
        
            
                
            
        

    
Command Gestures

Jocelyn Gray


Disclaimers: This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic, adult language, and situations that some readers may find objectionable which may include: male/male sexual practices, multiple partner sexual practices, strong BDSM themes and elements, erotic elements and fetish play. This ebook is for sale to adults ONLY, as defined by the laws of the country in which you made your purchase. Please do not try any new sexual practice, especially those that might be found in our BDSM/fetish titles without the guidance of an experienced practitioner. Neither the publisher nor its authors will be responsible for any loss, harm, injury or death resulting from use of the information contained in any of its titles. Please note that this is a work of complete fiction; it is intended as a fantasy only. No act or description is endorsed by the writer, publisher, editor, or distributor. All active/relevant characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen. This book may also include tacit or secret consent. This work is a fantasy only. Please don’t be offended. If at any point you find this content offensive, read something else.

Warning: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. Don’t steal.

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED: No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover. This text is copyrighted. Your purchase allows you to one legal copy of this work for your own personal use. You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and copyright owner of this book. This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload for free or for a fee. Again, don’t steal.

Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, businesses, and incidents are from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual places, people, or events is purely coincidental. Any trademarks mentioned herein are not authorized by the trademark owners and do not in any way mean the work is sponsored by or associated with the trademark owners. Any trademarks used are specifically in a descriptive capacity. All characters should be assumed to be over the age of 18. The cover model is also over the age of 18.

First Edition

Electronic

©2022

Cover via Shutterstock.


Command Gestures

Katie hated presentations. Yes, they could be more interesting, especially at Artemis Academy, but she stepped up to the podium, and she glanced over at her classmates. They were all female, of course. At this institution, boys and girls seldom appeared together in classrooms unless it was necessary.

Like today, she thought.

"For my project, I have devised a new set of hand signals." As she spoke, she straightened her back, she held onto the sides of the podium, and she smiled out at her classmates. With her long brown hair flowing around her shoulders, she relaxed into her prepared remarks. "Clearly, boys need to be trained. Specific, explicit commands can be incredibly useful, as we have learned in this class from our teacher." Katie glanced over at her instructor. Miss Teller sat at the back of the room and jotted down notes on her tablet. "But what about those moments when we don't want to talk to a boy specifically? Maybe we aren't at school. Maybe we are out with a slave or husband or whoever, and we recognize that we need to be more subtle. That's why I have devised a specific system."

When she had first approached the podium, everyone had been paying attention to her. No one saw the door open, and no one saw the colored boy standing just outside in the hallway.

To begin her presentation, Katie stepped forward, and she pointed one finger directly in front of her.

That's when the other students heard the footsteps.

Jason rushed forward, and he lowered himself down onto his knees. With his legs held together, he crossed his wrists, and she smiled out at the audience. "Essentially, I have developed these hand signals and trained this boy to follow them."

Before she started, most of the young women in the class had seemed fairly bored. The last two presenters had talked about history from a female perspective. The first student talked about moments in history when women could have seized control. The second presenter gave a miniature lecture on Catherine the Great and how she asserted herself, both politically and sexually.

The topics were interesting enough, but it was easy to zone out. Although Katie cared about this subject, she still found herself nervously shifting as she tried to remember each of her talking points.

"Now, what I did just now was relatively subtle, but I want everyone to note that I had my boy’s attention, and I was able to give him a command without interrupting what I was doing or saying. That is one reason why I think these gestures will be helpful. Now, I'm still talking to you, but I'm going to give him a command without stopping the flow of my words."

The dark-haired young woman raised her hand again, and she had two fingers pointed down toward the spot where Jason now kneeled in front of her. She spread her fingertips, and he spread his legs without hesitation.

A couple of the girls nodded or tilted their heads to the side as they watched.

By now, Katie had settled into an easy pace. "Of course, there are other commands as well."

With one hand held up, she pointed to the floor with four fingers now, and he shifted position. As of the other students craned their necks and stretched to get a better view, Katie showed off her hand signal because this boy now found himself on his hands and knees in front of them.

"This kind of control is very powerful," Katie said. "You see, I want to know that he will do whatever I want. Better yet, I don't have to tell him. I can just make a gesture, and he will obey." At this point, one of her classmates raised a hand. It was a cute redhead who sat up in the front row.

Yes, this was Katie's presentation, but she blinked, surprised to find herself in the position of a teacher. One their instructors interrupted to offer a suggestion, Katie gave a little shrug and said, "Yes?"

"How did you train him?"

"Would you like to explain that one, Jason?"

Still positioned on all fours, Jason didn't look like he wanted to say anything at all, which only made the girls all around the room start to giggle and chuckle. Yeah, as a part of their education, they routinely saw boys get humiliated. Even so, the sight never lost its charm! As far as the young ladies of Artemis Academy were concerned, boys could always be novel or unique when it came to their shame and humiliation. Every boy was so fun and so distinct in how he grimaced, furrowed his brows, glanced down, or blushed.

"Do I have to?" Jason asked.

"You do," she said.

"Katie brought me back to her room, and she trained me over the course of the last five days. After classes, I have to report to her room."

"But why? She's not your official handler, is she?"

Jason gulped. At this school, once a boy was claimed, he started to wear a tag on his collar. Since Jason didn't have one, he didn't technically have a handler.

"She, she was very convincing…"

Katie snapped her fingers; at once, everyone turned back to her. Most importantly, Jason did as well. He lifted his head, and that's when she raised one finger to her mouth.

"As I'm sure most of you have guessed, this is the gesture for silence. By the way, it's also important to have a command signal, something audible, especially for instances where the boy might not be able to see you right away. Teasing him can be fun, but I like to give him a fighting chance to be properly obedient and well-behaved. Now, I would like to make it very clear that I am currently blackmailing Jason. Although not technically his handler, I threatened to report him to the administration for disrespectful and disobedient behavior."

Even if a boy hadn't been claimed and wasn't treated like a slave by a specific girl, every male on campus was expected to be compliant. If a female, whether a student or a member of the faculty, gave him an order, then he had to comply. Jason looked like the type of young man who probably did his best to please the women around him. He didn't want to end up shackled to the spanking wall, after all…

Even so, whenever the female students argued with their male counterparts, the girls always won. Even if a boy thought he was right, it hardly mattered since she could report him to the administration. That's all it would take. Suddenly, some of the Hall monitors would be dispatched to find him. It wasn't even like the boys could hide, not with the tracking chips implanted in their collars.

And once any of these boys were taken, they would be stripped naked, chained to one of the spanking walls, and left there. Other girls, younger and older, could come by and punish him. It might mean a spanking, a paddling, a whipping, or even a caning…

Jason didn't want that to happen. As such, he had to be obedient. He had to report to her room, and he had to do whatever she wanted. If that meant learning these new hand signals, then so be it. Everyone in the room made those connections very quickly.

"Do you think you really need that much time to train a boy for hand signals?" asked another young woman in the classroom.

"Strictly speaking, a boy can probably memorize the signals in a couple hours. I really believe that extensive training is important, but it's more than that," Katie said. She glanced off to the side and held her hands together for a moment before telling her audience, "I want him to do more than recognize the commands. I want him to obey instantly. I want him to know that these have been etched into his psyche."

"Why is that so important?" someone else asked.

"Because I think it's more effective. I mean, I can tell him to do something, and he's obviously going to obey. He's a student at the school," Katie pointed out, and the other students chuckled appreciatively. "But this is about more than simple compliance. It's about altering the way he thinks. It's about giving him a new set of reflexes, ones that he doesn't even feel like he can control. He sees a gesture, and he knows what he has to do."

She snapped her fingers again, and then she lifted one finger into the air before swirling it in a tight circle.

"Watch," Katie said, but Jason had already started to move. He was still on all fours for a moment, but he sat up on his knees, and took the shirt of his uniform, shrugged it off, pulled off the undershirt, and next he went for his black pants. He removed his belt, his trousers, boxers, shoes and socks. Just like that, he was naked before all of these young women.

"You see," Katie told her audience. "I didn't have to interrupt what I was doing. With just one gesture, I can make him strip for me. Now, I would like to demonstrate some other gestures." With that in mind, she pointed one finger toward the door, and he jumped to his feet, bowed his head down, and he scurried out of the classroom.

Everyone watched him go, and Katie announced, "if I use one finger like that, he has been instructed to leave. If I use two fingers." She held her digits together, "It means he has to run. Under those circumstances, it means he needs to get out of my sight right away."

"Katie," said the teacher, finally speaking out, "You have done an excellent job here. I'm very proud of you."

"Thank you, Ma'am," replied the student.

"Technically, you have satisfied the requirements for this assignment, and you have done an excellent job," said the instructor. "But I think we still have a few minutes of class left. Would you be willing to do some additional demonstrations?"

"Absolutely!" Katie said. Then she snapped her fingers, and she pointed down toward the floor once again with two fingers spread.

Jason scurried back into the room, lowered himself down onto his knees, and he had his legs spread.

"Tell us how this makes you feel," Katie instructed.

"I find it humiliating," he confessed.

"And why is that?" Katie asked, using the singsong tone of a woman talking down to an inferior male. She may as well have adopted the same intonation for a dog or a child.

He gulped, glanced back at the other students, and there was this little trace of redness along his cheeks. Like so many other boys, he seldom blushed, yet these young women knew how to make his heart pound and how to send the embarrassment flying through his body. "Well, when I…" His voice stopped as he glanced back up at her. He saw movement in his peripheral vision, and now he watched as she crossed her fingers over her mouth, indicating it was time for him to be quiet.

"I forgot to mention this one," she said, indicating her crossed fingers. "You see, I like this gesture because it tells him that he doesn't just have to be quiet. Instead, he's not allowed to speak until I give him permission. Isn't that right, Jason?"

His lips parted for a second, the girls tittered and laughed, and he finally just nodded his head.

"You see, he can be a smart boy."

At that point, the bell rang, and it was time for the students to head off to their next classes.

While her classmates started streaming towards the exit, Katie headed back to her desk, and she grabbed her stuff. Currently, Jason remained on the floor, naked and on display with that cute collar around his neck. She considered him for a few seconds and wondered about one particular detail.

This could be a test. In fact, there would be several more, especially because she wanted to see what would happen now that her presentation had concluded. Excitement trilled through her chest. Like so many other young women on this campus, she thought every day was exciting. It was always so much fun to know that she could be in charge, that she could look down on boys like Jason.

Back before he had been controlled by an angry mother, sister, aunt, or girlfriend, he probably saw himself as a capable individual, independent and free. Of course, all of that had been stripped away from him. She didn't know how old he was, not exactly. Nineteen? Twenty? Either way, he was cute, and she was looking forward to playing with him.

Knowing that he would stay right there for a little while at least, she snuck out of the room.

As she sauntered off, Katie giggled, thinking about Jason and how long it might take before he finally glanced up and realized that she was gone. Maybe he would inhale, getting ready to speak, but lots of the girls in the class had witnessed her last command to him: he couldn't talk without permission. He had effectively been muzzled.

In theory, he could speak whenever he wanted, but if he did, and if anyone noticed, then the consequences would be severe, especially if he didn't want to end up chained to one of those walls.

As that thought occurred to her, Katie passed another boy. He was naked, only his buttocks were a bright shade of red. His arms and legs had been chained to the wall, his limbs spread out. He was utterly vulnerable, so she decided to pause for a moment. She had a couple of minutes, so she spanked him. Katie's hand flew down hard and fast, striking against the bound boy's exposed rear. She didn't know him, nor did she know what he had done, yet it hardly mattered.

Over the course of the day, Katie imagined Jason as he would go through his classes. Strictly speaking, her last gesture to him indicated that he couldn't talk until she released him. That said, he could still get dressed, walk around, and go to his other courses. He could also write about anything he wished to communicate.

She did, however, wonder whether or not the teachers would be especially sympathetic. When he headed off to his course in Obedience, Domestic Servitude, or Male Inferiority, would any of his female teachers give him the benefit of the doubt? If he was smart, he would write out a note immediately and hand it to his teacher. This way, his silence couldn't be taken as disobedience.

With a shrug, Katie decided that she didn't really care one way or the other! She was just laughing, relieved to have finished her presentation.

Later that evening, she went to dinner in the girls' cafeteria. She sat down at her usual table, and she called one of the boys over. He took her order, fetched her food, and stood a few feet away, humble and ready to follow her next command. She ended up chatting with a few of her friends, but they had to head off to study for an exam the next day. All the boys had to master their emotions and learn to surrender, their work was never very intellectually demanding. The female student body, on the other hand, had so much to learn. They didn't just need to master the basics of psychological manipulation; they also needed a strong understanding of rhetoric, mathematics, history, and so much more.

Luckily for Katie, her presentation had been the hardest part of this week, but now she wondered what was going to happen. She hadn't heard anything about Jason, but that could change at any moment.

A little smirk touched her lips, and she shook her head from side to side, amused by all of this.

Excitement ran through her body, but she also knew that there was a very good chance she would return to her room, and he wouldn't be there.

"Let's find out," she whispered to herself.

She left her tray and plate right there on the table. Before she had taken five steps, however, a boy had scurried forward and was now cleaning off her spot.

Just a few minutes later, Katie found herself heading toward the Hall with her room. She turned the corner, and she saw him standing there, dressed once again, although he still had the collar around his neck.

Jason was cute, she reflected. She was somewhat surprised that he hadn't been claimed. Then again, cute may not have been good enough. The men on campus were forced through extensive grooming and exercise courses. Some of them showed up, looking unkempt or unimpressive, but the boys soon filled out. Better yet, they started to look quite handsome.

"Good evening, Jason," she said.

At once, he raised his head, and he looked right at her. His lips parted, and it was obvious he wanted to say something.

Was he going to be brave enough? Would he break his mandate if it meant the opportunity to talk to her?

That's when she pointed down with one hand. With her other hand, she pulled out the key to her room.

Jason didn't pause or hesitate; just as she had trained him, he dropped down onto his knees. She parted her fingers, so he spread his legs.

At the same time, he let out this little grumbling sound.

"Not good enough," she said. "For that, I think you're going to have to be punished. Yeah, let's get you in here," she said.

She opened her door, stepped inside, and crossed her arms over her chest as she waited for him to follow.

In less than three seconds, he obeyed, rushing forward. She closed the door, and he flinched once it shut.

At other universities and boarding schools, guys probably yearned for the opportunity to be alone in a girl's room like of this. They imagined secrets, intimate little details, and so much more. A young woman's bedroom was supposed to be her private sanctum; if he could make it in, then he would be able to pierce the veil of mystery. He would be able to learn so much more about her, and maybe he could use that information. Best of all, he might have been able to seduce her…

Maybe he would envision a scenario where he would sidle up next to her, raise his arm into the air, and rest his palm on her shoulder before leaning over and gently nuzzling her neck with the tip of his nose and his mouth. Soft kisses might make her melt, and then he would be able to push her down onto her bed. He could climb on top of her and take her…

All of those incredible fantasies populated other schools.

They didn't happen here.

Jason couldn't hide the nervous energy playing across his face.

"I know what you want," she said. "But first, have you been a good boy. Have you been silent all day?"

Almost eagerly, he dipped his head down and up as he needed to impress her.

"Very good," she said. "Now, I'm all done with my presentation. I could let you go…"

He glanced up at her again. Since he didn't have an owner yet, he probably hoped to maintain something near to dignity, like he might be able to survive Artemis Academy with his sense of self intact. He probably fantasized about getting out of the collar and returning to his "normal" life.

Like that was even a possibility!

She smirked and shook her head. He glanced up at her quizzically, but Katie decided not to say anything to him. Rather, she twirled the tip of her finger on the air once again.

His brows creased with confusion, yet his hands started to move nonetheless. He worked the buttons on his shirt, and soon he was naked from the waist up.

That's when she pointed to the spot in front of her. With that gesture, she prompted him to come forward, only this time he wasn't kneeling. He stood, and that's when she grinned it down at him. "You know, you've been so good at these hand signals. I've been thinking about what kind of boy I want to own and control on campus. Should I keep you for myself?"

Again, his lips parted, like he wanted to say something.

That's when she grabbed him by the back of his hair. She tilted him back, leaned forward, and kissed him. Her lips were ravenous as she teased his mouth. Hot pleasure coursed through her body as she enjoyed his helpless, powerless frustration.

Closing her eyes, she reveled in her authority over him. Like so many other young women at this campus, she found herself suddenly excited. Heat permeated her body, flashing along her arms and legs. The desire spun at her core. Suddenly, she wanted more from this boy, so much more.

She let go of him, and he stumbled back.

"I might let you go after this," she said. "But first, let's play a little bit." She pointed to the floor, four fingers down.

He braced himself on his knuckles and knees, just as she expected. He bowed his head down, but then she crouched in front of him, stroked the underside of his chin with edge of her knuckles, and her eyes locked onto his. "Remember, you have to pay attention. The signals work best when you're looking at me. You should keep your eyes on me, boy. Isn't that right?" She drew her hand back, leaving him to make a decision.

In that moment, he could have tried to argue with her. He could have attempted to assert himself, like he thought he might be her equal in some way, shape, or form.

His throat clenched, and he shook his head down and up. He nodded for her, acquiescing, and acknowledging her authority over him.

With a smirk of triumph, she patted him on the head, caressed his cheek, and hopped back up to her feet. "Good boy. Now, let's try new hand signal," she said. When I make this gesture, I want you to wrap your fingers around your cock and gently touch yourself for me."

Again, his mouth opened , and it was obvious he needed to say something. The words were probably burbling right there at the base of his throat, yet he couldn't speak, not while she had crossed her fingers earlier that day, silencing him until she allowed him to talk again.

He must've felt so powerless. Even without an actual muzzle over his mouth, he still couldn't speak!

Pleasuring himself should have been a manifestation of his strength, power, authority, and independence. Seriously, when he slid his fingers along his shaft, it should have been a symbol of his self-control. And yet, she held out her fist, and he knew he had to obey.

"My fist indicates that you're going to touch yourself. If I hold out my hand, palm up, then you stop. Ready?" Obviously, he didn't answer, but she made that fist.

Jason obeyed. He brought his hand up to his length, and he wrapped his fingers around his cock. By her silent command, he stroked, gently squeezing and massaging his cock. The pleasure pulsed through his body, and he started to dip his head back down. She snapped her fingers, and he remembered his place.

"If you make another mistake like that, you might end up on one of the spanking walls," she pointed out.

Even as his hand continued to move, Jason shook his head from side to side. No! This boy didn't want to be stripped naked, chained to a wall, and put on display for the other girls to tease and torment. That would be too much!

Or maybe he had already ended up on one of those walls. Perhaps he already knew exactly how it would feel to struggle helplessly while the girls tormented him.

Katie wondered if she should ask him later, after she had given him permission to speak again.

For now, he continued to touch himself, and now she tested him.

His trainer raised her hand, palm up.

At once, he froze. For a second, he seemed to think about this, and then he pulled his hand back. His rigid cock remained on display, right there between his legs, proving once again the boys could be so easily manipulated. Sure, they could argue and complain, yet their bodies could always be manipulated.

In some ways, it seemed so easy…

Now she lifted her fist once again.

Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth, but he complied. He brought his hand back down, and he wrapped his fingers around his tumescent length. He started to glide his hand along his length, squeezing the tip before sliding back down.

Katie watched all of this, fascinated. Frankly, she considered boys to be inferior in pretty much every conceivable way. In her classes, she had learned about how women were more intelligent when it came to emotion, intuition, mathematical analysis, and so much more. Maybe guys could lift heavy weights more effectively or something, but they lacked the endurance necessary for real athletic achievement. In spite of everything she had learned about these boys, she was still fascinated by how they pleasured themselves.

Despite her fascination, she held up her palm.

Because of her gesture, he stopped.

"Good boy," she said, almost amused. Now she pointed toward the door with two fingers.

His eyes widened. For just a second, it looked like he might start to shake his head or something, but she had used two fingers.

He jumped to his feet and rushed over to the door. He opened it and glanced over his shoulder.

At the last possible instant, Katie pointed back to the floor.

He rushed toward her, crouched down, and he bowed before her.

Katie examined him, studying him. She silently took note of his expression and how his bottom lip tensed. She loved all of this, and now she wondered aloud, "What else should I do with you, boy?"

Slowly, he let out a slow exhalation. So far, he had done as she expected. Yes, boys were put on display naked frequently, but perhaps he had escaped this fate. Or maybe he worried about what might happen

The boys showed up, and they always thought they would be able to handle this. But after days, weeks, or months, each and every male on campus inevitably succumbed to female authority. When they didn't get a break from subjugation, each of these young men bent and broke.

Jason was not an exception.

"Since you can't talk, we should probably find another use for your mouth." That's when she slipped her feet out of her shoes, and she peeled off her socks. Her legs were naked, and she flexed her toes, curling them for a moment before she perched herself on the edge of her bed. In her pleated skirt, navy blue blouse, and red blazer, she looked adorable as she studied him.

"Give me a foot massage," she said. He glanced up at her, and she wiggled her fingers.

Without telling him, she just gave a new hand signal. If he was smart, he would memorize it. If not, well then, he would probably end up chained to the wall. That would certainly give him lots of time to think about his mistakes.

This time, she couldn't tell whether or not he moved reluctantly, but he crawled forward, reached out tentatively, and he started to press down on her ankle, her heel, the arch of her foot, and then her toes. His fingers pressed down, gently massaging her just as she expected.

"Have you ever done this for another girl on campus?"

Jason obediently shook his head from side to side as he continued to massage her. He was tender as he focused on her needs and desires. While other guys might have been willing to massage her feet, they never would have done a job like this, not if they were allowed to make their own decisions.

"Then aren't you a lucky boy?" Katie asked.

He glanced up at her, and he was about to open his mouth, like he desperately needed to speak. After a day of silence, he still didn't know how to get her to change her mind.

"No," she interjected. "You don't have to say anything. Remember." At the same time, she raised her right hand, she crossed her fingers again: this was the gesture for continuous silence.

"Switch," she instructed. She raised her other foot, and he started to massage it.

"It's funny, I haven't come up with a hand gesture for you to kiss or lick my feet. Maybe I should." She wobbled her head from side to side as she considered the different possibilities.

"For right now, I think I’ll just going to boss you around. Suck my big toe."

She wanted him down on his knees, servicing her. She wanted to see him use his mouth for something other than speaking. In fact, she leaned back just a little bit on her bed, bracing her weight on her palms, and she considered how delicious it might be to keep a boy quiet for much, much longer.

Suddenly fascinated, especially against the psychological background of his lips wrapped around her big toe as he gently sucked, Katie wondered how society would change a male if they simply weren't allowed to speak. What if, outside of the home, they were effectively muzzled?

This idea and all of the corollary possibilities started to get her excited. She couldn't help it.

That's why she pulled her foot away, rose to her feet, lifted her skirt, and then she pulled down her panties.

Perhaps he thought he was going to get sex. Maybe he had something else in mind. Either way, she sat down again, crossed her legs, and the confusion splashed across his brows, down into his eyes, and all the way to his lips as they hardened into a straight line.

"Test time," she said.

She pointed down to the floor with four fingers held together.

At once, her boy froze for a second as he considered this test and what it would mean, especially if he failed.

"Mess this up, and there will be consequences," she promised. His heart must've been pounding, but he didn't know what to do. Perhaps it was the pressure. Or maybe he simply couldn't recall. Either way, she silently counted, and then he seemed to figure it out. He lowered himself down onto his hands and knees, pulling his mouth away from her foot. He braced his elbows and knees together, and he bowed his head down before remembering that he had to be able to see her.

She raised her hand again. At first, her four fingers were pressed together, but then she spread them.

This was an easier gesture, so he spread his arms and legs. He was down on all fours still, but now he looked more like a pet.

Then she made a fist.

Again, Jason looked confused, at least for a second or two, but he scrambled up onto his knees, and he used his right hand. He started stroking his cock.

She flattened her hand, holding it up.

He pulled his hand away. There was a little groan that vibrated from deep within his chest, and that's when she nodded.

"Not bad," she said, but then she pointed to another spot over to her right.

He seemed confused for a second, but then he remembered that he had to rush into position. Down on his knees, he obeyed her, and then she parted her fingertips, and that's when he spread his legs. She made another fist, and he grimaced. He actually shivered and shook, like he thought he was supposed to be better than this or something.

Katie watched as he reached down, and he started to stroke himself again. This time, she chuckled and leaned back.

Watching this boy pleasure himself was actually pretty amusing, especially because of one specific detail: he would only be allowed to come with her permission. Better yet, she could stop in at any point. It didn't matter if he was halfway through a fantasy or if he was on the very edge of release.

To prove all of this, she held up her hand, and he froze. He stopped obediently, tensing up even as he drew his hand back.

"Good," she said. "Very good. That's right. You don't want to try to think for yourself. You don't want to do anything but obey these gestures. You are well-trained boy, aren't you? Because if you aren't, you know you will be punished. You know that we can break you, don't you?"

Still silent by her gestured command, he nodded his head down and up.

"Good." That's when she spread her legs, and now she held up her hand. "This is a new gesture," she said as she wiggled her fingers. "Now serve me with your tongue." She spread her legs, and Jason understood what this beautiful girl expected from him.

When she had first demanded that he come to her room, he had assumed that he would be used as a sex slave. Instead, he was routinely chastised when he messed up the hand gestures. Katie had high expectations for herself, one of which included earning strong grades. As far as Katie was concerned, women were taking over all across the planet, which meant diligence and dedication.

But at that moment, she could enjoy herself as she seized control.

She held up one hand, and he stopped. Then she wiggled her fingers again, and he started to move toward her.

"Good," she purred. "Good boy. That's right. Show me where you belong. Show me that you don't need to speak. You can just follow these gestures."

Of course, she started chuckling as he slipped his head beneath her skirt. He couldn't see her now, but she didn't mind.

Feeling generous, she brushed her fingers down along the sides of his head. She massaged his scalp and gently worked her fingers along the top of his head. "That's right. Show me what you can do with that tongue. Boys don't need to speak. No one cares what you have to say. It's better when you're silent. A handsome boy’s a quiet boy." She chuckled at that last comment as she wondered if this sort of phrase could be morphed into reality.

In the meantime, Jason pleasured this girl. She wasn't officially his handler; even so, he had to do whatever she wished. In that moment, she demanded his arousal, his frustration, and his oral servitude.

She smirked for just a moment as he diligently lapped his tongue along her sex. Understanding that he would be punished if he gave anything less than his best, he slid his tongue up and down in quick maneuvers. He went from left to right, then in diagonal movements. He worshiped her as best he could. He was probably utilizing the same skills he had learned in one of his classes. After all, Female Pleasure was an important course for the boys at this Academy.

She placed her hands on his shoulders, she dipped her chin, closed her eyes, and she smiled again. "It's funny. I actually enjoyed not having you as my slave specifically."

Slave.

That word could be found in any of the student handbooks, but the girls used it and the boys accepted it since they didn't get much of a choice. Besides, wasn't that fitting? Once a boy was collared and had a girl’s name dangling from the band around his neck, then he effectively became a slave. Even if some of the girls started "dating" their boys, it was obvious who was in charge. It was clear who had power and who would need to be punished.

But then, Katie realized something else. With her flowing brown hair, her vibrant eyes, her perfect little nose, and her full lips stretched into a smile, she leaned back and said, "Maybe it's easier if I don't own you because then I'm not responsible for you. I don't have to be your handler, so I don't have to think about how you make me look. You're just a boy, and I can tease you."

If Jason had any thoughts on the matter, he couldn't speak for two reasons. First, his tongue was otherwise occupied. And even if it wasn't, Jason would have had to remain silent since she had crossed her fingers. With just a gesture, she silenced him.

It was so perfect!

Katie wondered, over the course of human experience, how many guys had stalked unnecessarily. How many had decided to spout off nonsense about politics, business, or their hobbies. But this way, he didn't need to say anything. He could stay quiet and serve her. He could focus on her pleasure. Yes, this seemed so much better for her and for everyone involved…

Okay, maybe not Jason, but she wasn't worried about him because that same word flashed through her head.

Slave.

Then maybe she wanted to own a slave. Maybe she should continue practicing her gestures? She could come up with an entire vocabulary based on silent, male subjugation.

She stood by the plan she had made in class; too often, women wasted time by speaking to their boys. The verbal command might interrupt a conversation or break the flow of a fascinating debate, but she just required something else from the slave. He had to focus. He couldn't allow himself to get distracted by his own thoughts, urges, or desires.

As all of this flashed through her head, she closed her eyes again, smiled, and soon lost herself to be sensations emanating from between her legs.

Hot pulses of pleasure echoed from his tongue as he licked up, down, left, right diagonally up, diagonally down with one dedicated sweep after another. Her skin grew hot, and then she finally grabbed him by the back of his head. Her fingers tightened around his hair, and she jerked his face away. She looked down at him, and that's when she said "this is a new gesture for you to memorize." She was breathing heavily now. With her left hand, she held onto his hair and with her right, she slashed her fingertips through the air, horizontally.

"From now on, that means you get on your back with your hands crossed behind you."

His brows tightened for a moment as he tried to figure out exactly what that meant, but then she snapped her fingers, and he moved to obey.

Jason lowered himself onto her carpeted floor. He crossed his wrists, and he spread his legs.

He wasn't strapped down, yet he still felt incredibly vulnerable, incredibly helpless, incredibly powerless. At first, he kept his eyes closed, so he didn't see what she might do or expect. Then he must've realized that was a mistake, especially since Katie didn't need to speak. With just a gesture, she could give him another command. He couldn't risk messing up; he couldn't disappoint her.

Katie stepped up to him, and she looked down at this boy. At the same time, she had retrieved something from her desk drawer. She held it in the palm of her hand, but her fingers had turned into fists, so he couldn't tell what was about to happen.

Besides, he was just a boy. Aroused by her proximity and his own touch, Jason couldn't think. He couldn't plan.

His shaft remained stiff. After he touched himself, that made perfect sense. He had stroked and squeezed, bringing himself to the edge of relief several times, but she had gestured for him to stop again and again, making it impossible for this boy to get the completion he needed.

Now she could take advantage of his tumescent state.

At first, she stood over him, and she still held onto that small piece in the palm of her hand as she lowered herself down. She stroked the underside of his cock before taking her position above him. Then she lowered herself down, little by little, inch by inch.

Then she started using him. Crouched over him, she teased her opening with the tip of his cock. She rubbed herself on his manhood, and he squirmed helplessly.

With his wrists crossed beneath the small of his back, Jason couldn't move. He had no control over what she did and how she touched him.

Delicious pleasure ran through her body as she used him. She turned him into nothing but a toy.

Better yet, she smiled down at him, and her chestnut brown bangs fell forward as she grinned and revealed the edges of her teeth. At the same time, her eyes sparkled, and then she said, "You could try begging, but you're not allowed to speak, are you?"

With one hand signal, she had silenced him. The command had persisted for hours.

She threw her head back and laughed. Then, even as she continued to rub the tip of his cock along her crevice, she grinned to down and said, "Sorry about that. I was just thinking about how I could make you go through your entire curriculum silent. What do you think of that, boy?"

He didn't know what to do; he didn't know what to say. All of this was so obvious. Better yet, she enjoyed that look of fear as it splashed across his face. Then she finally lowered herself down, and she enveloped his cock, squeezing the curves of his shaft with her tight opening. She started to lift herself up, to lower herself down. She relaxed into those amazing sensations. Pleasure coursed through her. The desires glanced along her nerves, and she closed her eyes while she arched her back. Her toes curled, and she started to slide up, then down, all while she savored the friction of his body against hers.

This was perfect. This was but she craved. This was what she needed!

Then she leaned forward again, and she looked right down into his eyes. Her face became his entire world as she whispered, "I think I might keep you."

Click.

He didn't recognize the sound right away, not until she pulled her hand away from his collar, and then she tugged on his new tag.

Just like that, she became his handler.

His eyes widened, and his mouth opened. "I'm going to train you to do so many tricks," she promised. "I’m going to turn you into my obedient boy. You will keep your eyes on me and follow every single signal. You’ll do whatever I want, and I won't even have to call out a command!" She couldn't wait to teach him more and more advanced hand signals. Soon, he would be this amazing specimen for what women could do in terms of teaching boys to pay attention and to follow those silent commands.

Those thoughts pulsed through her mind as she rode him. She sped up, reveling in every second of ecstasy. The pleasure flashed along her skin as she clenched her eyes shut and embraced every moment. Then she glanced back down at him, and she saw how much he was enjoying this. It was a miraculous combination of pleasure, longing, fear, and servitude. She almost started laughing, but her heart was pounding, and her breathing came faster.

Fair!

She found the right rhythm, the right pulse of sensation, and the orgasm exploded through her. At the same time, she clenched down, and he came hard. She could feel his throbbing cock right between her legs. "Come for me. Come for me right now," she growled. Later on, maybe she should come up with another gesture for his orgasm. She liked that idea. She liked it a lot.

But for now, she closed her eyes and lost herself to the flashes of satisfaction. Behind her eyelids, different colors played, and her bottom lip trembled.

Finally, she pulled away. He was spent, and she was satisfied, but Katie wasn't done with this boy--her boy.

It was time to come up with some fresh signals.

The End
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