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   Feminized Slave 
 
      
 
    “Ugh,” she growled as she saw the note on her phone. Her brother (technically, stepbrother) just left her another message. With her legs crossed the back of her sedan and with Charles, her driver, up front, Erica wondered if she should just ignore the message. 
 
    This time, she decided to be charitable, if only so she could prepare herself for the next time Danny visited and started complaining. 
 
    She wanted to go back to texting her friends, but something niggled at the back of her brain, so she hit the green button on the screen and held the device to her ear. 
 
    Erica listened as Danny started to complain again. Seriously, what was wrong with him? “Erica, we really need to talk to your spending. I just talked to the CPA, and she is really concerned about your finances.” 
 
    Why did he even care? They both got their inheritances, and she had plenty of money. 
 
    Her worrywart brother kept going, “This is serious. You’re spending money way faster than the trust can keep up. Your interest and dividend payments just aren’t sufficient.” 
 
    Interest? Dividend payments? Blah, blah, blah. 
 
    “Look, I care about you, and I don’t want to see anything bad happen to you. Besides, if you get into a lot of trouble, I might not be there to bail you out.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. 
 
    Seriously? 
 
    Danny was such a little jerk. Yeah, he was younger than her by six months, but there was always something so weak about him. While they were growing up, she partied with her friends, had fun, and enjoyed her wealth. She loved being one of the city’s unofficial aristocrats. 
 
    In her six-hundred-dollar shoes, seven-hundred-dollar skirt, and thousand-dollar jacket, she could saunter into any business and everyone would know that she was serious. She was the kind of customer everyone needed to please. That gave her power and the kind of influence that didn’t just stop with business. 
 
    All of her friends recognized her authority as well. She was the queen bee with all of her friends. 
 
    The cash was part of it, obviously. She always wore the most fashionable outfits, from short skirts to tight, strategically torn jeans all the way to those expensive gowns and cute party dresses. 
 
    Aside from the cash, she also knew how to deal with people. No one could offer a dismissive role of her eyes like Erica Perkins. When she decided someone was no longer worth her time, she could make them feel like complete and utter garbage. She liked to think of this as her superpower. 
 
    They continued to drive through the city, passing one skyscraper after another. Harried office drones and businesswomen rushed along the wide sidewalks as they made their way to seemingly important meetings. 
 
    Like so many other rich girls, Erica had gone to college, but she didn’t really see the point of getting an actual job. Instead, she wanted to have fun and watch her stats on social media. Unlike so many other people, she understood the importance of clout, popularity, and influence. 
 
    She hadn’t bothered to monetize any of her pages, but she might someday. Then again, it seemed kind of crass to actually make money. This was more of a passion project, she thought. 
 
    All of that reminded her, she hadn’t posted anything for a few hours, so she pulled up her camera app, checked out her digital reflection, and marveled at her lustrous hair, the perfect contours of her cheeks, and the way she had delicately applied her makeup. 
 
    Erica was proud of herself. Unlike so many other young women, she didn’t suffer from a poor self-esteem or worry about competing with other girls. Frankly, Erica knew she was better. She may not have been smarter in the traditional sense, but she understood people, performance, and so much more. 
 
    Besides, she was genuinely cute and able to craft a bunch of different images all at once. 
 
    As she brushed her fingers through her hair and pulled a loose bang down in front of her eyes, she smiled at the camera. The curves of her lip conveyed this sense of sexy warmth, wholesome innocence, and raw, sexual appeal all at the same time. 
 
    How many models could pull that off? 
 
    She took three selfies in the back of the sedan, swiped through the different drafts, picked the second one as the best, added a filter, typed in some hashtags, and posted the image. 
 
    Within seconds, she had more than a dozen likes. After the first minute, the number hit the triple digits. Within ten minutes, she’d be into the thousands. 
 
    Charles glanced at his passenger in the rearview mirror and asked, “Miss, are you sure this is your destination?” 
 
    “I am,” she said. She winked at the driver. 
 
    Charles blushed slightly. Like so many other employees, he probably saw this gorgeous heiress and wished he could possibly have a chance with her. Every time she walked away, he must’ve checked out her nubile body. He must have studied the contours of her legs, the contours of her ass, and the lithe, elfin sway of her arms. He would have loved to run his fingers through her hair, grabbed those tresses, yank her head back, and kiss her. 
 
    But he was just an employee, so he would never get any of those opportunities. 
 
    Even so, she made surtout saunter away with a tantalizing sashay. The air may have been cold as it brushed along her skin, but she was hot. 
 
      
 
    Inside the gallery, she glanced around. Some of her natural confidence evaporated, but only some of it. 
 
    Technically, she had taken an art class, but she spent most of her time flirting with her teacher rather than worrying about memorizing the names of important artists or the dates when they lived or died or whatever. She smiled, batted her eyes, and her professor tried to ignore this girl’s natural magnetism, but he couldn’t. 
 
    She made him feel good.  
 
    She made this teacher’s life happy, light, and excited all at the same time. When he heard her voice, he got nervous because he knew how badly this could end. But at the same time, he wanted to talk to her, play with her. 
 
    In the end, nothing actually happened, but she failed all of her tests, skipped the final paper, and somehow still earned a C in the class. Erica had considered complaining but decided against it since she didn’t really care about her transcript anyway. 
 
    Now she walked from painting to painting without really understanding any of the theory behind it. 
 
    There was one point, however, which she still remembered from her art class. Her instructor had lectured about the importance of context and understanding. An amateur might look at a seemingly simple image and not understand the theory and more complicated dynamics that went into it. 
 
    “The art world,” he said, “is routinely criticized because an image might not be beautiful or it might seem ridiculously simple, so people assume that there’s nothing else to it. But they’re wrong. Just because something looks like a toilet in a gallery or a smear of red on white canvas, that doesn’t mean there isn’t more to it. A piece might be part of an ongoing conversation, so you can’t just pick out one segment and assume you understand the entire thing.” 
 
    Even if she had spent so much of her time in class on her phone, Erica had absorbed at that one detail. 
 
    And now she wondered about how these different brushstrokes and globs of paint fit together. 
 
    One image seemed abstract, shades of blue and red contrasting against one another. She started thinking of war and combat, hostile personalities sniping at one another. The combat could be physical, but it could be verbal barbs just as easily. 
 
    She moved on to the next image, one of a horse. But as she studied those lines, she started to get a vague impression of maybe something more feminine. 
 
    She didn’t know why; she couldn’t articulate it. 
 
    Next, she admired the image of a man on his knees. Shirtless, his muscles were on display. His body wasn’t perfect, but there was still something about the way he pulled against of the ropes and chains that made her smile. 
 
    Erica never would’ve admitted it aloud, but she admired the concept of men serving. She thought of her driver, Charles, and how she loved being able to call him whenever she felt like it. He would rush out in his uniform and take her wherever she wished to go. When she went shopping, he would carry her bags and load them into the back of the sedan. 
 
    This was how the world was supposed to work: a princess and her slave. 
 
    “Hello, Miss,” said a voice. 
 
    Erica turned around, and she saw a taller man. He had platinum blonde hair slicked back, narrow glasses, and a sharp, angular face. Erica wore three-inch heels, but this man still had several inches on her at least. 
 
    “My name is Carson Turner, and I believe we spoke on the phone.” 
 
    “Hello, Mr. Turner,” she said. She flashed her best smile and worked hard to hide the nervous pulse of energy deep within her chest. “Are you here to show me your special inventory?” 
 
    “I am indeed,” he said, stepping to the side and motioning for her to head toward the double doors at the back of the gallery. 
 
    They passed other expensive paintings and various abstract sculptures. Hoping to distract herself, Erica considered the marble contours, the pristine edges and smooth curves. But then they were right in front of those double doors. 
 
    It seemed so strange to her; there were other people milling around those works of art, yet no one wondered what might be hidden at the back of the gallery. 
 
    Carson Turner pulled out a key card, swiped it through the reader, and a small green light appeared just above the slot. They heard the doors unlocked, and he opened one for her, stepping aside. 
 
    Erica hesitated. 
 
    “It’s your first time,” he said. It wasn’t a question. 
 
    “Yeah,” she agreed. 
 
    “This can be unnerving for our new participants. There’s nothing wrong with that.” 
 
    Careful to keep her voice down, Erica asked, can you tell me again? What, exactly, do you do?” 
 
    “We acquire human resources and put them up for sale.” 
 
    “No,” she said with a shake of her head. “Don’t say it like that.” 
 
    A smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. Yes, he could be a professional, but it was clear he enjoyed his work. “Miss, we acquire humans and put them up for sale. We are slavers.” There. He had said it, blunt and honest. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because some people need to be owned,” he said. “More to the point, there are also individuals who are destined to take command. The community at large may have decided that slavery is wrong or unethical, yet that hardly matters because there are wealthy individuals, powerful individuals, and determined individuals who will seize control. We simply facilitate and simplify the process.” 
 
    Her heart was beating faster now. 
 
    Erica seldom found herself in situations like this. Normally, she might have to stare down some aggressive boy at a club or maybe turned down an obnoxious bro at a bar, but she glanced around again. She saw all of the wealth, the expensive art, and she knew that her life would never be the same once she stepped across the threshold. 
 
    “What happens to them?” 
 
    “The slaves?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she said. Because she needed to prove that she could do it, she repeated those words, “The slaves.” The word felt strange, yet tantalizing on her tongue. Throughout her life, she had been wealthy. She never faced any real privatization or any threat of not having enough. If anything, her biggest problem had always been a matter of choice. Which convertible should she buy? Which school should she attend? Which diamond necklace did she really, really want? Actually, she could just buy all three. 
 
    “Every kind of slave is available. If you’re interested in a domestic servant, we have individuals who have been trained both in terms of decorum and service.” 
 
    “What else?” 
 
    “There are love slaves,” he told her. 
 
    Love slave? The phrase sounded sweet and soft at the same time, gentle in spite of the fact that they were talking about owning actual sex slaves. “And what do they do?” Erica did her best not to sound especially interested, yet she probably failed. 
 
    “That’s really a matter for you to decide,” Carson told her. “If you are interested in a love slave, we have both boys and girls here who are ready to serve. They’ve already been through thorough training programs, and they will endeavor to please you.” 
 
    “What if they step out of line?” 
 
    “You can always punish your slave if she or he fails to please you,” Carson replied. He made it sound like one more feature in a full brochure of options. Then again, he had probably answer these kinds of questions many times before. 
 
    Only then he surprised her. 
 
    “There’s nothing to be nervous about,” Carson told her. “Some people are destined to be owners. And some people are destined to be property.” He said this with a serene cadence, as though he were helping her relax already. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, stepping across the threshold. “Let’s do this.” 
 
      
 
    Erica had no idea what to expect. When she first heard about this facility, she probably imagined a dank storage chamber somewhere, like some run-down basement filled with cobwebs and ugly metal cages with naked women and men inside each one. 
 
    But now, she followed Carson down the hallway, and she couldn’t help but notice to the exquisitely polished marble floors beneath their feet. They came to another set of double doors, and he swiped his card again. 
 
    Again, warm illumination spilled from this next chamber, only it wasn’t a corridor. Instead, it was another gallery. 
 
    “To the left side, you will see some wild specimens. To the right, we have those who have already been trained,” Carson said. He entered first, stepped politely to the side, and waited for Erica to make her decision. 
 
    For a moment, she started to go to the left, only then she chose the right instead. She couldn’t admit it, not even to herself, but it was hard to over, that nervous flutter deep within her stomach. 
 
    When was the last time she felt like this? Erica really didn’t know. As a rich girl, especially one who learned early on how to intimidate others, both peers and adults, she never got scared. Until now. 
 
    Along the right side of the room, she couldn’t help but admire these beautiful individuals. 
 
    First, she saw servants. 
 
    They were naked except for the collars around their necks. First, she saw a young man, probably a former college boy. If he objected to being on display, he gave no sign of it as he kept his gaze down and forward. 
 
    “Touching is permitted,” he said, “But please don’t damage the merchandise unless you intend to buy it.” 
 
    The merchandise. Buying it. Those phrases made her stomach flutter again. Excitement started pumping through her, especially when she looked at the young man in front of her. It was so easy to imagine him as some brass college guy walking up to her and hitting on her. 
 
    Then, after she summarily dismissed him, he would probably mutter something about how she was some “stuck-up bitch”. But as a slave, he’d never dream of disobeying her, let alone insulting her. 
 
    The corners of her mouth rose. 
 
    When she first heard about this place, she hadn’t known what to think. Of course, she yearned for new experiences. Places like Aspen, Taipei, and the Swiss Alps could only be entertaining for so long before they inevitably became dull and overplayed. 
 
    But this? 
 
    It was amazing and so tantalizing. She reached out, stretching her hand forward, only to stop at the last second like she thought the young men might be hot to the touch. 
 
    “You can scan his QR code to get his biography and services if you’re interested,” Carson told her. 
 
    Erica quickly pulled out her phone again, brought up the scanner, and checked the code beside platform where this boy stood. Through the brief exchange, the slave didn’t react at all. His expression remained professionally detached, as though he went through this kind of examination all the time. 
 
    Slave 5567 was a surfer from California. Clearly, he has consistently worked out and put extensive effort into maintaining his body. He has been trained for domestic duties as well as sexual service. He can cook and clean at a moderately competent level. 
 
    “Should I take you home?” Erica asked. 
 
    “That’s your decision, Miss,” said the slave.  
 
    “Could you try to run off?” Erica had to ask. She felt childish and silly as she said those words, yet some part of her really wanted to know. 
 
    “No, Miss. I have been well-trained, and I will obey my owner in all things.” 
 
    “What did you want to be before?” 
 
    “I’m a slave now,” he said. 
 
    “And what about before you’re abduction?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Miss. How would you like me to answer?” 
 
    She dropped her head down, studied the tips of her shoes, grinned, and shook her head. This was amazing. 
 
    Without bothering to say anything else to the boy, Erica sauntered off to the next specimen. 
 
    She froze when she saw it was a girl. She had sleek, lustrous black hair that framed her face and stretch to down toward her shoulder blades. Her bangs were cute, she stared forward, and she only wore a bra and panties. 
 
    “Why doesn’t this one get clothing?” Erica asked. 
 
    “The curator thought she might be more attractive this way,” Carson replied. 
 
    The black-haired girl looked like she was about eighteen or nineteen. Without waiting for a prompting, Erica scanned the QR code. 
 
    This excellent specimen was a high school cheerleader and valedictorian of her high school class. While on a trip to Europe, she met some unsavory characters and is now available for purchase. She has been thoroughly trained and will serve in all matters, both sexual and domestic. 
 
    “Feel free to ask any questions,” Carson said. Sure, she already spoke to the boy, but maybe he thought she was getting nervous. 
 
    Erica decided to continue on. 
 
    She marveled at these lovely creatures, one male or female after another. There didn’t seem to be any particular pattern, but she saw cute blondes, long-legged redheads, toned males, and a cute girl with chestnut brown hair. With every step, she was tempted to make her selection. 
 
    Instead, she continued on, curious and determined. 
 
    The first set of slaves stood, their bodies taut with determination because they’d all been trained. Ready to serve and almost eager, those slaves had gone through a rigorous reeducation process. 
 
    The people on the other side of the gallery? Not so much. 
 
    A few of them were naked; most wore some form of underwear or lingerie. She saw one girl in a sexy schoolgirl uniform. The skirt couldn’t have been longer than here inches; short, pleated, and plaid, it rippled with its wearer’s every squirming movement. This girl pulled against a set of leather shackles, each one black and shining as it held her arms above her head. Another set locked her ankles several feet apart. 
 
    That girl wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
    Next, Erica spotted a gorgeous redhead. There was something about her fiery red tresses and how they framed her face as she occasionally tugged or twisted against her restraints. A black leather band encircled her arms and waste, holding her wrists at her sides. Her legs were trapped together, and another band locked her seat in place. A third strap looped around her neck. 
 
    With her hands held together, Erica strolled up to her. 
 
    The girl was close enough to touch. 
 
    “Go ahead,” Carson said. 
 
    Erica glanced over her shoulder at her guide, smiled, reached out, and stroked the girl. The redhead obviously wanted to say something, and Erica looked into her eyes before focusing on the gag in her mouth. No, this beautiful girl wouldn’t be allowed to say anything. 
 
    “This is amazing,” Erica finally said. Seeing the well-trained slaves had certainly triggered something within her, but now she felt a fresh wave of desire she through her body. Bright passion heated her skin. She had to lick her lips and take a slow, steadying breath because she didn’t want her escort to realize just how aroused she had become. 
 
    But it was about to get worse. 
 
    Erica passed some boys and girls, each one restrained. When they saw her, they started fighting. Maybe they hoped to communicate something with their wiggles, especially since the gags in their mouths made it impossible for them to talk. 
 
    Then a cunning, feline smile touched her lips when she saw the boy ahead of her. 
 
    “This is amazing,” she said. 
 
    “If you recall, your invitation included a note.” 
 
    “It did,” she said, recalling the electronic message that soon deleted itself right after she opened it. 
 
    Up ahead, she saw someone special. 
 
    Yes, the young women and men in this gallery were gorgeous. All of the lines and curves of their bodies seemed perfect. The girls looked amazing and the guys were hot, but this was singular and unique. This was something she didn’t know how to explain. 
 
    Danny. 
 
    She saw him there, naked. 
 
    Unlike the other boys, he wore something besides the shackles around his wrists and ankles. A metal band encircled his waist and looped down toward his crotch. Then, metal rods encircled and ensnared his genitals, making sure he couldn’t get erect or aroused. 
 
    Erica turned back to Carson, “You did it. You really did it.” 
 
    “And he can be yours,” Carson said. “Free of charge.” 
 
    Danny heard those words. Not only that, he saw his stepsister and started frantically struggling. Just like the others, he had a black ball gag in his mouth. The rubber shined as he twisted and pulled, struggling as hard as he could. He fought with all of the power his muscles possessed, but it wasn’t anywhere near enough. Clearly, the people who ran this gallery understood what it took to keep their property helpless. 
 
    “Danny, Danny, Danny,” she said. Erica knew she should focus on Carson and the discussions at hand, yet she really wanted to give her brother some attention. Seeing him like this definitely made her smile, but not for the reasons one might have expected. 
 
    Danny wasn’t sexy like the other young men here. He didn’t have the bulky muscles or rippling physique those other males possessed. Instead it, he was lithe and almost girly. There was something about his thin chest and his dainty limbs that made her smile. 
 
    “If I took him home, how would I control him?” 
 
    “There are a couple of options,” said the guide. “We have created several very useful control collars. There are certain electrical impulses within the human body that can be influenced and manipulated using an app. Chemical manipulation is also a possibility, and electroshock therapy always works.” 
 
    She heard those possibilities. 
 
    More importantly, Danny heard them too. With each second, he stared at his sister, desperate and frightened. His heart was probably pounding. 
 
    “Can I touch him?” Erica said. 
 
    “By all means,” Carson replied. 
 
    She reached out and placed her hand over his chest. Sure enough, she could feel his quickened pulse, one racing beat after another as this frantic boy listened and tugged on his bonds. But it was clear he wouldn’t be able to break free. If the athletic men all around him were trapped, then Danny didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    “This is incredible,” she said. 
 
    “What about the legal issues?” 
 
    “We would be happy to make sure his power of attorney is shifted over to you, along with all of his assets.” 
 
    “This is very generous of you,” she said, thinking of Danny’s warning and how she would run out of money in her inheritance. “Why?” 
 
    Carson smiled at her. “The gallery is looking to expand to a second location. Your family owns a warehouse we want. We’re willing to make a trade: Danny here in exchange for the assets we require.” 
 
    “Couldn’t you just take them?” Erica asked, her eyes narrowed slightly. 
 
    “We could,” Carson replied delicately, “But that is and how we prefer to function. If we stole from you, we would have an enemy. If we can make a fair trade, then perhaps we can be friends. If, after you play with Danny, you might even come back as a customer.” 
 
    “I see…” 
 
    At this point, Danny shouted. He screamed with all his might into his gag, but Erica still couldn’t understand what he might be trying to say. 
 
    For several delicious seconds, she turned back to her brother and imagined him. 
 
    She thought of the possibilities and what she might get to enjoy. 
 
    This could be fun. This could be amazing. Images of a black dress and a white apron, maybe a cute leotard and a short skirt, or perhaps nothing at all… 
 
    Turning back to Carson, she smiled and held out her hand, “Mr. Tucker, I believe we have a deal.” 
 
    “How would you like to train him?” 
 
    “About that…” 
 
      
 
    Danny tried to warn his sister because he always thought he was smarter than her. While she meandered from one class to another, just barely passing, he worked hard, focusing on his education because he saw the potential his family had. 
 
    They were rich, obviously. And yet, the idea of “rich” definitely existed on a spectrum. Tens of millions couldn’t compare to the idea of having a billion, and that was definitely his goal. 
 
    In order to succeed, he would meet people. He reached out, tapping into different networks as he grew up. He tried to make friends with the best, smartest, and most ambitious people. Along the way, he tried to understand those hidden networks of power. Sure, elections, social media, popularity, and public accolades meant a lot, but Danny understood how back room deals would always be a part of every power structure. 
 
    He wanted to be in that back room; he wanted to understand how every piece fit together. 
 
    That’s how he learned about The Gallery. 
 
    When he first visited, he walked between the different stalls and stands; he studied the girls and enjoyed the way they all looked. 
 
    Danny knew he never would have been able to get with one of these girls on his own. He was smart, but he wasn’t physically intimidating. Most women, whether they could acknowledge it or not, secretly yearned for someone taller, broader, and more powerful. It was probably evolution or maybe social conditioning. He didn’t know, and he didn’t really care either. 
 
    But he could potentially buy one of these girls for himself. She could be trained before delivery and sent to his penthouse to begin serving his every need… 
 
    Except something stopped him. 
 
    He didn’t know if it was an attack of conscience, cold feet, or a fear of government intervention. The gallery employees assured him that the local politicos knew all about their operations and that they had permission to operate. 
 
    Somehow, he didn’t believe them. 
 
    That’s why he walked away. But since he didn’t make a purchase, he made an enemy. 
 
    Just as he tried to leave the gallery, two people stepped in his way. A man and woman. They were both tall. The man was broad and looked like he might be able to lift a car. The woman was tall too, only she exuded a different kind of confidence, like she knew different ways to knock Danny to his back. 
 
    “Are you sure you wouldn’t like to make a selection?” Carson Tucker asked from behind Danny. 
 
    “I think I’m just going to leave now,” he said. 
 
    “And what about that warehouse?” 
 
    They had talked about the trade, the same one which would be offered to his sister a few days later. “I don’t think that would be a good idea,” Danny said. If he couldn’t buy a girl, he certainly wasn’t going to offer up some of his family’s assets in exchange for one. 
 
    “Excuse me,” he started to say. 
 
    He strode forward, thinking the two gallery employees would just step out of his way, especially if he exuded the confidence and determination of a leader. 
 
    It didn’t work. 
 
    They grabbed him, and one of the employees pulled out a syringe. He felt a sharp bite against his neck and the instant blackout. Maybe it took longer, but he couldn’t remember. 
 
    The next thing he knew, he was naked, locked in a chastity belt, strapped to a wall, and on display in the gallery. 
 
    At first, he had refused to struggle, thinking someone would come for him. He was an important man, after all. He managed several business ventures, all of which required his daily input. 
 
    But then one day went by and another and another after that. 
 
    No one told him anything. No one came for him either. 
 
    Instead, he stood there on the display platform along with the rest of the inventory, and wealthy customers began to stroll by. At first, he really couldn’t believe it. He didn’t think anyone could possibly consider purchasing him, especially because his family had money! 
 
    It didn’t matter. 
 
    Danny had to endure the humiliation of getting examined by different women and men. Normally, they saw him, and they squealed the same thing over and over again, “Oh, he would be such a cute sissy slave! We could turn him into a maid or a doll! We could keep him locked up until our parties, and we could bring him out for all of our friends to play with!” 
 
    A few of them even talked about what he might wear, “I’m thinking something really, really cute. He needs to be put into something like a little pink dress, you know, something with a really fluffy skirt and maybe puffy shoulders, you know?” 
 
    One woman even came close to buying him. “How much is he?” 
 
    Her guide discreetly leaned forward and whispered something into her ear. 
 
    “No, I don’t think I want this sissy that badly,” she decided. 
 
    Danny had felt this bizarre twinge: of course, he wasn’t supposed to be a slave, and no one was supposed to be able to actually purchase him, but he was still insulted. He wasn’t worth it? Really? 
 
    And then he saw his sister. 
 
    Erica had sauntered into the facility, and she looked at the other boys and girls first, the slaves who had been thoroughly tamed and broken. Danny didn’t know how it happened or what kind of training regimen they went through, but he always marveled at the fact those slaves could stand and pose, unrestrained. 
 
    None of them ever tried to escape. 
 
    Why not? What compelled their obedience like this? 
 
    If anything, they seemed eager, like they couldn’t wait for the chance to be purchased. They were like pets at a pound eager to be adopted. 
 
    When Danny spotted his sister, he freaked out. He started struggling, torn between relief and terror. He knew his sister and just how flighty she could be. He understood that their minds simply didn’t work the same way. She cared about the number of friends and followers she had online. Likes and laudatory comments mattered so much more to her. 
 
    But then she made the decision. 
 
    She was going to take him home. 
 
    That’s when he felt it again, a sting at the side of his neck. 
 
    And again, the world disappeared into a haze of black. 
 
      
 
    When he woke up, he didn’t know where he was or what had happened. Distantly, he knew he was thirsty and that a lot of time had elapsed, but how much? When he flexed his arms and legs, he knew it had been more than a day. His muscles were stiff, and he found himself in a cage. 
 
    The cage was long and narrow. He lifted his arms up without opening his eyes and pushed his fingertips against a smooth, polished surface. His hands reached out, and then he touched the cylindrical bars next. 
 
    Instinctively, he reached down for his crotch, and that’s when he felt the cage again. 
 
    He had never understood why they made him wear one but not the others. 
 
    He pushed on the surface over his head again. Eyes open now, Danny concentrated on finding some way out of here. He wasn’t going to be held as a prisoner! 
 
    As hard as he worked, he couldn’t get out, and then a door opened. He turned his head to the side and saw her black high heels. She wore exquisite, sleek shoes. She strode forward over the carpet, only to crouched down. 
 
    “You’re awake,” Erica said. 
 
    That’s when Danny realized he no longer had the ball gag in his mouth. “Let me out of here!” 
 
    “Only when you beg,” she said. 
 
    His lips hardened into an angry line, and he clenched his teeth. 
 
    Unlike so many of the other slaves who went through the gallery, Danny had never been trained, so he didn’t fear his sister. Besides, he had known this girl for a long time, and he understood that she wasn’t smart enough to pull this off on her own. 
 
    “I’m not messing around, Erica,” he snarled. “Let me out!” 
 
    She didn’t. Instead, she reached into her pocket and pulled out her phone. She swiped her finger along the screen for a few seconds as she opened it app. What the hell was she doing? Answering a text message? 
 
    Locked in the cage on the floor, Danny refused to shout or scream; he wouldn’t sacrifice what little dignity he had left to get her attention. 
 
    “Beg,” she said again. 
 
    “I’m not begging you for anything! You’re nothing but my dumb, airheaded—” Before he could finish, she dropped her thumb down against to the screen. The device registered the command, sent the signal, and that’s when the collar activated. 
 
    He didn’t know about those tiny needles poised just above his skin, nor was he aware of the electrodes pushing down against his flesh. 
 
    A cry got ripped from his throat. 
 
    Hot electricity burned through his body, shooting from the collar’s battery pack and straight into his unprotected frame. Trapped in his cage, he twitched, writhed, and cried out as the pain overwhelmed him. 
 
    Throughout his life, Danny had worked hard, studying, learning, and focusing on complicated situations. But pain? This rich boy never faced any kind of real pain, certainly nothing worse than stubbing his toe or banging his elbow. 
 
    Now the world morphed into that bright light of agony. 
 
    It only lasted for a second. 
 
    “Are you ready to beg now?” 
 
    He opened his mouth. She still had the device poised in front of him. 
 
    He wished he could reach out through the bars of his cage and tear the device from her grasp except his sister had every advantage. 
 
    If he intended to get out of here, he’d have to cooperate, especially because there was nothing stopping Erica from standing up straight and sauntering out of the bedroom. 
 
    “Go on,” she teased as she savored that look of chagrin on his face. He hated being helpless, but there was nothing he could do to stop her, not here, not now. She was in control, and they both knew it. 
 
    Fine, he thought. Danny had been in positions where he needed to humble himself in front of other people for one reason or another. Teachers and managers had demanded more from him, so he told himself these were just words that didn’t truly matter. 
 
    “Erica. Please, would you please let me out of this cage? Please, I can’t take it. I don’t want to be in a cage anymore!” 
 
    “What are you?” 
 
    “What?” Danny asked, obviously confused. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “What are you?” Erica replied. 
 
    “I’m your brother?” 
 
    “Stepbrother,” she corrected, “More importantly, you are my slave now—my property.” She giggled like this was some sort of game. 
 
    “Slavery is illegal!” 
 
    “But illegal stuff happens every day,” she retorted. 
 
    Danny started breathing faster. His heart kicked in his chest, and he slammed his hands up against of the roof of his cage. 
 
    “Oh, you don’t want to throw a tantrum. Maybe I need to help you calm down. Then I’m sure you’ll be willing to tell me all about how you’re nothing but my sissy slave now.” 
 
    Sissy? What was she talking about? 
 
    He didn’t understand, but then she touched the surface of her screen again, and that’s when he felt the pricks against his neck. They were softer and less painful than the injections he received when they first abducted him. 
 
    Almost immediately, this fuzzy, buzzing warmth fluttered through his body, and he started to smile? Yeah, he was smiling, but he didn’t know why. This felt good. Really good. 
 
    Erica grinned down at her brother in his cage, “You know, if you’d worn a collar on like this, I bet we would have been a lot closer as kids. It would have been so much easier for me to control you. Now, are you a sissy slave?” 
 
    “I don’t know?” Danny said, only his voice sounded like it came from far away, at least to his own ears. “Am I?” 
 
    “Yes, you are,” she told him, her tone dripping with condescension. “You’re a sissy slave, and now you’re going to admit it to me.” 
 
    “I’m a sissy slave,” he told her. 
 
    “And you can’t wait to obey me, can you?” 
 
    “I can’t wait to obey you,” he said. Something about the drugs pumping into his bloodstream just made it feel so good to agree with everything this pretty girl said. 
 
    “That’s because you’re just a dumb little sissy, and you deserve to be in that cage, don’t you?” Hot glee simmered in her chest as she said those words. As long as they had known each other, she had always been the pretty one, while he was the smart one. For once, she could say whatever she wanted, and he had to agree. He couldn’t respond with some obnoxious retort or piece of evidence he had read about on some obscure website. 
 
    “I’m just a dumb little sissy,” he said. “And I deserve to be in this cage.” 
 
    “Good,” she said. 
 
    Erica opened the top of the cage, and she held out a hand. “Go on, take it,” she said. Her brother blinked, obviously confused, but then he took her hand, and she pulled him up to his feet. “Look around. What do you see?” 
 
    He obeyed, slowly taking his time as he looked at the rest of the room. From the pristine, white carpet to the white and lavender sheets on the fourposter bed, plus the pink walls, he had to say, “This looks like a room for a little girl.” 
 
    “Actually, it’s your room. You see, this is your cage right here, and it’s going to stay here for those times when you disobey or need a timeout. Of course, I can also tie you down to the bed and play with you that way, but I want to get you dressed right now. Go check out the dresser.” 
 
    He obeyed automatically. With those drugs running through his system, he couldn’t even imagine a scenario where he might disobey her orders. Disoriented and compliant, he walked over to the dresser, and he picked one of the drawers. “Open the second to the bottom one,” she said. 
 
    He didn’t answer, but he did follow her command. 
 
    Danny reached down, opened the drawer, and she asked, “What do you see?” 
 
    “Panties,” he said. 
 
    “Those are my gift to you. They’re hand-me-downs, and they’re going to look so cute on you. Find something especially girly.” 
 
    The drugs may have made him compliant, but they didn’t strip him of his ability to think completely. He reached down, and he picked out white cotton panties. Clearly, those weren’t girly enough. He went on to another pair. These were soft and silvery, like some sort of silk, and they had little flowers embroidered along the back. 
 
    But then he spotted a pink pair of panties. 
 
    “Put them on,” she said. He held up the pink panties, saw the cartoon penguins along the back, and he grimaced. 
 
    But still, this woman had given him in order. She told him to put them on, and he didn’t know how to fight back, not with the obedience-inducing drugs running hot through his body. 
 
    Before he could even try to catch up and understand what was going on, he slid the panties up his legs and all the way over his chastity belt. 
 
    Somehow, Danny managed to struggle through the narcotics in his bloodstream to turn back to his owner, “Why am I wearing a chastity belt?” 
 
    “Because I want you to know that you don’t get access to your body because it isn’t your body anymore. You belong to me, Danny. Besides, I think you’re going to want to work really, really hard to make me happy, especially if it means you get the chance to play with that little guy.” 
 
    She reached down and brushed her fingers along the panties. They were so smooth to the touch. Yes, she had worn the several times, but they were clean, and they looked adorable on her brother. 
 
    “Now, let’s get you dressed.” 
 
    She pointed toward the bed. 
 
    Danny turned around, and he found the outfit waiting for him. He saw the leotard, the padded bra, the black dress, and the white apron along with the stockings and high heels. 
 
    “I can’t wear that,” he said. His voice lacked any kind of real vehemence, like he still didn’t understand how important this could be or what it might represent. 
 
    “Oh?” Erica teased. “And why is that?” 
 
    “That’s a maid uniform,” he replied. 
 
    She stepped forward, brushed her fingers through his hair, and grinned because she knew he would look like such a sweet sissy. He had the bone structure for it, the diminutive frame, and there was just something about his eyes. They were so pretty, especially with those long, dark lashes. 
 
    “Right now, you’re going to be my maid. You’re going to follow me around and do whatever I say.” 
 
    “I’m going to follow you around and do whatever you say,” he repeated. 
 
    “Tell me you’re going to be a pretty maid.” 
 
    He hesitated, but only for a second. Clearly, his personality tried to fight against the drugs, but the compelled him to follow her orders, no matter how humiliating or demeaning they might be. 
 
    “I’m going to be a pretty maid,” he said.  
 
    “And you’re going to kiss my feet and do whatever I say, won’t you?” 
 
    His eyes widened. 
 
    When they were kids, she demanded he kiss her feet when he broke a vase and didn’t want her to tell anyone. It had all been an accident, but he had been terrified of getting down on his knees in front of his sister. 
 
    And now, some of that old dread coursed through his body. Maybe it was even strong enough to burn away some of the drugs swimming beneath the surface of his skin. 
 
    “I don’t think I can…” 
 
    “Maybe you’ll feel better once your dressed,” she said. “Because this is your life now. If I want to, I can shock even to obedience or I can just give you another dose of medicine. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “That’s right,” he said without truly understanding the implications of those words or his agreement. 
 
    She patted him on the head, placed one hand on the small of his back, and nudged him toward the bed. 
 
    “Put your arms up,” she ordered. There was something so intoxicating about telling him what to do. For so long, her brother had secretly intimidated her. Not physically, obviously. He looked too much like a middle school girl to really frighten Erica that way, but he was smart. 
 
    Or at least, he had been. 
 
    “I’m thinking of getting your extensions,” she said. “We could make sure you have this really nice, soft blonde hair. What do you think of that, Danny?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. He blinked a couple of times, like he wanted to get his brain to reboot, only he could enforce his mind to go in the right direction. 
 
    She chuckled, patted him on the head, and said, “Don’t worry. You’ll look so cute in just a little bit.” She picked up the bra, wrapped it around his chest, and grinned. From there, she lifted then undershirt. It was just a tank top, but it would look cute on him. She pulled it down the length of his chest. 
 
    Sure enough, he looked like he had real breasts now. 
 
    Perfect. 
 
    With that same grin, she grabbed the leotard and held it out. He stepped into the slinking, white material. It pulled against his curves, making sure he looked like he had the physique of a young woman. It was tight around the chest and made it harder for him to breathe, but he didn’t complain. He couldn’t. 
 
    Erica let her eyes wander his feminine build again and those sweet curves. Within minutes, she’d turned her brother into an obedient girl. 
 
    My sissy slave, she thought rapturously. 
 
    Working his way through his new wardrobe, Danny put everything on. Soon, he only had a few more pieces. She couldn’t wait. 
 
    “Feet in your shoes,” she ordered. 
 
    Because she felt helpful and wanted to play with him, she set out the high heels for her brother. He slipped his toes down, but only after he pulled up the stockings. 
 
    And when he finished, she grabbed the apron, slipped it over his dress, and grinned at him. This boy had given up his masculinity, everything that made him a man. From the lock around his genitals to the snug address, the bra, and those degrading panties, he was now ready to serve her. 
 
      
 
    “Follow me,” she ordered. They sauntered through the house and into the large living room. She sat down on the couch, crossed one leg over the other, took out her phone, and pointed to a spot in the middle of the floor. “Kneel there. I’ll let you know when I want you to serve me.” 
 
    He obeyed without thinking. 
 
    After a little while, she detected movement from the corner of her eye. Sure enough, her feminized slave started look around as the drugs cleared from his body. Then he glanced down along the length of his outfit. He could feel the puff skirt with the white trim, the constrictive bodice on his dress, and the extra weight pushing down on his chest. 
 
    “Would you like to see a picture of yourself?” Erica teased. 
 
    She turned the phone around, aimed the lens at her brother’s face, snapped a picture, and grinned down at the result. 
 
    “What, what’s going on?” Danny asked. 
 
    “What do you remember last?” 
 
    “I, I don’t know…” 
 
    “Okay,” she said magnanimously. “Basically, you pissed off the wrong people. They wanted to make a deal with you, but you wouldn’t cooperate, so they decided to kidnap you and sell you to me in exchange for a few real estate concessions.” 
 
    He started to get up, but her voice cut through the air, “No. Stay down.” 
 
    Danny hesitated. He wanted to continue standing; that much was obvious, yet he couldn’t bring himself to defy her, not while he remained disoriented and still had a few traces of the drugs in his bloodstream. 
 
    When he kneeled again, Erica flashed another bright smile. “There we go. That’s right. Just do as you’re told, and everything will be a lot easier.” 
 
    “Why am I dressed like…like…” 
 
    “Like a French maid?” Erica teased. “Because that’s how I want you for now. Don’t worry. There are lots of other cute outfits, and I’m sure you’re going to love being my doll. But right now, I busy just want you as a servant.” 
 
    “I’m not your servant! I’m your—” 
 
    Erica pressed a different button on her phone, and the electricity sizzled through his body. He was knocked back. 
 
    She got up, walked over to him, and gingerly placed one foot on his sternum. Then she smiled down at him. “Danny, you are my slave and my property now. I bought you. Oh, and the lawyers are working on all of the arrangements now. After today, I’ll own all of your property, all of your assets, and I will have both medical and legal authority over every aspect of your life.” 
 
    His eyes widened as he heard those words; Danny didn’t want to believe it was possible, but then he never imagined any situation like this could ever arise. 
 
    “To begin, you’re going to lick my toes. You’re going to worship my feet with your mouth like an obedient slave.” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “Because I told you to,” she answered simply. “And because it would be fun for me.” 
 
    She sat back down again, lifted one foot, slipped off her high heel, and waited for him to crawl forward. 
 
    He didn’t. 
 
    She wiggled the phone in front of him. “Should I punish you again? Or maybe I should just start adding time to your chastity sentence.” 
 
    “Chastity sentence? What does that mean?” 
 
    “When do you think I should let you out of that cage?” He heard those words and freaked. 
 
    Erica burst out laughing when his eyes got big and he quickly jerked up his skirt. He looked down and reached for the chastity belt. He struggled as hard as he could, but his fingers couldn’t get any purchase, and he couldn’t pull the belt down or off. His shaft, even underneath those sleek panties, remained locked up and out of his reach. 
 
    “Get this thing off of me!" 
 
    “Nope,” she said, letting the sound pop out from her red lips. 
 
    “Please, Erica…” 
 
    “Nope,” she said again. “And from now on, you’ll address me as your Mistress.” 
 
    He inhaled, sucking in a breath. Part of him must have hated the idea of yielding to her, but what other choice did he have? 
 
    Besides, Danny was a smart boy; he had spent a lot of time studying power structures. Within moments, he came to the obvious conclusion: he didn’t stand a chance, not against his sister. She could do whatever she liked with him. 
 
    “Yes…Mistress.” 
 
    She giggled, and he might have enjoyed those sounds had they come from some other girl at some other time. But right then and there, he knew those chortles signified his new status as a sissy slave. 
 
    “My toes,” she said, wiggling those digits in front of his face. 
 
    He exhaled slowly and hated himself for doing it, but he still saw no other option. Danny crawled forward, dipped his head down, and he wrapped his lips around her big toe. He kissed the first one. 
 
    “Suck it,” she commanded. 
 
    Maybe it was the drugs. Maybe it was his fear of his sister, but he gave in again. He latched onto her big toe and started sucking.  
 
    “Good boy,” she said. She started to run her foot along his face. She jabbed at his forehead, brushed her toes down the ridge of his nose, and watched that look of utter humiliation splash across his face. 
 
    “You know what I love most about putting you in a French maid uniform?” Erica asked as she kicked off her other shoe. Now he had ten toes pushing against the sides of his face. “It’s the fact the you actually fit the uniform. You look like such a cute little sissy. I mean, you want to be a man. I get that. That’s probably why you studied so hard or whatever, but this is who you were meant to be, Danny. You were meant to be a feminized slave.” 
 
    “No,” he grumbled. “That’s not true.” 
 
    “What was that?” Erica asked as she brought the tips of her toes back up right in front of his mouth. 
 
    If he said anything, Danny knew she would shove her foot right back between his soft lips. 
 
    Still, he had to try. 
 
    Just as he suspected, he began to answer, and she slipped her toes forward. “Lick them,” she ordered. 
 
    He started licking again. He stopped talking because he knew his sister wouldn’t listen. She was having way too much fun with him. She loved knowing she could command him and own him. 
 
    “To start, I’m thinking a year would be a good amount of time for your chastity sentence. Obviously, I can add time to it. And hey, maybe if you do a really, really good job, I’ll decide to take some time off. That could be pretty fun, I think.” 
 
    “No!” Danny tried to call out, only he couldn’t shape any real words around the soft curves of her foot. 
 
    “Don’t speak with your mouth full,” she teased. Then she pulled her foot back, and she grinned at him. “That was fun, don’t you think?” 
 
    “No,” he stated emphatically. 
 
    “But now, I think I want you to get down on your hands and knees and tell me that I’m smarter than you, Danny. Tell me that’s why I’m in charge and why you have to wear that control collar around your neck from now on. Oh, and don’t forget your chastity cage.” 
 
    “Please, just let me go…” He hated sounding so pathetic, but what other choice did he have? Perhaps, if he played on her sense of mercy and fair play, she might release him. 
 
    Probably not. 
 
    “Let me think about it,” she said, touching a finger to the corner of her cheek. Then she pulled her hand away, grinned at him, and said, “No. But don’t worry. After I’m done playing with you, I’m going to let you clean my house.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m going to use you as an actual servant, Danny.” 
 
    “But I…” 
 
    “What? What were you going to say?” 
 
    He tried to backtrack, “Nothing.” 
 
    “No,” she countermanded, “Go on. Tell me what you were going to say.” 
 
    “You can’t do this. It’s not fair. I’m better than this.” 
 
    “Better than what?” 
 
    “I’m not a servant!” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “That’s exactly what you are. Now, tell me how I’m smarter than you.” 
 
    “You’re smarter than me,” he grumbled. 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “You’re smarter than me, and that’s why I belong in this control collar and a chastity cage,” he replied, obeying her command from before. 
 
    “Does that mean you’re nothing but a dumb little sissy?” 
 
    “Yes…” His voice trailed off. He hated having to utter those words, but he didn’t see any other choice either. 
 
    “Good girl,” she reached down and pinched his cheek. “Don’t worry. I’ll start making you wear makeup when I get around to it.” 
 
    His eyes flickered with shock. 
 
    The panties had been bad. The bra was worse. The dress was the most humiliating aspect, but makeup? Really? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    At once, Danny could see that his sister wasn’t joking. She looked forward to seeing him pluck his eyebrows, apply foundation, and pucker his mouth for a dark shade of red lipstick. 
 
    “Tell me that you’re looking forward to cooking and cleaning for my friends too.” 
 
    “Mistress,” he replied, “I’m looking forward to cooking and cleaning for your friends too.” 
 
    “And you’re going to follow all of their commands, won’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Why is that again?” 
 
    “Because I’m nothing but a feminized slave,” he answered. 
 
    “That’s right!” She clapped her hands together, rose to her feet, lifted her skirt, and he felt his shaft twitch. 
 
    Danny hated that moment. Yes, his sister was gorgeous. There was something so amazing about the sweet lines of her face, the luster in her hair, and the way her eyes sparkled. He had checked her out so many times, only to look away furtively because he was supposed to be smart enough to control himself. 
 
    But now, being close to her activated those deep desires. And he couldn’t even do anything about them! Danny wasn’t even allowed to enjoy an erection. 
 
    She shimmied out of her panties, sat down, and spread her legs. With her skirt pulled back, she beckoned for him to crawl forward again. But this time, he wouldn’t be licking her toes… 
 
    “This is going to be one of your duties from now on, slave,” she told him. “Whenever I want an orgasm, you’re going to give me one. I’m going to call you over, you might be in the middle of some other menial task, but that’s okay. This will always be your top priority. Say it.” 
 
    He hated himself for surrendering, and she could see the anger shoot across his face, but it didn’t matter because he still said, “Serving you will always be my top priority.” 
 
    “And hey, just think, you won’t have to stress about making any important decisions ever again because you’re just a dumb little sissy. Say it.” 
 
    “I don’t have to stress over making any decisions because I’m just a dumb little sissy.” 
 
    Erica spread her legs, reached down, ran her fingers through his thick hair, grabbed on, and yanked him forward, pulling him between her inner thighs. Within moments, his lips brushed along her sex, and he had no choice. He had to serve her. 
 
    “Lick,” she ordered. 
 
    Just like that, he started to eat her out. He pressed against her sex, parted his lips, pushed his mouth against her opening, and his tongue flickered out. 
 
    All at once, hot, wild sensations blasted through her body. She clenched down, closing her eyes, bunching her shoulders, and grinning ferociously. Within seconds, she started laughing. Ecstatic, she couldn’t stop herself. 
 
    He kept licking. 
 
    Danny served her just as a feminized slave should. He worked his mouth along her crevice, sending hot pulses of pleasure through her body. She savored every second of it. 
 
    Yes, the physical sensations were delicious, but it was more than that. There was the psychology of it, the knowledge that her brother belonged to her. She could dress him as a cute little baby girl, a precocious adolescent, or some horny bimbo. 
 
    She could have whatever she wanted, and he wouldn’t be able to stop her! 
 
    “Maybe I’ll teach you to start begging for the controlled drugs,” she said. “What you think of that? I can make sure you don’t even remember how to think for yourself.” 
 
    He whimpered. 
 
    “What? You don’t like that? I need telling me you don’t want to be some zombie bimbo?” 
 
    He whimpered again. 
 
    “Danny, you’re going to have to be a very, very good sissy if you don’t want me to take away the rest of your independence.” 
 
    He took the cue and licked her ferociously, darting his tongue up and down, left and right, and in tight little circles. He could feel the firmness of her clit beneath the tip of his tongue as he continued to work. With frantic movements of his lips, tongue, and neck, he worshiped her with everything he had. 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered. Then her voice became louder. “Yes, yes, yes! Oh, that feels good! That feels so good! Keep going! Don’t stop! Don’t you dare stop, you stupid little slut!” 
 
    Those kinds of words would have struck her as misogynistic coming from someone else. And yet, her feminized slave would obey her and follow her commands. He would do anything and everything she said. 
 
    With this in mind, she grabbed onto his hair and pumped his face along her slit. She forced him to go deep. 
 
    Within a few more seconds, she could no longer hold out. The sensations coalesced, bunching together as they morphed into this incredible geyser of wild heat had done controlled desire. 
 
    Unlike her feminized slave, she could climax whatever she wanted. 
 
    Like right now. 
 
    She didn’t let go. If anything, her grip tightened as she climaxed. The ecstasy swept through her, scouring away every other thought, every idea except for one image: Danny on his knees, dressed as a French maid, licking and serving her. 
 
    Finally, she pulled his head away. 
 
    Satisfied, her face flushed, and breathing hard, she looked down at him. 
 
    He had bowed his head down low, almost as though he couldn’t summon the dignity to look at his sister. 
 
    “I think I want a sandwich,” she said. “A BLT sounds nice. Go make me one.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said as he rose to his feet and scurried away. 
 
    She reached out and grabbed his ass beneath his skirt. 
 
    He glanced back, blushed, and hurried off to please his Mistress. 
 
    This was going to be incredible, Erica knew. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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