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The Secretary’s Key 
 
      
 
    Like so many other businessmen, Andrew liked to believe he was entirely and completely responsible for his company’s success. Generally, he ignored the various government subsidies his company received, and he didn’t pay much attention to the fact that most of his employees came from a publicly-funded colleges. Instead, he concentrated only on the choices he had made to get this far. 
 
    And as he stood in front of the huge window and looked down at the city, he did marvel at his own superiority. Sometimes, he enjoyed taking time like this to relax and savor his victory. 
 
    Sure, he had competitors, and he always had to worry about following certain regulations, but he knew that his contracts were secure with all of his suppliers and clients. Even if he just stopped right then and there, he could be an incredibly wealthy man for the rest of his life. 
 
    Still, he enjoyed certain challenges. 
 
    Self-denial was probably his favorite. 
 
    As he looked down at the city, he marveled at all of the poor, pathetic souls down there. Honestly, Andrew didn’t understand why they didn’t work harder. He knew that he had employees who made bad choices. They had children, went to church, and spent too much time with friends. Really, those people didn’t understand that the true meaning of success meant adding extra digits to one’s bank account. 
 
    As a smile tugged at the corners of his mouth, he considered that question of self-denial again. 
 
    Tonight, he wondered which of his “girlfriends” he was going to call. He knew that those young women weren’t really interested in him, but rather they enjoyed the gifts he could provide. Actually, he enjoyed these one-sided relationships because it meant he was always in control. 
 
    If he wanted to snap his fingers and tell his former intern she had to go to dinner without panties, then she would obey. Yes, he thought of his relationship with her in terms of obedience. 
 
    His shaft twitched at the prospect, not that he could actually achieve an erection, not with the equipment currently hidden underneath his trousers. 
 
    A chastity cage. 
 
    Andrew never figured out exactly why chastity and denial intrigued him so much. Yes, he had his theories. Mostly, they centered on the idea of delayed gratification. If you have the time to anticipate something, then it will be much more satisfying. 
 
    In his office drawer, he kept a time release safe. It was a simple mechanism, but it kept him locked out for a certain number of hours. And now that the day was done, he had endured his meetings with various managers and suppliers, and it was time to play. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, he relaxed, thinking about exactly what he was going to do tonight. 
 
    His thumb started buzzing on his desk. He turned around slowly because he didn’t want to seem overly eager despite the fact there was no one else to witness his excitement. 
 
    His shaft twitched again against the bonds of its cage. He could feel the plastic ring around the base of his balls and the tube encasing his length. Breathing out slowly, Andrew fought hard to keep himself from getting overly excited. 
 
    It was just sex, he told himself. It couldn’t control him. 
 
    Andrew needed to believe that he was in complete control of every facet of his life. As far as he was concerned, bad things only happened to stupid people. 
 
    With that thought in mind, he walked back over to his phone, swiped his finger across the screen to silence it, and then he reached into his pocket and took out a small key. He slid it into his desk drawer, unlocking it. From there, he reached in, and he took out his time release safe. 
 
    Sure enough, the small, digital readout indicated the time was up, which meant he could allow himself to play. 
 
    Oh, he couldn’t wait to get the chastity cage off. Yes, putting it on was always an exercise in discipline and power. He liked knowing he could endure something like this. It focused him, especially as he negotiated. 
 
    When he opened the lid, the world still made sense.  
 
    But when he looked down into the safe, everything broke apart. 
 
    The safe was empty. 
 
    Andrew stared for several seconds. Intellectually, he understood the key couldn’t just materialize in front of him, yet, Andrew kept staring down. Even as his lips pursed into a frustrated line, he kept waiting for some other clue, something that would allow this to make sense.  
 
    The key didn’t magically appear. 
 
    His shaft pulsated again, and a cold fear washed through his body. This couldn’t be happening. This couldn’t be real. What was going on? 
 
    Adrenaline spike through his body. He could feel it like a straight injection. Suddenly electrified, he jumped back, he lifted the safe, and he shook it. Obviously, nothing fell out. 
 
    He dropped it down against his desktop, letting it clatter. From there, he quickly started to scan along the floor. Had he dropped it before he put it in the safe? Had the key to his most important possession somehow fallen without him noticing? 
 
    His chastity belt was top-of-the-line, meaning that it secured around his balls, over his shaft, and even around his waist. It was a genuine belt, the kind of chastity cage that couldn’t be removed with anything short of a chainsaw. And obviously, that option would risk stupid amounts of damage. 
 
    If he walked into a hospital, they might be able to get it off, but he wasn’t so certain. More importantly, people would immediately hear about this. He was a wealthy man, and marginally famous in the city, at least with certain crowds. This kind of rumor couldn’t be contained if he brought anyone else in on it. 
 
    He had to find that key! 
 
    He dropped down onto his hands and knees and scoured the floor. He kept looking for some telltale glint, a little bit of shine, anything to attract his attention. 
 
    He crawled around the front of his desk, and he remained in that position as he continued to scan. Totally engrossed in his quest, Andrew didn’t notice the door to his office open. 
 
    “I like you position,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Andrew instantly recognized that the voice. It belonged to Jasmine, his secretary. With thick, brown hair, big breasts, and wide eyes, she was the quintessential bimbo secretary. Of course, she was much younger than him, having just dropped out of college for one reason or another. She probably mentioned it at her interview, but nobody paid attention. 
 
    Jumping back up onto his feet, he turned to her. Straightening his back, he glanced down for a second, grateful that he at least had his pants on. It sounded absurd, but he had considered examining the chastity belt to see if he might be able to get it off or wiggle free. 
 
    “What are you doing in here? I didn’t give you permission to enter,” he said, doing his best to sound determined that officious at the same time. 
 
    Jasmine took several steps forward. Whenever he thought her name, he imagined the famous Disney princess. And yet, she had blue eyes, shining blonde hair, and an incredible body. He kept her around more like a work of art, something he could use to show off to his various visitors. After all, plenty of men showed up, saw her, and instantly respected Andrew for the kind of girl he could keep outside of his office. And of course, they assumed that he had lots of fun with her. 
 
    While that was on his agenda, Andrew had been too busy with his projects lately to worry about playing with his secretary. 
 
    “You didn’t need to give me permission. We both know you want me here,” she said. She put her hands on her hips. In those black pants and with that white top, she looked sexy as hell. There was something about the way the light shimmered along her yoga pants that made him try to get hard again. 
 
    Damn it. Where was that key? 
 
    “Look, Jasmine, you’re a nice girl, but I’m very busy right now. Come back later.” His eyes glided along the different angles as he searched for that one small piece of metal. 
 
    Rather than turn around and scurry out of his office, she remained poised in her spot. “You look like you lost something.”  
 
    When he glanced up at her, he thought she seemed like a bird of prey. “Yeah, you could say that,” said her boss, still focused on his search. 
 
    “You look like you lost something very, very important.” 
 
    His head jerked back in her direction, but he quickly dismissed the idea that she could know what he was searching for. Even if she somehow realized he had dropped a key, Jasmine couldn’t have understood what it accessed. 
 
    “It’s nothing. Go back to your desk or you can go home. I don’t really care,” he said. 
 
    “You shouldn’t speak to me that way.” 
 
    “What—Why not?” 
 
    “Because I’m a very resourceful young woman, and I’m good at finding things and figuring out what they go to.” She smirked at him. “For example, I’m good at finding keys. I’m also very, very good at figuring out what those keys are for.” 
 
    When he swallowed, he could feel his Adam’s apple rise and fall along his throat. His insides clenched, and he didn’t really want to believe there was any possibility this girl had found the key, but she sounded disturbingly confident. It had to be a trick of his ears, nothing more. 
 
    “Jasmine, what’re you talking about?” 
 
    She tossed his question back at him. “What are you talking about?” She took several steps closer. Instinctively, he felt like he needed to retreat back a pace or two until his back bumped up against the window. 
 
    “Andrew,” she said, using his first name, “I think you and I need to renegotiate the terms of our relationship.” 
 
    “I’m not playing games. I have a very serious issue right now.” 
 
    “Are you referring to the fact that you are currently all locked up in a very secure chastity belt and that you don’t get access to your dick without the key?” Jasmine asked, her voice light and flirtatious. 
 
    His eyes bugged wide except he didn’t know what to say. In fact, every thought in his head seemed to morph into static. No. When his thoughts rebooted, he could only think that one word. No. No freaking way. A girl like this couldn’t possibly find his key. And even if she had, she had no idea what it would before. 
 
    And yet, she just used for those words: chastity belt. 
 
    “What are you saying?” Under normal circumstances, Andrew knew exactly how to negotiate, argue, and deal with a variety of people. He routinely went up against other CEOs and powerful men. But there was this young woman in front of him. She looked like some college kid, the kind of sorority girl who worried more about the color of her lip balm than politics or business. 
 
    “I’m saying I found your key.” 
 
    “Where is it?” Andrew demanded to know, his voice loaded with worry. 
 
    “Ha!” she snorted. “Oh wait, you were serious. You really thought it would be that easy? You really thought that I was just going to tell you?” She shook her head snottily from side to side and wore this obnoxious little grin. She flashed a white of her teeth, and he tried not to feel another twitch of desire run through his body, but he couldn’t quite help himself. 
 
    “Let me explain something to you, Andrew. You have put yourself in a very precarious position.” Those words seemed odd coming from her pretty mouth. “You decided you wanted to play with this for some reason. I’m guessing you like the denial? Is that it? Whatever. All you need to know is that I’m the only one who can give you back access to your body.” 
 
    “Just give me the key. If you don’t, you’re fired,” he said. 
 
    “Are you sure about that? Because if you fire me, I’m going to walk through the exit and never come back. You’ll never see my key again.” 
 
    “You’re just my secretary.” 
 
    “Not right now I’m not. Right now, I’m the girl who has your key. So I think you need to get down on your knees right now.” 
 
    When she walked into his office, he had been on all fours. But now, he stared at her, and he couldn’t imagine lowering himself to that degraded position, not before some girl, not before his freaking secretary! 
 
    Because he hesitated, she cocked her head to the side and took a step forward. She came all the way up to his desk and leaned toward him, which revealed much of her cleavage. In fact, he could see the white, lacy edge of her bra. 
 
    “Andrew, I get to decide when you come out of that chastity belt, so you have to do whatever I say. You have to be very, very nice to me. You have to do whatever I want.” For emphasis, she repeated those last few words, “Whatever. I. Want.” Her eyes sparkled as she uttered those words. “And right now, I want you on your knees. Then we can have a conversation.” 
 
    More than anything, he wanted to tell her he wouldn’t do it, that he wouldn’t surrender or let her control him. And yet, he had negotiated enough to understand how Jasmine wasn’t about to surrender or yield anything to him. She understood what kind of leverage she possessed, which meant that he was in big trouble. 
 
    He stepped out from behind his desk and lowered himself down onto his knees. 
 
    Those movements seemed to happen all at once. And once he found himself right in front of her, lowered to his knees, she reached down, grabbed him by his hair, and forced his head back. A spasm of pain ran through his scalp, but he didn’t reveal any discomfort. 
 
    “I’m going to explain something very slowly to you, Andrew. As smart as you are, I think you’re the kind of boy who doesn’t really understand when he has been beaten. You’ve probably gone through life, winning again and again. That ends right now. Whenever it comes to a debate or an argument between you and me, I win. Every time, I win. I win automatically. I win without even trying. And you know why?” 
 
    When he didn’t answer, she tugged harder on his scalp, sending another little jolt of pain down his spine. “Why?” Andrew asked, his voice strained. 
 
    “Because I have your key. I used to be your secretary, but now on your boss. I’m in charge and I tell you what to do.” 
 
    For just a second, he parted his lips as he got ready to tell her that she was wrong. No way. He controlled this company and everyone who worked there. There was absolutely no way he would take orders from a freaking secretary! 
 
    But she had his key. Somehow, she had figured everything out, so she knew that she literally had him by the balls. If you ever wanted another orgasm, he had to obey her. 
 
    “Fine,” he finally agreed. 
 
    “No. I want you to kiss my feet and tell me how you’re eager to serve me.” 
 
    Serve her? Who did she think she was? 
 
    “I can’t do that,” he told her. 
 
    “Oh? Really? You can’t?” Jasmine shrugged. “Then I guess that means you can’t get off either.” 
 
    Just like that, she turned around and she literally started to walk away. Somewhere the back of his mind, he knew that this was the key to an effective negotiation: demonstrate your ability to leave. If you could walk away, then you had the advantage. 
 
    His fingers pressed to down into the palms of his hands, and he called out just as she made it back to the door, “Wait!” He hated the desperation in his voice. 
 
    When Jasmine turned around again, her haughty expression made it abundantly clear that she didn’t need to do anything. And yet, she deigned—like royalty—to allow him a few seconds to plead his case. 
 
    “Please, don’t leave me here, not like this,” he said. 
 
    “Are you going to lick my shoes? Will you kiss my feet?” 
 
    “Yes.” He hated that admission, yet he knew he would do anything because he had to get off at some point. To do that, he needed to get the key back from her. 
 
    For the moment, he just had to delay. If he could keep her there long enough, he would find a point of leverage. She wanted or needed something. There had to be some way for him to manipulate and control her. 
 
    He may have been at a disadvantage, but this was still a negotiation. 
 
    “Beg for the privilege.” 
 
    “You’re my secretary,” he said, making it sound like those ideas should have been mutually exclusive. 
 
    “I’m your secretary, and I have your key.” When she smiled at him, she looked like some sort of wicked model. 
 
    Gritting his teeth, Andrew exhaled slowly. But then he began, “Please, can I kiss your feet and lick your shoes? Please, may I?” 
 
    She strode back over to him, moving at a leisurely pace. Then she grabbed his hair and forced his head back again. She leaned in, and that same wicked smile played along her lips. “No. Try again. This is your last chance.” 
 
    Crossing her arms over her chest, she straightened her back and looked down at him. 
 
    To Jasmine, this man who had once been her boss was little more than a toy. Her new plaything. Maybe he didn’t realize it yet, but she didn’t see him as the man or the boss he had once been. To her, he wasn’t brilliant. Not even a little bit. 
 
    “Please, please give me the chance to please you,” he said. As he spoke, the veneer of professional power began to break away. “Please, I know you don’t have to do this, but I really, really want to kiss your feet and lick your shoes. Please give me the opportunity to do this for you. Please!” He was almost whimpering like some little dog. 
 
    She liked this side of him. 
 
    Without saying anything, she strode forward and then she sat down in his chair. 
 
    When he saw this, he felt that thrill of anger run through his body. How dare she! 
 
    But then, just as he was about to say something he would clearly regret, Andrew managed to stop himself. 
 
    She stretched out her right foot and wiggled her shoe until it dangled from her toes. The black, glistening flat held his attention. It was almost mesmerizing. 
 
    “Crawl over here,” she said. 
 
    Moving on his hands and knees now, he made his way toward her. With every inch, he knew what was going to happen next, and he scrambled to think of some way to make it stop. 
 
    But then he was braced before her, down on his knees and elbows, and her she was right there in front of him. He could smell the leather. 
 
    “Lick,” she commanded, all without raising her foot. 
 
    He leaned in, opened his mouth, and stuck out his tongue. The next thing he knew, he dragged his tongue over the smooth contours of her shoe, just the way she wanted. 
 
    Leaning forward, she glanced down at the wet line he left. “Very nice,” she complimented. Of course, those words were also meant to be an insult because she added, “I guess you really do belong on your knees before a woman. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    Considering that Andrew was the kind of guy who enjoyed his success and assumed that money meant he should be able to say whatever he wanted to his female employees, her comments struck deep at his core. His brows tightened into an angry line, but that just made her smile. 
 
    “Go ahead. Lick my other shoe. Show me that you are a bug on your knees in front of me because you really, really want out of your belt.” 
 
    “You’re not going to get away with this,” he muttered. Andrew just couldn’t help himself. 
 
    But then she brought her foot up, touching the tip to the underside of his chin. “What was that?” 
 
    “Nothing,” he said, ashamed of the embarrassment running through his voice. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” she replied. 
 
    She lowered her foot again, leaving a just a few inches away from his mouth. “Go on,” Jasmine said, smiling at him. 
 
    Exhaling through his teeth, he bent forward, and licked her shoe. He did this again and again. All the while, he waited for her to say that he could stop, but Jasmine didn’t. Instead, she waited another minute or two, and then she dropped both of her shoes to the floor. “Suck on my toes.” 
 
    “You have to be kidding me,” he sneered. 
 
    “Nope. If you ever want to see that key again, you’ll do as I say.” 
 
    “This is getting insane,” he grumbled. 
 
    “No. This is insane. It’s exactly what you need,” she told him. 
 
    When he didn’t say anything, Jasmine explained, “There are certain men out in the world who aren’t capable of making their own decisions. Sure, they might be successful or whatever, but their choices are inherently self-destructive. That’s the kind of man you are, Andrew. You think you’re strong and smart or whatever, but there’s a reason why you put that belt on in the first place.” 
 
    “I like challenging myself,” he said. 
 
    She brought her big toe up, bracing it right in front of his face. 
 
    Reluctantly, he bowed down and wrapped his lips around her toe before he started to suck. Not only that, he found his tongue gliding over the contours of her skin. 
 
    “That’s right. You see? This is where you belong. You were never meant to be a big, strong, powerful man. You are meant to be a slave.” 
 
    He glared at her even harder, but that only made her laugh. 
 
    “It’s fun when you try to resist me, Andrew. You know why?” 
 
    With her toe in his mouth, he obviously couldn’t speak so she answered the question for him. 
 
    “It’s fun when you resist because I already know how the game is going to end. You can try to fight me as much as you want, but it doesn’t make any difference.” After a few more seconds, she closed her eyes as she embraced the sensations of his lips and tongue working along her toe. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, she lowered her foot she brought the other one up to his mouth. “Suck on all of my toes, one at a time.” At this point, she said those words languidly, like they were to big deal one way or the other. To her, they probably weren’t. After all, she could demand and expect whatever she wanted. 
 
    If he wanted his key, then he would obey. 
 
    Sure enough, Andrew looked down at her foot. With her ready, painted toenails and her dainty arches, she looked gorgeous. She had the feet of a young ballerina. Breathing out slowly, he leaned down again, and he started to suck on her toes, first the big one, and then he worked his way down. All the while, he closed his eyes. 
 
    “I bet this is making you horny.” 
 
    No. He told himself that it wasn’t. It didn’t have any effect on him at all, but those thoughts were lies. Just being this close to a beautiful woman like Jasmine was enough to send jolts of desire running through his body. His fingers pressed to down and the palms of his hands again as the tension mounted within his frame. 
 
    “Good boy. That’s right. Show me that you’re not a boss. You are a servant. You’re a slave. You need to be owned, don’t you? Yes, you too. You belong to me.” 
 
    No, that wasn’t true. He tried to hold onto that idea. Just because she was winning right then and there didn’t mean this would last. 
 
    And yet, he was in a chastity belt. When it was a secret, it granted him strength, like he knew he could handle anything. Except now, this young woman knew about his belt, and she had no problem exploiting this information, which meant she had the most important advantage of all! 
 
    “Good boy. Damn. That was wonderful.” 
 
    She was about to say something else that she lowered her foot, but Andrew interrupted. He was a man. He was used to talking over women. 
 
    “Look, I can buy the key from you,” he told her. Nearly breathless, he watched, waited, and wondered exactly what she would say. When she didn’t speak, he kept going. “You know me. I’m rich. I’m sure you don’t want to be a secretary forever. I can make it worth your while.” 
 
    “Oh? Are you suggesting that you should pay me three hundred thousand dollars right now?” Jasmine asked. 
 
    His lips parted, his jaw falling open. 
 
    “There’s no way I could pay you that much money!” 
 
    “Sure, you can,” she said. “I mean, you want the key. If you give me that money, I could give you back your key.” 
 
    That was all the money he had in his personal account. How could she know something like that? 
 
    “Go on. Log onto your computer and make the transfer. Once you’ve secured the request, I can give you back your key.” 
 
    That was so much money! 
 
    “Half that,” he said. 
 
    “No. All of it.” 
 
    He tried to think of something else he could do, something he could say, some way to force her to change her mind. For a moment, he thought about threatening to fire her, but she obviously wouldn’t need this job once she enjoyed that windfall. Besides, she was only a secretary anyway. She could get that kind of job at any number of companies anywhere in the United States, especially because she was gorgeous. 
 
    He glared at this young woman. He hated how beautiful she was, how—even then—he still remained attracted to her. Andrew didn’t quite understand how anger and lust could mix together like this, but that change the reality of his situation. 
 
    “Fine,” he said, surrendering because he had no other choice. 
 
    Jasmine rolled away from his desk. She gave him just enough room to kneel in front of his keyboard to type. 
 
    “But first, strip. Take off everything except for your chastity belt.” 
 
    “You have got to be kidding me,” he growled back at her. 
 
    “No. I’m very, very serious. Do it right now, slave boy.” 
 
    “I’m not a slave!” 
 
    “But you’re trying to buy your freedom? That makes you sound a lot like a slave to me,” she said. 
 
    His whole body tensed up, and he jumped to his feet. 
 
    “No, no,” she said with a condescending wag of her finger. “Get back down on the floor where you belong. You can strip down there while I watch.” 
 
    His nostrils twitched as he complied once again. Over and over again, this woman demonstrated her ability to control him. It wasn’t fair, but he just had to get the key back. The moment he did, he would be able to plot out some kind of revenge. 
 
    Yeah, he liked that idea a lot. Even if he ended up giving up all of his money, he could probably get it back from her. After all, three hundred thousand dollars was a lot to someone like Jasmine, but he had way more. Most of the other assets were locked up in his company, various equity positions, and a few bonds, but he could use his wealth against her. 
 
    As best bot spun through his head, he pulled off his shirt, his pants, his socks, even his boxers. Soon, he was naked except for one item: the leather, reinforced belt around his waist and the cage between his legs. 
 
    “Stand up in front of me now,” she said. 
 
    He obeyed. 
 
    “Hold your hands behind your back.” 
 
    He crossed his wrists as he stood there in front of her. 
 
    He felt like a piece of meat or an actual possession to be purchased. 
 
    Andrew never considered the irony of the number of times he had made women feel this exact same way. After all, when he interviewed for secretaries or even executive positions, he hired specifically for girls who would be cute and attractive. 
 
    And now he stood there, and he knew that this young woman could do whatever she wanted. 
 
    She reached up, and she stroked his leg. Her fingers lightly grazed his skin, her nails almost scratching. “You’re very pretty slave,” she said. “I think I’m definitely going to have some fun with you.” 
 
    “Not after I pay you,” he said. 
 
    Kneeling in front of his computer, he jiggled the mouse. Suddenly, the computer asked for his name and password. He typed it in, his fingers darting along the keyboard under her watchful gaze. 
 
    From there, he proceeded to access his bank account. The password was already built into the computer, so he just logged in with one click. From there, he set up the transfer, sending a six figure amount to his subordinate’s account. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said after he finished. Then she smiled down at him. “Now, crawl over to the door and put your forehead against it.” 
 
    “What? What are you talking about? I did what you wanted!” 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “You did it. So now I can give you back your key.” 
 
    “Give it to me!” 
 
    “I told you that I can give it back to you. I never promised that I would.” 
 
    Slowly, his eyes widened as he processed of those words. “You can’t be serious!” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t I be?” 
 
    “Because we had a deal!” His face started to turn red. Throughout every single one of his negotiations over the course of his entire career, Andrew had never been betrayed like this before. To make matters worse, he had been outsmarted by some pretty blonde girl. 
 
    “We did have a deal. I told you that I could give you back your key if you give me the money. I have the money, but I’m keeping your key. Now get down on your hands and knees. Because if you don’t, I might accidentally ‘lose’ your key. Forever.” She made those words ominous and flirtatious. 
 
    Numb now, he lowered himself down onto his hands and knees. Wearing nothing but his chastity belt, he felt like a dog before and obedience trainer. 
 
    She reached down and touched to the underside of his chin. “Oh, you look so frustrated. Don’t worry. After a few minutes to think about this, you’ll start to feel better.” She smirked. “Now go over to the door and put your forehead against it. I’ll call you when I’m ready to deal with you again.” 
 
    He stared at her for another couple of seconds, almost as though his brain simply didn’t know how to process this information. 
 
    Naked and stripped of his dignity, he started to crawl, exactly as she wanted. He made his way across the floor, heading right toward his office and door. And once he was there, he glanced over his shoulder again. 
 
    Her eyes remained fixed on him as Jasmine enjoyed the little show he put on. Exhaling slowly, he pressed his forehead against the solid surface, and then she giggled. 
 
    “This is going to be really good for you, Andrew.” 
 
    When she first got her job offer, she had called him “Sir.” Now she had no problem using his first name and speaking down to him. 
 
    As he stood by the door, his cock twitched in his cage. At the same time, he made sure to keep his back straight. 
 
    After a few more seconds, he started to hear something: clicking. 
 
    She was using his computer mouse. Moments later, the click-clacks of his keyboard became audible. What the hell was she doing? 
 
    Andrew inhaled, thinking he was going to ask her, but then he stopped himself. 
 
    Second by second, the sounds continued. She was typing something up. But what? She kept clicking. 
 
    Andrew tried to figure out whether or not she would have access to his accounts. With a shiver, he realized that she would. Like so many other busy professionals, he didn’t bother to reset his passwords very often. More importantly, they were programmed into his computer. He just had to go to the requisite website, and his browser remembered how to get in.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” He felt foolish as he asked that question, his words bouncing against of the solid wood directly in front of his face. 
 
    “Whatever I want,” she said. “But you know, I didn’t give you permission to say anything.” 
 
    “I don’t care. Just tell me what you’re doing!” 
 
    “What am I doing right now? Is that what you really want to know?” 
 
    “Yes!” He hated that desperate, almost whining strain in his voice, but he needed to know. This was his company! 
 
    “I’m punishing you,” she said. “Clearly, a little bit of paperwork won’t be enough, although it’s a start. Stand up, walk over here, and then bend yourself over your desk.” 
 
    The moisture drained away from his mouth as he heard those words, especially when they were uttered with such disdain. This girl didn’t respect him, not even a little bit. To her, he had become a plaything, a little bug that she could play with. 
 
    Yet he still obeyed her. Andrew rose to his feet, turned around, and walked back to his desk. That’s when he watched as she opened up her purse and pulled out a set of silk cords. When he saw them, he wondered exactly what she was going to do. 
 
    Andrew started to ask a question, but she wagged her finger and shushed him. “Oh no. You don’t get to talk, Andrew. Be quiet.” 
 
    Those words seemed to punch him right in the gut, so he didn’t say anything else. He couldn’t speak; he couldn’t force himself to utter a sound. 
 
    Reaching into her purse again, she pulled out some kind of bright blue rubber ball. It came with a set of leather straps connected. Daintily, she got up from his seat, and she walked around the desk. When she stepped behind him, she seemed to radiate power. Then she told him to open his mouth. 
 
    He started to ask why, but that was good enough. She shoved the ball into his mouth, right between his teeth. She brought the leather straps around the curves of his head, and she buckled it into place. 
 
    Right away, he tried to raise his hand to pull the ball out. Obviously, he couldn’t spit it out. He grumbled, desperate to get some real words out. 
 
    But then she spun him around, and she looked into his eyes. He had several inches on her, but the fierce determination blazing in her eyes made it clear that he didn’t know what he was dealing with. This girl wasn’t some timid secretary who could be intimidated by his wealth, connections, or ego. Oh no. She had morphed into something else. 
 
    Or maybe Jasmine had always been this way, only now he saw it for the first time. 
 
    He tried not to be intimidated, but he felt something inside of him clench. Fear seemed to spread through his body, making his skin tingle. With one hand, she grabbed his jaw and pinched down. She explained, “I’m going to tie you up now, Andrew. I’m going to bend you over this desk, and I’m going to make sure that you are the most vulnerable position of your entire life. I’m going to punish you, and then I’m going to ask you what you have learned. You understand?” 
 
    Andrew didn’t want to respond. With every iota of his being, he wanted to hold out and preserve some semblance of his dignity. 
 
    And yet, the intimidation made it impossible for him to resist. He bobbed his head down and up, exactly as she expected. 
 
    She tapped her palm against his cheek and told him that he was a good boy before spinning him back around. Her hand flew up, grabbed the back of his neck, and she shoved him forward. 
 
    But that wasn’t all. 
 
    Picking up the silk cords, she circled them around his wrists, starting with his right. She tied a firm not, dragged his limb for the corner of his desk, and then she secured it to the leg. Tentatively, and hoping she wouldn’t notice, Andrew pulled on the restraint. He wiggled, thinking that this girl couldn’t really know what she was doing. She wouldn’t be able to tie him down. 
 
    Almost immediately, he sensed that the strength in the restraint. This bond wouldn’t slip free, nor would it break. 
 
    She secured his other limb. Then she came back around, and she spread his legs. 
 
    Feeling more vulnerable now than he had it any other point in his entire life, he didn’t even struggle while this young woman tied him to his own desk. And when she was done, she smacked her hands together. With a condescending look of satisfaction on her face, she said, “Very, very nice. You look adorable!” 
 
    He murmured something threw the ball gag, not that she could understand what he’s tried to say. 
 
    “Andrew, how does feel? Are you frustrated? Are you nervous?” Her eyes glittered with amusement. 
 
    “Oh, you poor boy. This must really be aggravating for you. I mean, you walk into this office and strut around like some peacock. You always think you can do whatever you want to just because you have some money. But that’s not how it works, Andrew. The world doesn’t revolve around money. It revolves around power. Sometimes those are the same things, but not always. Like right now, you were dumb enough to lock yourself up in a chastity cage, and then you underestimated your secretary.” 
 
    With a mockingly mournful shake of her head, she just laughed at him. 
 
    “Oh well. I guess it’s time for your spanking.” 
 
    What? 
 
    The question jolted through his brain and body, but he didn’t really believe she could truly spank him. He was an adult, a powerful man, and he still had some thin veneer of dignity. 
 
    But she positioned herself right behind him, she grabbed his firm ass, and then she laughed again. 
 
    Right before she struck for the first time, she said, “I want you to remember this moment. Think about how your secretary started spanking you. Think about the precise moment when you learned the truth.” 
 
    The truth. 
 
    Andrew didn’t quite know what Jasmine meant by that, but then she swung her hand down, and she clapped her palm against his curved backside. 
 
    He didn’t think a spanking could or would really hurt. He was wrong. 
 
    When she struck, he felt the sound first. It seemed to resonate through his body, only the pain followed just seconds later. A bright surge of agony raced in every direction, up his back, down his legs, and along his waist. 
 
    Rather than make a sound, he bit down. Andrew was determined not to give her the satisfaction of hearing him cry out. 
 
    If Jasmine noticed, she didn’t seem all that impressed. 
 
    Then she struck again, swinging her hand down hard. 
 
    Instinctively, he pulled on his restraints. He should have gone slack, as though he didn’t care about any of this at all. But then there was another burst of pain as her hand connected. The smack reverberated through his body. The sound seemed to wash over him. 
 
    If Jasmine said anything or laughed at him, he couldn’t even notice, not while he endured his spanking. 
 
    Savoring the moment, she braced her hand in the air for another couple of seconds. She let him shiver and twitch as he wondered what would happen next. Unfortunately for Andrew, he didn’t to get to know right away. He had to soak in uncertainty. From one moment to the next, she enjoyed the way he wanted to say something, only he couldn’t, not with that rubber ball shoved between his teeth. 
 
    “This must be so, so frustrating for you,” she said. “Poor boy. Poor boss. Just remember, you used to order me around. But you don’t get to do that anymore, do you?” 
 
    He had attempted stoicism, but her taunts overwhelmed him. He yanked against his restraints, pulling his heart as he could. Just as he bucked against the silk cords, she swung her hand down in a brutal arc. She struck hard and fast, clapping her palm against his unprotected rear. 
 
    “Oh, does that sting? Does it hurt? Are you going to cry?” Throwing her head back and laughing, she enjoyed the way he kept howling against his gag. Still, he couldn’t speak. He couldn’t make any coherent sounds. 
 
    “Maybe you just need to be fucked,” she said. “Maybe that would help you feel better.” 
 
    What? What was she talking about? 
 
    Andrew didn’t know, but then she went back to her purse, and then she started to set several items down right in front of his face. 
 
    Bent over his desk, he watched as she lowered the leather harness into place. At first, he thought that maybe it would be something she wanted him to wear. But no, he couldn’t possibly be big enough. Was it some kind of gag? It couldn’t be. She had already silenced him. 
 
    Only then, she placed something else right in front of him, just a few inches away from his eyes: a dildo. Long and smooth, it couldn’t be mistaken for anything but a sex toy. 
 
    Then she placed the third item before him. It took a second for his eyes to focus, but then he read the text: it was a bottle of lubricant. 
 
    She was going to have sex with him! She was going to take him with a strap-on! 
 
    No! Oh hell no! 
 
    Hot defiance surged through his brain, spreading out to the rest of his body as he bucked, thrashed, kicked, and fought as hard as he could. Unfortunately for Andrew, Jasmine had done an exquisite job. She had no problem watching him as he struggled with everything he had. His muscles tensed and clenched, his body heaved, and he tried to rip himself free. He couldn’t tear through the courts, however. They were much too strong for him. 
 
    After a while, his strength abandoned him. Andrew just didn’t have anything left. 
 
    When he slumped forward, she picked up the harness. She lifted her skirt, pulled the straps around her waist, and positioned herself into the apparatus. From there, she picked up the dildo and slipped it into the metal ring. Then she shifted her weight from side to side and enjoyed the feel and sway over the dildo. 
 
    With a wicked smile on her lips, she asked him, “You want to lube?” 
 
    He grunted something back at her. 
 
    “Yeah, I think you do. This time. Maybe not next time. Let’s see how rough you like it,” she told him. She picked up the container, squirted some of the viscous material onto her fingertips, and then she rubbed it over the length of her dildo. 
 
    “I can see why boys like doing this so much. This gives you a real sense of power, doesn’t it?” 
 
    Andrew still couldn’t answer, but she had no problem grabbing his hips, positioning her tip toward his opening, and then she pushed forward slowly. 
 
    She wanted to experience every second of this. She wanted him to remember it forever. 
 
    Sliding forward, she entered him. 
 
    Andrew tried to clench down. He fought as hard as he could, yet her insistent movements meant she went a little bit deeper with every couple of heartbeats. 
 
    Frantic now, he tried to twist away, but Jasmine adjusted each and every time. 
 
    Whether he liked it or not, he was about to get fucked by this beautiful girl. 
 
    She pumped into him slowly, taking her time. With every lunch, she made sure that she went deeper until she finally buried her dildo to the hilt. “Oh, that feels good, doesn’t it?” 
 
    Just didn’t enjoy any physical sensations. It wasn’t like she could feel the artificial cock, but the pressure against her pelvis was delicious. More than that, she found herself getting very, very excited from the prospect of penetrating her boss. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you?” 
 
    “No! He obviously didn’t like it! 
 
    And yes, she didn’t stop. Pummeling into him, she really did display, forcing him to take every inch. 
 
    His eyes watered it, but it wasn’t from pain or discomfort. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    He couldn’t ignore the desperate arousal now pumping through his skin. It pounded against his psyche, this perpetual reminder that he had been so horny before, and now as he was taken from behind, he enjoyed it even more. 
 
    Andrew didn’t want to like this. It wasn’t supposed to turn him on. 
 
    But it did. 
 
    From one second to the next, he felt her thrusting movements, and it triggered something deep within him. Hot pleasure began to course through his body, all of it shadowed by one other sensation: longing. As much as he enjoyed this, he wanted more. His shaft hard and is much as it could, but the chastity belt made it impossible for him to achieve anything close to a genuine erection. 
 
    He wanted it! He wanted it so badly! 
 
    In fact, Andrew could already hear another set of words inside of his head. This is what he would have said if she hadn’t gagged him. “Yes, please. Please, take me! Please, I know in your slave! Just use me! Please, please can I come? Please, I’ll do anything! Anything you want!” 
 
    Even as he tried to moan those words through the ball gag, Andrew felt of the stab of shame for them. This was a man who was supposed to be in charge, one who was supposed to be able to seize control whenever he liked. And yet, he was practically whimpering to be taken like a slut. 
 
    Worse, she obliged to, pumping into him again and again. 
 
    Adding to his humiliation, she smacked his ass. 
 
    “Take it. Take every inch! This is what happens when you’re a slave, Andrew. This is what happens when your new owner decides to have some fun with you!” Her laughter burbled out onto the air, all while she drove the tip of her shaft deep into his body. 
 
    Eventually, Jasmine decided that she couldn’t quite take this anymore. 
 
    But she wasn’t done with him. Yanking her cock back, she loosened to the harness and dropped it to the floor. From there, she yanked her panties down along the length of her legs. From there, she was restraints, all without removing them. She just gave him a little bit more slack. 
 
    As she worked, he stared at her hands. They deftly manipulated the knots, making sure that he couldn’t actually pull himself free, all while giving him a wider range of movement. 
 
    He still didn’t understand, not until Jasmine pulled herself up onto the desk. Spreading her legs, she pressed her knees up against his ears as she rested one hand on the back of his head. 
 
    “You have got to be kidding me,” he wanted to say, only the words wouldn’t come out. With his body practically vibrating with arousal, he could understand precisely what she expected. But was he going to do it? Could he? 
 
    Leaning forward, Jasmine unbuckled his ball gag. Now he could speak, but she wasn’t interested in anything he had to say. “I’m letting you use your mouth. Show me that you know what to do.” 
 
    Because if he didn’t, she would have to find some other way of amusing herself, and he probably wouldn’t enjoy it. 
 
    Pressing his lips together, he fought the urge to speak. He was torn. Part of him yearned to beg for freedom from the chastity belt. Another part of him wanted to shout at her, to insist that she couldn’t do this and that she wouldn’t get away with it. He wanted to tell her that she was nothing but a stupid secretary! 
 
    And yet, he still bent his body forward. He brought his lips closer and closer to her pussy. 
 
    Before he might actually start licking or kissing, she touched to the underside of his chin again and forced him to look up at her. This strained his neck. She didn’t care. 
 
    “You look so frustrated. What’s wrong? Don’t you go down on girls?” 
 
    Because his head was full of arousal, desperation, humiliation, and anger, he couldn’t think clearly. He didn’t know how to fly or negotiate, not anymore, not with a girl like this. 
 
    “No,” he said, his voice almost proud. 
 
    “No? Why not?” 
 
    “Because guys aren’t supposed to go down on girls. It’s the other way around.” 
 
    “Not anymore. Not for you. Andrew, you’re never, ever going to receive another blow job. Not ever. No, you won’t.” As she said those words, she pressed him down against her slit. 
 
    When he tried to speak, he rubbed his lips over her pussy. 
 
    At first, it was just a little tickle of sensation, but she enjoyed it nonetheless. Straightening her back, she relaxed. She braced one hand against of the opposite edge of his desk even as she kept her other palm braced firmly on the back of his head. 
 
    This was a position many young men had used with girls over the years. It helped control the rhythm. But more than that, it was about power. She loved knowing that she could shut down or pull him back whatever she wanted. She was in control. Even if this was his tongue and mouth pleasing her, she was the one who determined exactly what would happen and when. 
 
    That was power. That was control. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, she told herself that she wasn’t going to climax right away. Instead, she wants to take her time. Ironically enough, she wanted to delay her satisfaction to make it even better when that explosion of pleasure eventually rocketed through her body. 
 
    “Oh, that feels good,” she said. “Now use your tongue. Lick me. Lick deep. Go as deep as you can,” she ordered. 
 
    When he tasted her pussy for the first time, he felt another thrill of conflicting urges. Part of him wanted to lick at her, to lap his tongue up and down along her slit with everything he had. Another part wanted to hold back and fight her with everything he had. 
 
    And yet, he was still tied up, still trapped in chastity. 
 
    Worse, the fact that this girl knew about his belt prove to corrosive to his ego. Moment by moment, he could feel the instinct to simply obey her. It would be easy. She was a beautiful, strong, articulate and intelligent young woman. He saw that now. Even if you just hired her for her good looks, he now knew that he belonged on his knees in front of her. 
 
    What? How was that possible? Where were those treacherous thoughts coming from? 
 
    The chastity belt. 
 
    That had to be it. 
 
    He didn’t want to acknowledge it or think about it, but there wasn’t any other explanation. While it had been a secret, it motivated him. But now the chastity belt seemed to hold him down, locking away his most aggressive instincts. 
 
    She knew it. She could use this against him. 
 
    He pulled against the restraints, thinking that he had to get away. 
 
    Somehow, this almost felt like brainwashing, yet he remained completely aware of what was happening to him. 
 
    To make matters worse, she continued to taunt him, “I think this is really good for you. Boys like you should go down on girls all the time. Maybe I’ll even share you with my friends. Would you like that, Andrew? Would you like me to put you on a leash, strip you naked, and bring you in front of all of my girlfriends? You know, a lot of their boyfriends aren’t very generous when it comes to oral. That could be you. You could make up for it.” 
 
    He grimaced, groaned, and tried to pull back, which meant that she just applied more pressure to the back of his head, plunging his tongue deeper into her crowd this. 
 
    “What? You don’t like the idea of serving a bunch of beautiful girls so that their hot boyfriends don’t have to?” 
 
    At some other place or time, he would have accused her of joking. Tied to his own desk, naked and belted, he could only call out, “No!” That syllable did come off as powerful or to finance. Instead, he just sounded like a trapped animal, one with no chance of escape. 
 
    “Andrew, I get to do whatever I want. If I were to trade you out to my friends, I’m going to do it,” she said. “Besides, it’s not like you have any other option.” 
 
    Before he could say anything else, she shoved his face back between her legs. “By the way, I gave myself a little raise. I may have taken more than I promised.” She started laughing. 
 
    When he tried to pull back again, to look up at her, to talk to her, she shoved his face down even harder. His lips pressed against the excitement of her slit, and just hung wagged up and down as he worshiped her. He could feel the curves of her clit as he pressed down, serving her. 
 
    He may have drawn some solace from the fact that he was still struggling. But when she really thought about it, Jasmine knew that she enjoyed the way he fought. She liked having him struggle against her control. After all, it didn’t really make any difference. She wasn’t about to release him, no matter how hard he struggled to break free. 
 
    Like it or not, he was trapped. 
 
    Maybe he didn’t quite understand how long his enslavement would last. But he would. In time. 
 
    “This is good for you, Andrew. Spent too much time in control. You spent too long thinking that you can have whatever you want. That’s not how your life works. No, it isn’t. You had money, but now I have something more important. I have your cock.” She laughed at the prospect, knowing that his member probably struggled valiantly to get free from the cage, but there was no way out of that chastity belt. 
 
    And because of that, she could control him for as long as she liked. 
 
    With a wicked grin on her face, she pushed his head down deeper between her legs. 
 
    “Show me what you can do, and I might let you out,” she said to him. 
 
    By this point, she could barely control her own orgasm, but she still wanted to offer him some kind of incentive. This way, he could be allowed at the veneer of control, the barrage of the decision, all without costing her anything. 
 
    Sure enough, he took the bait. Sliding his tongue up and down, he seemed to concentrate on nothing else but serving her. His tongue swirled in tight little circles around her crevice, just the way she wanted and expected. “Oh, that feels good. It feels really, really good,” she said. 
 
    “That’s right. Keep licking. Show me where you belong. Good boy. That’s right. Oh yes. I feel so, so good.” 
 
    He murmured something, desperate to communicate, to talk, argue, or negotiate. Unfortunately for him, this girl wasn’t interested in anything he had to say. 
 
    Finally, she climaxed. Hearing him whimper pushed her over the edge. Arching her back, she let the pleasure coursed through her body, pulsating with every beat of her heart. And when she finished, she grabbed his hair and pulled his head back to look down into his eyes. His lips were wet with her juices. 
 
    “Good. Now, it’s time for me to play with the rest of your body.” 
 
    Sliding off of his desk, she glanced back at the surface, grateful that he had nothing but his computer. She pulled the monitor off and set it gingerly down on the floor before releasing him from his restraints. 
 
    She untied him quickly, and it looked like he wanted to pounce at her. He probably had these fantasies of grabbing her, shoving her to the floor, holding her down. 
 
    But then she wagged her finger in front of him. “If you try anything, I’ll make sure you never, ever find your key.” 
 
    His fingers pushed down into his palms, forming shivering fists. Every inch of his body seemed to thrum with excess energy. 
 
    “But if you do exactly what I want, I might take that chastity belt off of you. After all, you’ve given me everything I wanted so far.” 
 
    “You would? You’d let me out?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said, breathing out the word like it didn’t mean anything to her. “Lay down on your desk.” 
 
    Breathing out slowly, he complied. She grabbed his hands and pulled them toward the corners, first the right, then the left. 
 
    Moving quickly and simultaneously, she looped another set of nooses around his wrists, pulling them tight. The moment that happened, he realized his mistake. She didn’t really intend to grant him any kind of freedom. Rather, she just wanted him in a different position. 
 
    “You promised!” 
 
    “I did,” she agreed. “And I’m going to keep my promise. I’m going to let you out of your belt.” 
 
    Before he could stop himself, he gushed a quick, “Thank you. Thank you so much!” Once those words left his lips, he felt like a fool. This girl intended to enslave him. He shouldn’t thank her for any of it! 
 
    “I’ll be right back,” she said, patting him on the head once she tied down his legs. 
 
    Sliding her skirt back down and smoothing it for a few seconds, she stepped out of his office. 
 
    Panting, he tried to let go of the arousal swimming through his veins. But as hard as he tried, he couldn’t ignore the desires. He was still horny, so desperately turned on. Even without an erection, he could feel the need deep within his body, spreading out to his extremities. 
 
    When she came back, she held up the key. He saw it, recognized it, and watched as she slipped it into his lock. She opened it, and the small device popped open. Then she pulled away his belt. 
 
    There. 
 
    His cock spring to attention immediately, rigid and ready for her. 
 
    “I’m going to touch you now,” she said. 
 
    She cupped his balls in the palm of one hand. Using the pad of her thumb, she gently stroked him. 
 
    The arousal became even more intense. 
 
    Getting pegged had turned him on. But now, this felt like it would drive him insane. More. He craved so much more! 
 
    She gave it to him, wrapping her fingers around his shaft. 
 
    “I might let you get off, but you’re going to have to serve me with that cute mouth of yours again,” she said. 
 
    As she touched him, he didn’t really understand. Andrew simply couldn’t think clearly while this beautiful girl positioned herself over his body. She kept touching him, stroking him gently from one second to the next as she began to straddle his face. Now he felt the backs of her shins and her thighs against his cheeks as she lowered her slid back down against his mouth. “That’s right. Get ready to lick; you had better do a good job.” 
 
    Because if she was disappointed with his performance, she could stop touching him at any moment. 
 
    He started to lick her, sliding his tongue of once. The flavor of her excitement simmered over his taste buds, but apparently he didn’t to do a good enough job appeared she pulled her hands back. The sensations disappeared from his perceptions. “You can do better,” she breathed. 
 
    He bristled a, but he had no choice. 
 
    He whimpered out a quick apology, which she may or may not have been able to hear. Then she grabbed his shaft, although she didn’t apply enough pressure to get him off. Instead, he just felt that fresh and jolt of desire. 
 
    Andrew wanted to come! You wanted to come so badly! 
 
    Hoping to encourage her, he started to lick faster and faster. Swirling his tongue in tight little movements, he began to focus entirely on what might please her. He wanted to make her feel good! 
 
    “Oh, that’s nice. I like your enthusiasm. This feels really, really good.” As she said this, Jasmine made sure to brush her fingertips over his scrotum and his member. From there, she gently teased the tip of his shaft. She squeezed him with just enough force to make him moan. 
 
    Andrew couldn’t know this, but his captor wanted to study him. She needed to understand exactly what turned him on and which sensations drove him wild. 
 
    “Oh yes, that feels good,” she said, lowering herself down another quarter inch. As she did so, she closed her eyes. She tensed up moments later, stretching her back and crying out. She threw her head forward, which made her hair splash against her cheeks and shoulders. 
 
    “Damn. I felt so good,” she said. 
 
    At this point, he slowed. 
 
    “Oh no,” admonished Jasmine. “You don’t get to stop. I will tell you when you get to stop.” 
 
    He kept licking, sliding his tongue up and down. “Faster,” she ordered. “Deeper! Lick me, slave!” 
 
    Slave. He heard that word, and he tried to disagree, but he couldn’t. He had been foolish enough to put himself in a chastity belt, so now he was tied down across his own desk, controlled and owned by his freaking secretary! 
 
    She squeezed him again, it almost got him off. Almost! The teasing was driving him wild, so he abandoned every thought of dignity and self-respect. He forgot that he believed men weren’t supposed to offer oral service. 
 
    In his mind, there had always been a natural order. But now it had been inverted. Jasmine was the one who took control. Jasmine was the one who held all of the power. 
 
    His mouth went dry as he gulped, but he couldn’t help himself. 
 
    He licked deeply, sliding his tongue up and down, left and right, all for her satisfaction. And then, finally, she climaxed again. His orgasm exploded through her body, even more intense than before. 
 
    But even as she settled back down, he didn’t make the mistake of stopping or slowing. His tongue continued dark along her wet opening. 
 
    “Oh, that was so wonderful. That felt so good.” 
 
    And then she slipped away. She pulled herself off of his face, and she looked down into his eyes. “I love knowing that you’re going to give me an orgasm whenever I want.” 
 
    Helpless, he nodded his head. At this point, he would have agreed to anything so long as it meant that he could get off. 
 
    And yet, Jasmine wasn’t about to let that happen. 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about you. I love how eager you are when you’re horny. That’s why I’m just going to leave you here for a couple of hours. Then, when you’re nice and soft, I’m going to lock you back in your chastity belt, Andrew. This way, you’ll be entirely focused on me and my needs. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    Andrew was at a complete loss for words. His eyes got big as he started to process what she just told him. Still, he could make another sound. 
 
    When he finally opened his mouth again, she shoved the ball gag back in, and she strapped it into place. Patting him on the head, she laughed. “While I’m gone, you can think about how stupid you were, putting yourself in a chastity belt. I mean, what kind of man does that? I’m sure you had some kind of good justification, but I think we both know that you were hoping a beautiful, intelligent woman like me would come along to take control of you.” 
 
    She patted him on the head before leaving him alone in his office. Still tied down, he shouted and screamed as loud as he could, but the rubber wedged between his teeth absorbed pretty much every decibel. No one else is going to hear him. 
 
    And when she came back, she would lock him up again so she could keep him this way for as long as she liked. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 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 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out Anna Ritter’s novel, When Women Rule, available here. 
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