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Controllable Boy
 
    
 
   Jessica didn't stop talking, even as the server poured the wine. "The fact of reality is that humans are social creatures. This has enabled us to do great things. Despite the fact that every lone individual is relatively weak, we can work together, we can develop new technologies, and we can become far more powerful. But there's a problem with this. We might be social animals, but that means we have to rely on one another."
 
   Her potential client, Daniel Rose, picked up his wine, and he took a sip. He didn't even glance over at the pretty server, a girl with blonde hair. Usually, the servers here attract a lot of attention. They had on those tight little black dresses, and of course, each and every waitress in here knew her place. This was a restaurant frequented by powerful men.
 
   So those girls had to be good. They had to be sweet and subservient in all things at all times. But Jessica still held his attention and focus. Granted, she was also very pretty with her dark red hair pulled back into a severe ponytail. She had on the exact right amount of makeup, and she showed a generous amount of cleavage.
 
   Her appearance may have helped her hold his attention, but she could read it those micro-expressions on his face. A guy like Daniel Rose probably wanted to believe that he was an expert negotiator, but he still let his emotions seep through.
 
   The corners of his lips twitched, his eyes narrowed very slightly, and there are points where he stopped breathing for just a moment or two. It was nervous, and his heart was probably pounding away.
 
   "Relying on another person means trusting another person," Jessica said. "Even if you're rich, you have to do this all the time. Yes, people listen to you, and they follow you, but only because you pay them. If you took out that monetary incentive, all of your workers would wander away."
 
   "But what are you suggesting?"
 
   "I'm not done," she said to him. Jessica took a slow breath, and she knew that he was getting impatient. Good, she thought. She wanted him to squirm and just a little bit, so long as she could still hold his focus.
 
   Obviously, Daniel had researched her enterprise. He knew what kind of services she offered, but that didn't mean she couldn't scare him just a little bit more. "Here's the thing about paying people. You can also attract the wrong kind of attention. Your employees can be bribed. They can be coerced. They have your vulnerabilities as well, so you can't really trust anyone."
 
   He leaned back, crossing his arms over his chest. It was a classic, defensive maneuver. Yeah, this guy really didn't know how to hide his feelings. Just because he didn't whimper or allow his bottom lip to tremble, he figured that no one would be able to guess his thoughts or feelings.
 
   Sometimes boys could be so dumb.
 
   Resisting the urge to shake her head, Jessica finished off. "You are vulnerable, Mr. Rose. Every day, you trust dozens, if not hundreds, of people. You have a driver, you have a secretary, and you see lots of people in your building and in parking lots. If someone decided to kidnap you, what would you do?"
 
   There. That was the real question.
 
   "What are you offering?" His tone made it abundantly clear.
 
   He would say yes.
 
    
 
   Jessica promised a new kind of technology, a microchip that would be embedded beneath the skin. Connected to a completely encrypted network, this chip would allow for GPS contact, monitoring, and even rudimentary communication. She told him that the chip could be activated either by punching his jaw or tapping on it. The chip would be embedded ear the nape of his neck, and with it, he would be as safe as possible. Even if he was kidnapped, he would be able to contact the authorities within seconds.
 
   More importantly, they would be able to find him.
 
   For centuries, the idea of being abducted had terrified society's wealthiest members. But according to Jessica, that was no longer a worry.
 
   Granted, pre-much everything she said to this man was a lie.
 
   It didn't matter.
 
   When Daniel reached out to Jessica's other clients, they all had glowing things to say. They said that her outfit was completely professional, that her doctors and surgeons were perfect. A couple of them even stickered, promising that the nurses would be especially kind and helpful.
 
   Daniel trusted those men. Why wouldn't he? They were all supposed to be rich, magnates who control their own miniature empires. Just like him.
 
   Of course, he couldn't see what they were really doing on the other end of their own minds. One of those men, Ross Arnold of Arnold Holdings, LLC., happened to be down on his knees, scrubbing the kitchen floor. His wife and owner held the phone to his ear while he worked.
 
   If Daniel heard that little bit of breathlessness and his compatriots voice, he simply assumed that Ross was working out or something. He had no idea that this once powerful man had been reduced to the status of a servant boy.
 
   Mark Nielsen, the supposed CEO of Terabyte Genetics, also vouched for Jessica's process. According to Mark, it would be easy. The procedure should only take a couple of hours, and by the time it was done, he would be able to rest assured that nothing bad could happen. Even if Daniel decided to do business in a Third World country, kidnapping simply wouldn't be an issue. Of course, he chuckled a little bit, telling Daniel to hire a couple of private mercenaries. You never wanted to rely on the local police force.
 
   As Mark spoke, he massaged his former secretary's feet. He squeezed her toes and caressed her arches. He was such a good, diligent little slave. Obviously, Daniel couldn't see his fellow businessman, but Mark was naked with a black collar around his neck. That former secretary currently held the end of his leash.
 
   She was grinning down at him, thrilled with how it made her feel to have her old boss talking like this. Of course, his cheeks were red. More than anything, he probably wanted to warn Daniel, to tell him to stay away from Jessica and her technology.
 
   But he couldn't do it.
 
   Mark, like Ross and so many other men, had been thoroughly domesticated.
 
    
 
   A couple days later, Daniel was down on the operating table. He looked up at the ceiling and the lights overhead. They were so bright.
 
   "Is there anything else I can do for you, Mr. Rose?" asked one of the nurses. She was Asian and had pretty black hair pulled back into a pair of pigtails. Daniel I never seen a nurse with pigtails, but he liked the look.
 
   Then again, he didn't really appreciate the scrubs or facemask.
 
   Maybe when they were done, he would ask her to put on a nurse's uniform, a real nurse's uniform. He wanted to see her in stockings with a little white dress and a matching. More importantly, he wanted to be able to order her around again.
 
   "Not right now," he said, doing his best to hide the anxiety prickling along his skin. Under normal circumstances, Daniel could be incredibly powerful. He hired people, he fired people, and he purchased entire companies. He knew what it took to deal with other people. But right here, in this clinic, he had to trust other people.
 
   Jessica was right about that. And he hated it. Like so many other wealthy individuals, he started to think of himself as different from normal people, regular people who routinely drove themselves and paid their own bills and add to deal with budgets. He liked being able to snap his fingers and order his assistant to fetch him something, even if it was the middle of the night. Sometimes he did that just to prove a point. 
 
   But this wasn't a boardroom or his house or even an expensive restaurant. It was a clinic, so he couldn't project any sense of power, not here.
 
   Another woman walked into the room. "Are you ready to begin, Mr. Rose?"
 
   He said yes, and they got started. If someone placed a transparent, plastic mask over his nose and mouth. The anesthesiologist told him to count backwards, starting at one hundred.
 
   Just before he fell asleep, he thought he saw Jessica come back into the room. She was grinning down at him. "Pleasant dreams, Daniel. You should enjoy them because when you wake up, your life is going to be completely different."
 
   What? By this point, he was groggy and disoriented. The chemicals were already running through his body, making his eyelids heavy, so very heavy. He tried to stay awake, but something about the sedative made it impossible for him to move. He was drifting away, lost within the confines of his own brain, his own body.
 
   But he could still hear her. He could still understand her.
 
   This may have been Jessica's favorite part. He didn't react by struggling are fighting. He couldn't. He was absolutely helpless and totally at her mercy. What could be more arousing than that, having a powerful man just like this, totally helpless?
 
   "When you wake up, you're going to be a slave. That's right. You are going to be property. You're going to belong to a woman, and she is going to order you around. You're going to find that you must to do anything and everything she says. Your only goal is to please her. It won't matter what you had before. It won't matter what you think you've accomplished. Just think about that before you fall asleep," she commanded.
 
   Daniel struggled against the fatigue washing over his body. It came in waves, smashing down. And yet, all he had to do is close his eyes, and it would feel so good.
 
   Within another few seconds, Daniel succumbed to the temptation. He closed his eyes, and he fell asleep.
 
   For her part, Jessica glanced over at the surgeon. "Have fun," she said.
 
   They rolled Daniel over onto his stomach, they cleaned the back of his neck, and they began the procedure.
 
    
 
   "Before we begin, may I ask how you would like to be addressed?" Jessica asked as she approached the other woman.
 
   Kelly was currently seated in the waiting room. She had on a pencil skirt, a white blouse, and a pale purple vest. Currently, she had her brown hair tied back into a simple ponytail. She stood straight, and she had a very focused eyes. She was the kind of woman who clearly understood what it took to get things done.
 
   "Kelly is fine."
 
   "But you still use your husband's last name?" Jessica asked. "I'm sorry. I know I'm being rude, but I don't see that sort of thing very often. I was just curious."
 
   "It's okay," Kelly allowed, holding up her hand. "Honestly, I didn't want to do the paperwork. Besides, maybe some part of me hoped that Daniel would come to his senses."
 
   "Speaking of Daniel, would you like to see him?"
 
   "He's ready?"
 
   "We've developed a new rafting technology that allows the wound to heal within just a few minutes. Our neurologist has double checked all of his reactions, and everything seems to the working perfectly. If you'd like to see him, I have him in Demonstration Mode."
 
   Kelly smiled. "Absolutely."
 
   The two women made their way through the facility, walking along the halls and core doors. This place seems so normal. It looks like any other medical office. It helps that they passed a couple of young women walking by and nursing scrubs.
 
   Perhaps there is just one detail that made this place unusual. As Kelly and Jessica strode through the building, they didn't see any men. No doctors, no IT specialists, nothing.
 
   Key out, Jessica unlocked the door, and she opened it, stepping aside so Kelly could go in first.
 
   Kelly stepped over the threshold, and she found her ex-husband, standing there, naked, his hands held behind his back. He looked forward, apparently unaware of what was going on around him. The room was relatively simple with a lounge chair and a bed off to the side. There was a closet, and Kelly figured it would probably be filled with various toys and implements of punishment.
 
   A smile crept along her lips for just a moment, but then she focused all of her attention on her ex-husband. Daniel stood there, rigid and unmoving. He blinked every few seconds, just like anyone else, but aside from that, he was completely still.
 
   "So it's working?" Kelly asked, amazed. She circled Daniel, admiring his body. If anything, he had been working out more since breaking up with her. She reached down, and she touched his flank. Yes, he definitely seemed firmer than she recalled.
 
   "Currently, he is unaware of anything of happening around him. You can activate him whenever you want, but I thought you might like to see what he can do first."
 
   "Demonstration Mode," Kelly repeated, understanding.
 
   "Exactly," Jessica told her client, her real client.
 
   "So if I give him a command...?"
 
   "He will obey right now. He'll have no memory of what's going on. You can do whatever you want."
 
   "Daniel, get down on your knees," Kelly ordered, making sure that her voice was nice and strong.
 
   At once, Daniel fell down onto his knees. He kneeled before her, his body still tensed and rigid. He didn't look like a person, not at this moment. He seemed almost like a robot or a puppet. He had no will of his own.
 
   That triggered something inside of Kelly, something she didn't know about before this moment. She ran her tongue along her teeth, thinking about what it would be like to have absolute control over this boy. If she gave him an order, he would obey. Hell, he wouldn't even know what he was doing.
 
   "Daniel, kiss my feet," she ordered.
 
   He braced his weight on his hands, and he bent down, pressing his lips to her shoes. He kissed them, starting with the right foot, and moving over to the left. Then he went back to the right.
 
   Kelly stood above him, looking down at her ex-husband. As she towered over him, Kelly tried to articulate her feelings. She took a few seconds, just looking down at his handsome face and his naked body.
 
   On many occasions, she had asked herself a simple question: What went wrong? When they first met, he had been so sweet and adoring. He had been a kind of man who opened doors for her and always put her first. He was considerate and sweet. He wasn't the kind of husband who forgot anniversaries or birthdays.
 
   But then he got restless, and he wanted something, something more, something different. They got a divorce, he took his settlement, and he raced off, building his own company. It had only been three years since the divorce, yet he had built a small empire in that time. Kelly didn't know she was supposed be nervous or angry or jealous. Of course, it hadn't helped when his picture started popping up online in several local celebrity gossip columns.
 
   Deciding that she could forgive him now, Kelly glanced back over at the other girl.  "Did you have any trouble convincing him to get the chip?"
 
   "No, not even a little bit. Everything you told us was correct. He was scared, and he just needed the right bit of encouragement."
 
   "That's the funny thing about being a jackass. When you are a terrible person and you betray the ones you're supposed to love, you know that it can happen to you." Kelly shook her head. But then she wants to put those unpleasant thoughts aside.
 
   After all, she didn't have to worry about money or the anger she felt toward her ex-husband. From this point forward, everything was going to change.
 
   "Does he do tricks?"
 
   Jessica smirked. "He will do anything you want."
 
   "Daniel, roll over."
 
   He rolled over, exactly like an obedient dog.
 
   He only stopped once he had finished the command.
 
   "Would you like some time alone with him?" Jessica asked. "If you like, I can give you some privacy."
 
   "That would be lovely," Kelly said. "Thank you."
 
   The door closed a moment later, and Kelly reached up, touching her fingers to her ex-husband's cheek. He had been shaved smooth. If she didn't know how she felt about that. During their marriage, he had always allowed a little bit of stubble to line his cheeks.
 
   "You really don't know what's going on, do you?"
 
   He didn't answer. He could understand her, but only insofar as a command was concerned. She circled him again, running her fingers over his ass and down the length of his back. She took his hands, and she squeezed to them.
 
   "Before I get started, there's something I want you to know. You deserved this. You lied to me. Even if you never cheated on me or mess with my head, you didn't tell me the truth. When we got together, you always said that you would talk to me. But then you withdrew. Why, Daniel?"
 
   Again, he didn't answer. She reached down, and she smacked his ass. That wasn't good enough. She put her hand back to his cheek, and she slapped his face as well. He turned his head to the side, but only for a moment. If he experienced any pain, it didn't register on his face.
 
   But no, tormenting a puppet wouldn't be good enough. She was going to have to do something else. Later.
 
   For the moment, she threw her head back, and she laughed. She let go of her anger, and instead, she sat down on that lounge chair. It felt good, luxurious even. She sat up just long enough to pull down her panties. She peeled back her skirt, and she spread her legs, exposing her pussy.
 
   "Daniel, crawl over here and service me."
 
   Right away, he fell back down onto his hands and knees. He kept his head bowed down. He crawled across the floor, like a dog, like an animal. And then he moved between her legs.
 
   It felt almost strange because Kelly kept expecting some kind of argument or protest from this man. Back while they were married, he pretty much never went down on her. Once or twice, if she asked him politely, he would lick her for a second or two. But that would be it, just a second or two. Then right after, he would demand something special from her, like a blow job.
 
   Her eyes narrowed, but this time he started licking her. The anchor didn't have any time to coalesce in her chest. His tongue started dancing over her crevice. If he didn't like this, he gave no sign of it.
 
   Especially because he is doing a good job, I really, really good job.
 
   When he first started, Kelly could feel that tension inside of her body. But the rigidity began to melt away. The anxiety dissipated because that felt so good. He plunged his tongue down into her pussy. He worshiped her clipped, giving her all of the attention she could want.
 
   Kelly told him to slow down.
 
   He slowed down.
 
   "Speed up," she ordered.
 
   He sped up.
 
   He wasn't resistant or resentful in any way. He was just a perfect boy, worshiping her with everything he possessed. He went down on her eagerly, biting his tongue down and up, in circles, in little diagonal patterns.
 
   At the same time, Kelly looked down at him. She had this boy on his knees. She could give him any command, and he would obey.
 
   It was a heady, intoxicating thoughts.
 
   Her heart pounded, and she was panting. Very soon, she was going to calm.
 
   "Stop," she ordered.
 
   He stopped. He pulled his head back, just a few inches, only then he waited.
 
   She looked down into his eyes. "Daniel, I want you to remember this moment. I want you to remember it when I let you think and talk for yourself. Think about how you felt, being down on your knees, helpless. Think about what it means for you to be my toy, my little puppet boy."
 
   He didn't respond. Honestly, Kelly didn't even know if he would be able to recall this, but it didn't matter because she told him to continue.
 
   His face went back between her thighs, and he licked. He swiped his tongue over her crevice several more times. He plunged his tongue back between the lips of her sex.
 
   Kelly allowed herself to melt, to relax into those sensations. They thrummed through her body, these pleasant echoes of warm desire. But those impulses started spinning harder and faster. Pretty soon, she couldn't help herself. She gave in, and she climaxed. She came hard, throwing her head back against the lounge chair. Her hair splashed down over her shoulders. At some point, her ponytail came untied.
 
   "Stop," she told him.
 
   Daniel withdrew. He remained down on his hands and knees, waiting for another command.
 
   Kelly got up. She picked up her panties, and she pulled them back into place. She smoothed out her top and her vast at her skirt. Once she was reasonably certain that she looked presentable, Kelly went back outside to find Jessica.
 
    
 
   They loaded him up in the back of her SUV. Technically, they could have simply ordered him to sit in any of the passenger seats. But both Kelly and Jessica agreed that it was better to put him in a cage and load that cage up in the car.
 
   You might remember this. He might not. It didn't really matter. Both girls just enjoyed the concept of having this once powerful man in a cage in the back of an SUV. He went in the trunk, like any other piece of property.
 
   Since the divorce, Kelly had been living in a condo downtown. It was nice, luxurious space you can call her own, but she wasn't interested in that. No, she wanted their old house back.
 
   As she drove, Kelly thought about how the ownership of that place a changed in the last couple of years. First, they bought it together. Then they sold it and split the profits. But because Daniel was a jackass who needed to feel like he wanted, he quickly bought the property again.
 
   He owned it out right. Or at least, he did before he became a slave himself. As her possession, he would be required to forfeit all of his money, all of his properties, and all of his business interests.
 
   Oh, and he would be forfeiting all of his rights as well. From the moment he signed his contract with Jessica, allowing her surgeon to place a chip in his body, he became a slave. Even if he didn't know it yet.
 
    
 
   When she arrived back at the house, Kelly got out, and she went inside. Daniel stated in his cage. He looked around, considering the new decorations. He had taken down several of her works of art, replacing them with rather crass images of football teams. Ellie shook her head. In time, she would make this place her own again, only this time she wouldn't have to negotiate with him.
 
   She would dictate how this place would be, and that would be it.
 
   She was in charge. She was the boss.
 
   The owner.
 
   Finally, Kelly went back outside. She opened the SUV's back hatch. Daniel remained on his hands and knees, trapped behind those bars, yet his current position didn't seem to bother him. "Daniel, wake up."
 
   He shook his head, clearly disoriented.
 
    
 
   What, what just happened? Daniel remembered the mask, and Jessica had started talking to him. She said something about how nothing was ever going to be the same, yet all of his thoughts seemed foggy and disjointed.
 
   His memory felt like a puzzle, only all of the pieces had been scattered. One voice popped back into his head.
 
   That voice...it belonged to Kelly..."Daniel, I want you to remember this moment. I want you to remember it when I let you think and talk for yourself. Think about how you felt, being down on your knees, helpless. Think about what it means for you to be my toy, my little puppet boy." He couldn't shake those words.
 
   "What, what's going on? Where am I?"
 
   Daniel looked down at the rest of his body, only to realize that he was completely naked. He shoved out, slamming his palm against the bars in front of him. He shook them, and they rattled, but he didn't make anything resembling progress.
 
   "Welcome back," came a familiar voice.
 
   Kelly.
 
   "What the hell is going on here? Is this some kind of trick?"
 
   "No trick, just a brand-new life," she said. She leaned forward, smiling wickedly. She loved having this kind of power. It made her wet, especially now. He understood what was happening. He wasn't just some puppet boy, not anymore.
 
   "What are you talking about?" Daniel asked, speaking slowly.
 
   "Well, but may explain what's happened. You decided to get a microchip implanted in your body. You thought that it was going to protect you. Instead, it's actually an advanced piece of mind control technology. Now that you have the chip inside of your body, it has programmed you to obey every single command I give you, no matter how humiliating or demeaning."
 
   "No. No way. That's not possible," Daniel replied, speaking quick, clipped sentences. "If that kind of technology existed, I would have heard about it."
 
   "It was developed by a young woman who was sick of dealing with impossible men. So she came up with a solution."
 
   He still didn't believe it. He kicked out with his feet, slamming his heel against the solid, metal bar. Again, the cage rattled, but that wasn't good enough.
 
   "Do you want a demonstration?"
 
   "Go to hell!"
 
   "Daniel, get on your back."
 
   There was hardly any room in the cage, yet Daniel nonetheless fell down onto his back. He lifted up his knees, and he felt exactly like a dog, exposed with his stomach pointed upward.
 
   "Daniel, hold onto the bars. Squeeze them nice and tight, no matter what I do to you."
 
   He kept expecting to laugh, thinking that he would never listen to anything this woman said. She could tease him or hire someone to kidnap him from a clinic, but it wasn't like he actually had to do what she said. Except then, he lifted his hands, and he wrapped his fingers around the bars. He squeezed them tight even as this young woman reached through the bars of his cage. She touched his cock. She squeezed it, just hard enough to make it clear that she could hurt him if she wanted to.
 
   "This is mine. All of this is mine," she promised him.
 
   "This doesn't make any sense!"
 
   "Be quiet."
 
   All of a sudden, he couldn't make a sound. He could open his mouth, and he moves his tongue, but his vocal cords refused to vibrate. As hard as he tried, he just couldn't make any noise.
 
   "I'm going to open your cage. When I do, you're going to get out, you're going to kneel before me, and you're going to promise to be a good boy."
 
   She unlatched the side of the cage, opening up the front gate. At once, Daniel clambered out. He couldn't explain why he obeyed her. But he did. And in the next moment, after a blur of movement, he found himself down on his knees. "I'm going to be a good boy. I promise."
 
   He couldn't talk just a few seconds ago, yet there he was, promising his obedience.
 
   "Good boy," she said, patting him on the head. "Crawl after me. I'm going inside my new house."
 
   Daniel couldn't believe it, yet he moved along on all fours, following after her. He felt like he was nothing but a dog, a pet to be brought home and trained.
 
   She opened the front door, and he crossed the threshold.
 
   "This is all mine, just like you are," she said.
 
   "That's not possible. Everything is in my name."
 
   "Everything was in your name, but you've been a little bit distracted for the last few days. You probably don't remember signing all of those documents for bringing your lawyer to the clinic to have everything transferred to my name. I'm sure your attorney was really confused, but you said again and again that you wanted to give everything to me. So guess what? I own this house and I own your money and down your business."
 
   She leaned down and pitched his chin.
 
   Daniel tried it to disbelieve her, to think that she was lying. But as hard as he tried, he just couldn't do it. Kelly was many things, but she wasn't crazy. She wouldn't just make that up. If she intended to taunt him, she would only do it with the truth.
 
   "What are you going to do with me?"
 
   "Whatever I want," she told him.
 
   Kelly strolled ahead, glancing around the house once again. "You know, you haven't done a very good job of keeping the kitchen clean. Scrubbed it from top to bottom for me. I'm going to go take a bath."
 
   And just like that, she strolled away.
 
   Daniel crawled forward, only to climb back up onto his feet. It felt good to stand, not that it lasted long. Still naked, he went underneath the kitchen sink, and he pulled out several rags, some sponges, and other cleaning supplies.
 
   With every step and movement, he tried to make himself stop. He kept thinking that if he just worked his willpower hard enough, he would be able to overcome whatever programming or condition had taken a hold of his body.
 
   It didn't work. He started with the dishes. He scrubbed them and put them away. From there, he cleaned off the countertops. Then he pulled out the mop, and he washed the kitchen floor. He hated doing this.
 
   As far as a guy like Daniel was concerned, he worked hard in an office so that he could hire someone to do these demeaning chores.
 
   "Not bad," Kelly said.
 
   While he'd been working, Daniel completely lost track of time. But there was his ex-wife, standing there. She had on a robe, and she was drying off her hair. She smiled at him. "But you know, I think you missed a spot over there." She pointed to the corner of the kitchen floor.
 
   For some reason, he immediately dashed over, and he scrubbed it clean again.
 
   "Very nice," she said. She walked over to him. "Go take a shower, and come back to service me. You have five minutes."
 
   Daniel immediately rushed back off, he was going to go into the bathroom in the master bedroom. Kelly wagged her finger and clicked her tongue. "No, no," she called out to him. "Use the guest bathroom."
 
   His face flushed. He hated following orders like this.
 
   By her command, he turned around, and he went into the guest bathroom. He turned on the water in the shower, always aware of the seconds ticking by. He couldn't believe it, but he had to do exactly as she said. And if he didn't, this special kind of anxiety prickled at the back of his neck and down along his spine.
 
   Disappointing her suddenly felt like the worst thing in the world. He couldn't allow it to happen. He had to be obedient, a good boy.
 
   His program wouldn't allow for anything else.
 
   He showered, soaping up his body. He finished, and he dried off. When he was done, he raced back into the bedroom, only to find Kelly spread out, her head resting on her knuckles. She had stripped down to her bra and panties.
 
   "Before your life of subjugation and slavery really begins, I want you to answer something for me."
 
   "What?"
 
   "Why did you want out of our marriage?"
 
   "I thought I could do better."
 
   Kelly considered him for a few seconds. "Good point," she said. Then she ordered him down onto his hands and knees. She had him crawl across the room. "Guess what, slave?"
 
   "What?" Daniel tried to make that word is snap out onto the air, but it didn't really work. After all, he couldn't intimidate a girl who could command him to do anything and everything she desired.
 
   "I got you a present," she said. "Get up on the bed and Neil. Bow your head down for me."
 
   He assumed the requisite position, and now he couldn't see anything. It was infuriating, especially as she slid to something around his neck. She locked it on, making sure to secure the latch of the back of his neck. "From now on, you aren't allowed to touch this, not ever. Say it."
 
   "I'm not allowed to touch this, not ever."
 
   "And what is it?" Kelly asked, knowing full well that he already figured it out. She wanted to hear him say it.
 
   "It's a collar, and stupid dog collar."
 
   "Oh, honey." She chuckled. "You aren't a stupid dog. Stupid dogs enjoy their captivity. They love having an owner who will take care of them and give them commands and train them. Dogs practically begged to be domesticated. Does that make you a dog? Do you want to be domesticated?"
 
   "No." He didn't say anything else, which only made her laugh even more.
 
   "Be a good boy and take my panties off of me."
 
   Obedient again, he lifted up his hands, and he took her panties by the elastic. He tugged on them, pulling them down along the length of her legs. And when he finished, he tossed them off to the side.
 
   Kelly spread her legs.
 
   "You know, when I had you as my puppet boy, you went down on me. You did such a good job."
 
   His face reflected the frustrated discussed he felt. As far as he was concerned, women were sex toys. Women should always be subservient in the bedroom.
 
   She reached down, and she grabbed him by his dog collar. She tugged, guiding his face down between her legs. He tried to pull back. "No, no," she said. "You're going to lick me and worship me with that mouth of yours. You're going to make sure I feel really, really good. And if you do a good job, maybe I'm going to ride you hard."
 
   She chuckled, remembering the fact that he never wanted her to be on top.
 
   In the next moment, he couldn't say anything at all. She had his face up against her pussy. She tugged a little bit harder, forcing him to rub his lips along her sex. She was already damp, both from her shower and excitement coming through her body.
 
   "Lick. Use that tongue."
 
   Programmed to obey by the chip embedded in his body, Daniel had no choice. He couldn't fight or resist. He stuck out his tongue, and he lapped at her pussy, licking it like a thirsty dog. He worshiped her, getting her hotter and wet her by the moment.
 
   Then, she put her hand on the back of his head, and she forced him down. He plunged his tongue into her opening.
 
   "Yes," she said, purring. "Just like that."
 
   He licked and he nuzzled, swiping his tongue down and up. Only this time, he was aware of the dignity. He knew just how humiliating this really was. He wanted to stop. With every fiber of his being, he tried to reclaim control over his arms and his legs, his hands and his feet, but he couldn't do it. His tongue kept going, sliding up and down, up and down, up and down. He gave her everything she craved, right until that moment when she climaxed.
 
   But one orgasm wasn't going to be enough for Kelly. She showed him down onto his back. "Spread your arms and legs. Don't move, slave."
 
   Those words were all it took to trap him beneath her.
 
   She climbed on top, and she looks down at his cock. He was already hard. She smirked. "Good boy," she said, stroking him once, twice. That was enough to make him shiver.
 
   She lowered herself down. "There's something you should know, Daniel. I'm not going to let you, until you promise me, on your own terms, that you're going to be a good slave for me. I want to know that you understand exactly what it means to have that computer chip in your body. As long as there is that little microprocessor, screwing with your nervous system, you're never going to be able to define me. And you're never going to be able to get it out. You know why?"
 
   It felt good to have her on top, not that Daniel would admit it. Her pussy was wet and tight around his cock. Even so, he managed to struggle through the pleasure and answer her honestly. "Why?"
 
   "Because I'm telling you, right now, don't you ever try to escape."
 
   His eyes widened at the implication. As she started to ride him, moving her hips up and down, forward and back, he figured it out. With that command resonating inside of the computer chip, he could never try to sneak off. He could never tried to get it out or find someone to fix him. He was stuck!
 
   At that point, she rode him harder and faster, bouncing up and down. His cock slid along her pussy.
 
   He tried to defy her, to climax on his own. He couldn't. It was like his body forgot that instinct. He could get horny. He could get desperate, but he couldn't actually score the relief he needed.
 
   "Say it."
 
   "I'm, I'm your slave! I belong to you!" As those words escaped his lips, his cock started to pulsate. But he couldn't stop. Now that he started, he kept going. "I belong to you, Kelly! I'm your servant, your slave boy! I'll be your servant and I will worship you. I'll do anything and everything you want! Always!"
 
   His orgasm burned through his body, leaving him exhausted when she finally finished.
 
   Kelly leaned down, and she kissed the Tip of his nose. "You're absolutely right," she said, sliding off of him. She went to go get cleaned up, leaving Daniel on his back, panting as he contemplated his fate.
 
    
 
   The End
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