Michelle nodded. 
 
    "You've heard the rumors, right?" 
 
    "I've heard some rumors," Michelle replied carefully. 
 
    "They're true. I don't know if it's true for all of the men in the city, but look at Martin here. We have trusted him with a lot of authority and power, but I don't think he can handle it. In fact, I don't but it'll be very long at all before someone comes along and decides to enslave him." 
 
    "That wouldn't happen!" 
 
    "Be quiet," Lisa said to him, cutting him off. Anything else he had intended to say suddenly dried up in his throat. 
 
    "This is pretty incredible." 
 
    "Michelle, I think that we should use him as a test case. In fact, that's why I brought him here in the first place. I don't know if it's going to happen to the other men, but we should be prepared for anything." 
 
    "I think you're right. Maybe." Obviously, Michelle was the kind of woman who knew how to deal with important numbers, accounts, and deadlines. She had never dealt with a situation like this. 
 
    "Would you like me to demonstrate?" 
 
    Michelle looked back at Martin. 
 
    Desperately, he shook his head from side to side. With each movement, he desperately prayed that she would make the right decision. 
 
    "Yes," Michelle said uncertainly. "Go ahead and show me what you can do with him." 
 
    "First, I think it's important that we establish Martin no longer has any kind of willpower of his own. Tell me that's true." 
 
    "That's true." 
 
    "Tell me what is true," Lisa said. Remarkably, she didn't laugh at him this time around. 
 
    Summoning up the best parts of his willpower, he tried to hold these words back, yet they still tumbled out of his mouth. "I no longer have any kind of willpower of my own." 
 
    "That's right. In fact, I'm pretty sure he will do anything I want. Like right now, Martin, get down on your hands and knees and bark like a dog." 
 
    His eyes got big. No, not that, not in front of someone like Michelle! This was one of the women who actually had real power in the company. If she decided that he was no longer worthy of respect, then pretty much everyone would follow suit. 
 
    That reality didn't help Martin, not in the least. 
 
    The world seemed to blur by as he dropped down onto his hands and knees. Back straight, shoulders up, he lifted his chin. As the blush cascaded over his cheeks, he started to bark. 
 
    "Arf! Arf-arf!" 
 
    Apparently, that was enough. 
 
    "You see, I can make him act like a dog." 
 
    "Are you sure that this isn’t just some kind of prank?" 
 
    "No. It's no prank. Look in his eyes. You can see that he doesn't want to do this. And if I can make him bark like a dog, think about what our competitors would be able to do if they got a hold of the confidential information he is allowed to learn." 
 
    Michelle pressed her teeth down into her bottom lip as she considered the possibilities. A quintessential leader, and a political animal, she had to understand exactly how dangerous this could be. And maybe there was something else as well. 
 
    Martin had always been adept at reading people, women in particular. When Michelle looked at him, their eyes met, and he picked up on something. It was subtle, barely discernible. Was it excitement? Was it joy? 
 
    No, that's not possible, he silently told himself. 
 
    Michelle respected him. Sure, she had probably heard about those instances where he had touched or pursued or seduced some of the office staff, but he brought in good numbers. More importantly, he knew how to play the game of office politics. 
 
    "If seeing him bark like a dog isn't enough, let's see if he can play fetch." Lisa slipped a pen out of her pocket, and she tossed it across the small room. "Fetch it, boy." 
 
    Immediately, he turned around, and he scampered along on his hands and knees. With every movement, he could feel the two ladies watching him, studying him. Second by second, he fell in their estimation. He behaved like a dog, so they probably started to think of him as a dog. 
 
    When he got to the pen, Martin knew that he had to pick it up in his hand. Again and again, he sent that very simple command from his brain down along his shoulder, through his arm, all the way to his fingertips. Take it up. Just pick it up! 
 
    He did pick it up, oh yes, but he didn't use his hand. 
 
    Instead, he bent his head down, and Martin picked the pen up in his mouth. He held it like a stick. Behaving exactly like a canine, he turned around, and he scurried back over to Lisa. Hand outstretched, she took the pen from him. 
 
    "Is that all he does?" 
 
    That question didn't put Lisa out at all. "Nope." 
 
    "What else do you think you can make him do?" 
 
    "Anything," Lisa answered. She looked around the room for a moment, and then she turned her attention back to her boss. Usually, Lisa carried herself with a certain degree of uncertainty, like she never really knew exactly where she belonged. But at that moment, in that office, all of that fell away. Instead, she was confident, bordering on arrogant. Just as she picked an item up off of Michelle's desk, Lisa asked, "you mind if I borrow this?" 
 
    "Go for it." 
 
    Lisa picked up the ruler. She tapped it against her palm, almost like she needed to test its heft. 
 
    In those first couple of heartbeats, Martin couldn't comprehend what was happening or what this young woman had planned for him. Only then, she stood up, and she turned her attention back to the executive still positioned on his hands and knees. 
 
    "First, you're going to confess. Tell us all about how you view the women in this office." 
 
    "They're a bunch of sluts. It doesn't matter what I do to them because no one cares about them. They are dumb enough to believe me when I lie to them, so they deserve what they get." Those words streamed out with almost mechanical precision. 
 
    On some level, Martin knew that he had to stop himself, but he couldn't do it! 
 
    Lisa realized that as well. One corner of her mouth rose up into a condescending smirk. It was so much fun watching this conceited jerk try to get a hold of himself. But he just couldn't. Everything her little sister had said turned out to be true. He was really helpless when it came to female authority. 
 
    "Say that again. This time, be sure to face my phone." 
 
    Lisa had taken out her cell phone, and she started recording. 
 
    No, if he said those words aloud, and if they were recorded, his entire career would be ruined. Even if he somehow overcame her control, she would still be able to blackmail him at her leisure. And it wasn't like she would only keep one copy. A girl like Lisa would know exactly how to upload that recording to the Internet. It could be in a dozen different cloud accounts by the end of the day. 
 
    His throat tightened, and he tried to bite down. He gritted his teeth for another second or two before her control reasserted itself. 
 
    "They're a bunch of sluts. It doesn't matter what I do to them because no one cares about them. They are dumb enough to believe me when I lie to them, so they deserve what they get." 
 
    She touched the screen of her computer, “But now tell me you need to be spanked for that bad behavior.” 
 
    "I need to be spanked for my bad behavior.” His eyes watered. It felt like he’d cry, except Martin refused to give her the satisfaction. She wouldn't get to see him break! 
 
    "Take off your pants." 
 
    He obeyed. 
 
    Martin dropped his trousers, and she put her hand on the back of his neck, bending him forward. For a fraction of a second, he looked up at Michelle. He desperately hoped to that he might be able to find some sympathy on her face. If anything, she had simply leaned back, a wistful smile on her face. 
 
    Maybe she didn't understand or believe exactly what she was seeing, yet the show proved to be entertaining nonetheless. 
 
    "You mind if I use your ruler on him?" 
 
    Silent and desperate, Martin kept hoping that their boss would say no. He didn't want to be humiliated like this in front of her. Yes, he had already crawled. He had already been degraded, but this was going to be so much worse. 
 
    "Go ahead." 
 
    Lisa didn't need to be told twice. She cocked her hand up into the air, and she held onto the ruler. She brought it down, it swished through the air, and then he felt it. At first, there is just the sound, the sharp crack of wood against his buttock. Then the pain flashed through him, excruciating, hot, humiliating. 
 
    He could already feel the red welts begin to form along his skin. 
 
    But Lisa was only getting started. 
 
    Apparently, spanking him with her hand hadn't been good enough. She intended to get more. 
 
    She cracked the ruler down against his backside again. And again. And again! 
 
    Pretty soon, he couldn't see clearly. His vision fuzzed over as the tears clouded through his eyes. 
 
    But he wasn't going to make a sound. At least, that's what he promised himself. Martin was a man's man, the kind of alpha male who would never allow a girl to intimidate him. 
 
    "I'm going to let you decide when this ends," Lisa taunted him. "All you need to do is tell me that you want to be my secretary. Promise me that you're going to be a good little office girl." 
 
    Apparently, he could speak again because one question popped out of his mouth. "What?" His heart thundered and the disbelief shot through him. He collected himself for an instant, and he grunted back at her, "Never. I'm not going to be a secretary! I am a manager! I am in charge, and I make important decisions!" 
 
    The two women looked back at one another. Clearly, they weren't impressed by his outburst. 
 
    "Then you probably need to be spanked some more," said Lisa. "It's time for you to get another taste of this." She tapped to the ruler against the palm of her hand. 
 
    Vicious. Merciless. 
 
    Lisa didn’t know this about herself. Seriously, she always figured she was a nice girl. Around the holidays, she made donations. She opened doors for people. And yet, there she was, smacking his ass with the ruler over and over. 
 
    Giddy excitement played through her body. She could feel it, this incredible rush that refused to be ignored. It was like a sugar high, only better. Intoxicated with power, she pulled back. 
 
    He braced himself. Perhaps she should’ve felt some kind of pity. But she didn’t. 
 
    Instead, there was something else. 
 
    A hunger. 
 
    Desire. 
 
    This simmering ache that somehow thrilled her. 
 
    Lisa suppressed it for the moment. Instead, she came up to the boy bent across the desk, and she started to stroke his ass. She watched as his shoulders tensed; he sensed her proximity. 
 
    “Don’t move,” she commanded, all while their boss watched. 
 
    Lisa began to trace her fingertips along his ass. She caressed him gently, her fingers playing with his body. Perhaps he couldn’t move, but he could moan. A groan of despair echoed in his chest. 
 
    “Don’t complain. We know you like this,” she said. It was true. She could hear the desire in his voice. “What’s wrong, Martin? Are you ashamed you like getting swatted?” 
 
    She asked a question, so he could speak. Lisa didn’t give him a specific answer, so it seemed he could tell the truth. 
 
    “I don’t!” he squealed. “Please, I can’t…I can’t take it!” 
 
    “Oh, poor boy. Poor helpless, silly, pathetic boy,” Lisa taunted. She continued to stroke him, making him shiver. Then she placed her hand on his shoulder, and she yanked him back. Her hand went down to his cock. She grabbed him. She squeezed him, tormenting him with the simple fact that she had access to his body. He couldn’t argue or fight back. 
 
    “Should I give him another swat?” 
 
    “Go for it,” Michelle said, just as neutral as before. 
 
    Lisa may have been smaller, yet she wielded the confidence necessary to shove him down against the desk once more. He grabbed the edge, he closed his eyes, and he tried to get ready. Bracing himself, he waited. 
 
    She touched him with the ruler. 
 
    Just barely. 
 
    She dragged the edge along his skin. It didn’t even scratch his flesh, yet his body shivered nonetheless. Martin understood what would happen. This couldn’t be anything more than a brief respite. 
 
    He tried to remain impassive, like this didn’t affect him. 
 
    And yet, his eyes had already started to water. 
 
    She swung the ruler down. Hard. Fast. She made it bite into his skin with another loud crack. Martin didn’t know if anyone else could hear this. Ultimately, it didn’t matter. The door might not have been locked, but none of the employees would ever dare enter Michelle’s office without permission. 
 
    “That was one,” taunted Lisa. “Would you like more?” 
 
    “No. Please,” he said, his voice quaking. 
 
    “Do you think he’ll be a good boy?” 
 
    “I think I’m still uncertain about what’s going on,” replied Michelle. 
 
    His nostrils flared as he registered those words. That couldn’t be right! Michelle had to know what was going on, just as she had to recognize that this wasn’t right. They had to let him go. 
 
    “Allow me to demonstrate some more,” said Lisa, her voice barely concealing the excitement she felt. “Martin, beg for a nice, long, thorough punishment.” 
 
    No…no…he couldn’t…he wouldn’t! Martin struggled against the instinct to obey. He knew what was going to happen, so he just had to fight hard enough. He didn’t understand whatever chemical or pathogen had invaded his body, but this had to be physical. There was some reason this was happening, and he knew that if he just fought hard enough, he would be able to overcome it. 
 
    Those false hopes didn’t save him. 
 
    “Please, please punish me. Discipline me. I was a brat. I was a jackass and a bastard for saying those things about women. Please, I need to be punished!” he didn’t know where those words came from. He didn’t believe any of them—did he? 
 
    Lisa gave him exactly what he requested. 
 
    “Just because you asked so nicely.” With another wicked grin on her face, she flicked her wrist and sent the unyielding ruler down against his buttocks. Another dose of hot, stinging shock burst through his system. He gripped the edge of the desk, almost like that could somehow save him. 
 
    “Say thank you.” 
 
    “Thank—thank you,” he replied, forced into obedience. 
 
    “There’s a good boy,” she said and patted him on the head. “Would you like to stand straight again?” 
 
    It galled him to play along, only Martin didn’t see much choice. A terrible thought hit him just then. If he played along, maybe this wouldn’t be fun for her. Maybe she’d let him go… 
 
    “Yes, please.” 
 
    “Beg.” 
 
    “Please, please may I stand up straight?” 
 
    “You may,” answered Lisa. 
 
    “I’ve seen enough,” Michelle added. 
 
    Martin turned his attention back to their boss. Time seemed to slow down. Yes, he had been humiliated. Yes, he said those degrading words, but she hadn’t made a decision. She hadn’t come to any conclusion. Not yet, anyway.  
 
    Michelle held one hand over her mouth. He couldn’t tell what she was thinking, what she intended. C’mon, he thought. Tell this crazy bitch she has to let me go! After that, he would go to a doctor or a hospital or something. He would figure out some way to break her hold. 
 
    This couldn’t last. 
 
    …It just couldn’t! 
 
    Michelle dropped her hand, time resumed, and his chest tightened when she saw her start to smirk. 
 
    “Let me see how this works. Martin, get down on your knees and tell us you’re an insignificant male.” 
 
    He fell to his knees like a slave worshipping a goddess. “I’m an insignificant male.” At least he realized he could control the volume of his voice. His lips and tongue moved, yet he whispered those sounds so the two women had to lean in to hear him humiliate himself. 
 
    That little trick wouldn’t last. 
 
    “Speak up. Repeat yourself,” said Lisa. If she had been annoyed, she hid it well. 
 
    “I’m just an insignificant male,” he replied, his voice crisp and clear this time. 
 
    “Tell us why,” Michelle ordered. Apparently, she was already comfortable robbing another human being of his free will. Or maybe she no longer viewed him as an equal. He had become less than a person to her. 
 
    “I’m an insignificant male because…because…” he stammered, unsure of himself. It felt like he needed to speak. His body thrummed with the compulsion, only he didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “I think you need to lead him. He’s just a boy, after all,” Lisa said. 
 
    Michelle opted to help him out. “Okay. Then tell us you’re an insignificant male because you can’t think for yourself anymore. Tell us all about how you need to be trained and spanked some more.” 
 
    “Please, spank me. Train me some more. I need it because I’m just a dumb boy and I shouldn’t be allowed to think for myself. I need a woman like you to own me and tell me what to do.” Again, he didn’t know where those words came from, but his ignorance didn’t matter. 
 
    He uttered each and every one of those words. 
 
    And the two women in that office just loved hearing them. 
 
    “Good boy,” Lisa said again, turning that praise into a taunt. 
 
    Martin fixated on the other woman, the one behind the desk. He tested his voice, clearing his throat. It seemed to work. Maybe he really could talk on his own. “Please, Michelle, please don’t make me her secretary.” Once those words got out, he knew he could talk. 
 
    This might be his one and only opportunity. He couldn’t make any mistakes. 
 
    His voice became strong but pleading, like he was a warrior in need of assistance. “Please, I don’t want to be her secretary. Just let me put my pants back on and I can go. I’ll get out of your hair, and I can start to figure out what’s happening here.” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” replied Michelle. “In fact, I don’t think I want to hear you talk anymore. You were fine when you could think for yourself, but since you’re going to have to be obedient, it makes sense that we’ll need some reorganization.” 
 
    “Reorganization?” repeated Martin. The words hit the air, each one cold and rocky. 
 
    “That’s right. Lisa has done an excellent job of showing me your capabilities.” Michelle stood up, and she walked around her desk. She came up to the boy. He may have been taller than her by several inches, only that advantage didn’t change anything. She was in charge. His cock made him little more than a slave. 
 
    Michelle studied him, her eyes roaming along the curves of his shoulders, the flat of his stomach, and along his groin. She reached down and stroked him. He shivered. Worse, he hardened. “I like this.” 
 
    “Please…” he said. 
 
    “Martin, Martin, Martin, you might not know this, but I’m a woman of rather singular tastes. In fact, I think Lisa might be as well. Tell me, have you had him service you yet?” 
 
    Lisa looked back at her boss. She had known Michelle would see the truth of the situation, except she didn’t ever predict the conversation might take this sort of turn. 
 
    Almost like a little girl who had been caught stealing candy, Lisa glanced downward for a few seconds. “Yes. I did. It felt good.” 
 
    “I bet. And now we can have even more fun with him.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Oh, Martin, I’m sure you know you’re a handsome boy. The cute ones always know just how attractive they really are…” Her voice trailed off as she petted his head. “Lisa, if you’re up for it, I think we should play with this slave boy.” 
 
    “I’m not a slave,” he grunted. 
 
    “We all know what you are,” Michelle said. 
 
    Lisa looked back at her boss. She couldn’t believe this was happening; she couldn’t believe what she was about to say next. “Let’s do it.” 
 
    “Would you like his mouth or his ass?” 
 
    Lisa didn’t understand. “Mouth,” she said anyway. 
 
    “Works for me.” Michelle strolled back to her desk, and she opened one of the drawers. 
 
    As the horror splashed through his body, Martin could only watch as his superior pulled out a strap-on harness and dildo. She dropped them both onto her desk before she started to pull off her pants. 
 
    “What, what are you going to do to me?” he asked even though he should’ve been able to figure out that answer for himself. Perhaps he could and he clung to that thin thread of hope. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you,” Michelle promised. “I’ve actually wanted to do this for a long, long time.” 
 
    Martin was about to say something, only Lisa ordered him to be quiet. 
 
    “We can use the couch,” Michelle said as she nodded over toward the small sofa set against the side wall. Together, the two women took Martin by his wrists. They tugged him over and shoved him down. Lisa and Michelle seemed to communicate without actually speaking. They understood one another. 
 
    “Suck, slut,” ordered Michelle. She grabbed Martin by his hair. She also phrased those words as a command, so he soon locked his lips around her dildo. That wasn’t all though. Michelle bucked her hips forward and back, thrusting that cylinder deep into his mouth and down his throat. 
 
    His eyes started to water for an entirely different reason. She pushed hard, thrusting deep. 
 
    Once he made it nice and wet, she let him stop. Practically choking as he coughed, he stumbled onto his ass. He looked over at Lisa. While he’d been giving a forced blowjob, she had taken off her jeans. She sat back, her legs spread. “Come over here and service me. Now.” 
 
    He couldn’t resist. He tried. He tried so hard and failed anyway. His thoughts could flail away in that pretty head of his, yet it made no difference. 
 
    This was going to be his life from now on. 
 
    Martin soon found his face buried between Lisa’s legs. He licked and nuzzled like an eager dog. Within seconds, he could feel her engorged clitoris. The heat and moisture from her pussy intermingled with his saliva. He swallowed it back. His tongue kept darting from side to side. 
 
    But it was about to get worse. Much worse. 
 
    Michelle came up behind him. She put her hands on his hips. “Get ready,” she warned just before she shoved forward, sliding her artificial cock deep into his ass. He tried to clench down, to keep her out, only this woman knew how to take a man. She pushed hard, and he could soon feel that violation. 
 
    They wanted him. 
 
    They took him. 
 
    There was no escape. 
 
    As he serviced one woman, the other fucked him. She pushed and pulled, sending shivers of resistence through his body. The desires sped up, and he realized with mounting horror that this somehow turned him on. Martin couldn’t possible explain why, but his shaft hardened into full tumescence. 
 
    “Keep going,” commanded Lisa, not that it was necessary. 
 
    He closed his eyes. He tried to hide, to pretend he was somewhere else. 
 
    The women wouldn’t allow that. 
 
    Perhaps Michelle sensed what he was trying to do because she reached for his cock. She stretched her arm and wrapped his manhood in the palm of her hand. She squeezed as she kept thrusting, deeper, harder, faster. 
 
    His heart kicked in his chest with each half-second. Then he felt it, the raw power as she forced him to climax. His cock sputtered. It shook as she worked him into enjoying this. He fought to deny it, but this was his body, programmed to savor every rush of an orgasm. This time was no exception. 
 
    The sounds faded away. He cried out even as he licked. 
 
    They nudged him back. He fell onto his side. 
 
    “That’s my secretary,” Lisa said, seemingly from far away. 
 
    This time, Martin didn’t even try to disagree. He now knew his place. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    (If you enjoyed this story, check out When Women Rule, the gynarchy novel by Anna Ritter.) 
 
      
 
    


 
  
  
 



If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out Anna Ritter’s novel, When Women Rule, available here. 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
The Boys of Crystal Canyon





