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    Vanessa’s Revenge 
 
      
 
    Three years ago, when Vanessa first heard about Crystal Canyon, many of her teachers and even some of her friends warned her about that place. They told her that working in a mining town could be difficult. Sure, the city was booming, but the population was mostly male. If she went, she was going to face a great deal of sexism and misogyny. The men there wouldn’t respect her or her degree. 
 
    Good. 
 
    Vanessa had been naïve and eager, thinking that she could handle all of the arrogant, male aggression in the world. She got hired by one of the leading firms because of her stellar grades and impeccable publications. She knew a lot about the mining industry, even if she never got her hands dirty. Her analyses and models were very valuable, so she was quickly hired on with a local consulting firm. 
 
    While there, she met Gavin. 
 
    Young and handsome, he sauntered around the office in his expensive suits. Older than her by a year or two, he knew so much. He understood office politics, math, economic forecasts, and people. Gavin was the kind of guy who could stroll into any conference room and quickly convince everyone there that he knew exactly what he was doing. More often than not, he had to make up things as he went, but no one else would have known. 
 
    Just as importantly, he took a special interest in Vanessa. 
 
    At first, they only discussed business. When he first asked her out for coffee, she was a little bit wary, thinking that maybe this would lead to a date or something. She didn’t want to mix her personal and professional lives, but she agreed to go out with him anyway. And that afternoon, they talked about nothing but business. It was refreshing and intellectually stimulating. 
 
    Maybe all of her mentors and friends had been wrong about Crystal Canyon. Maybe the men in this area were really evolved. 
 
    Then one day, she arrived early at work, and he showed up at her cubicle. 
 
    “You’re looking lovely today,” he said. 
 
    Vanessa looked up at him, suddenly nervous. There was something about his gaze. It seemed completely different from their previous conversations. He was no longer looking at her like she was an equal or someone who might have something fascinating or intellectually relevant to contribute. Instead, his eyes locked on the swell of her breasts, and the curves of her legs. 
 
    For the first time, she regretted her choice of a skirt. Was it too short? No. She wasn’t going to let herself think that way! 
 
    “I don’t think my appearance is relevant,” she said icily. 
 
    Gavin leaned in. He was so utterly confident and cocky. “Actually, it is. I’m not sure if you know this, but you were hired partially based on your looks. You’re a sexy girl. There’s nothing wrong with that. You should be proud of all of your attributes.” 
 
    Vanessa’s lips parted; she couldn’t believe what she was hearing. 
 
    “This is inappropriate,” she said, thinking that she was going to go talk to someone in Human Resources. 
 
    “Trust me, you don’t want a bad reputation, not here. You have so much potential, Vanessa. Maybe we should go out again?” 
 
    The idea made her stomach ripple with disgust, at least what she thought about this from a professional perspective. She found herself glancing up again, only to feel herself ensnared by the simple fact that he was very handsome. There was something about the lines of his face, the darkness in his eyes, and the shine of his hair. She started to wonder what it would be like to kiss him. 
 
    For the first time, Vanessa realized that she hadn’t gone out on a real date since she graduated from college. 
 
    Swallowing back her trepidation, she shook her head. “No. I’m not going to do it.” 
 
    “You sure about that? It would be unfortunate if your career here came to an end so abruptly.” 
 
    “Are you threatening to fire me?” Vanessa asked, thinking that this could be grounds for a sexual harassment claim. 
 
    “No,” he said, though she could tell he was lying. 
 
    “Just think about it, babe.” 
 
    Babe. 
 
    She heard that word, and she wanted to leap up and slap him hard across the face. She imagined what it would look like if her nails slashed across his cheek. It wouldn’t cause any real damage, but those scratches would make it clear that he couldn’t intimidate her or manipulate her. 
 
    Then he walked away, just as confident as always. 
 
    Vanessa sat in her chair for several minutes. Then an email arrived in her inbox. 
 
    What’s it going to be? The message came from Gavin. 
 
    She spent the rest of the day thinking about it. 
 
    Vanessa really had no idea what she was supposed to do in this situation. Sure, she could go to someone in Human Resources, but she understood how this company worked. People had warned her, after all. More than that, she was one of the very few female professionals in the company. There were plenty of secretaries and assistants, but Vanessa was the only one who really contributed to the important decisions and discussions. 
 
    Her lungs clenched at the thought of giving up or just quitting. 
 
    She tapped her fingers against the desk. 
 
    Little by little, she convinced herself that she wanted to do this. 
 
    Maybe it sounded crazy, but she thought that if she spent some extra time with Gavin, she would be able to get the upper hand. It was a nice idea. 
 
    She sent him a message, and they decided to meet at a nearby bar. They chatted and flirted. They argued with one another just a little bit. She could see that she held his attention and enticed him. More than that, his eyes kept sweeping down toward her cleavage. She had chosen a tight top, something revealing and sexy. It felt like a second skin on her. Plus, with her short skirt, she managed to show off the best parts of her thighs. 
 
    If the men and Crystal Canyon wanted to be aggressive and pretend that sexual harassment didn’t exist, then she could use her own appearance as a weapon. She imagined herself tricking this boy, teaching him to eat out of the palm of her hand. He could imagine himself as some wild predator, but he was a boy, and every male could be manipulated. Or so she wanted to believe. 
 
    So Vanessa went out with him. 
 
    As they chatted, she decided to be aggressive. She reached out and touched his hand. There was a little spark, literally, the snap static electricity. He continued to chat with her, teasing and flirting with her. 
 
    He complemented her, talking about her lovely eyes and her magnetic personality. “When I’m around you, I can’t quite think clearly,” he said. 
 
    That was exactly what Vanessa wanted to hear. She needed to imagine herself as powerful and sexually charged. 
 
    A little while later, she found herself back at his apartment. She didn’t have to cross that threshold; she didn’t have to walk through his door. But then, they were kissing, it felt good. All of her misgivings faded away, replaced by the arousal running through her body. 
 
    It felt good to have his hands on her thighs, on her ass. She loved the way her body molded to his and how he kissed her. With every second, the heat spiraled through her body, turning her on more and more. This was incredible, wonderful, precisely what she needed. 
 
    Guiding her expertly, Gavin brought her back into his bedroom. She fell onto the mattress, and then he was on top of her. His eyes blazed as he looked down at her. “You’re so beautiful,” he said. 
 
    Coming from another guy, those words would have seemed cheesy or pathetic somehow. But when Gavin said them, he knew exactly how to own them. 
 
    For some reason, she wanted to giggle, only then his hand glided down beneath her skirt, and he was stroking her knee, then her inner thigh. His fingers got closer and closer to her panties. 
 
    Her mouth started to get dry, like she couldn’t really think clearly. With every inhaled gasp of air, she savored the heat of his body. 
 
    She started to push him away, just to see what would happen. He grabbed her wrists and pinned her. That triggered something else in her. It seemed primordial and irresistible. She didn’t feel like a young analyst or the kind of girl who wanted to be an executive someday. No, she was a female, and there was this perfect specimen poised on top of her. 
 
    He kissed her again, his lips warm and firm. Then he leaned in, and now he kissed her neck. He grazed his teeth over her skin. It was incredible. 
 
    Vanessa tried to think about taking control. She wanted to tease him, right? She was supposed to show him that she was in charge. All those nice ideas began to buckle, fracture, shatter, then fade away. No, this was too good. 
 
    Although he pulled one hand away from her wrist, she kept her arms above her head, as though she had been tied down. Vanessa couldn’t quite explain it. Maybe it was simply the power of her arousal. All of her desires came together, and now she enjoyed the way that he stimulated her. 
 
    With his free hand, he ran his digits up and down the length of her slit. He hadn’t reached into her panties yet, but she still started to moan. Little gasps of desperation morphed into something louder and faster. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “You horny slut,” she heard it. 
 
    Vanessa’s eyes widened, and she wanted to get offended, only he pressed down again, and she could feel her juices soak into her panties. 
 
    You horny slut. He had said those words to her, right? 
 
    Despite her arousal, indignation stabbed into her. But then, maybe she just imagined those words. Maybe she hadn’t really heard him say them, especially because he was stroking her now, a steady rhythm, his fingers moving up and down. At the same time, he continued to lick and gently suck on her neck. All of the attention made her want to moan. 
 
    She easily discarded those words. 
 
    You horny slut. 
 
    They didn’t seem important, not anymore. Maybe later she would decide that she cared. 
 
    “More,” she said. 
 
    She thought she heard him chuckle. Was he laughing at her? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    For a man like Gavin, this was so easy. As far as he was concerned, women were always easy to manipulate. They had all of these insecurities, these needs that could be tweaked and pressed, making sure they responded in just the right way. A girl like Vanessa might want to think that she was independent and strong willed, but she could be nudged in the right direction with a smile, a complement, maybe an insult. 
 
    At this point, he didn’t really care. He continued to finger her, stroking her, his digits moving faster and faster. Just as she was about to climax, he pulled his hand away, and then he withdrew his hand from beneath her skirt. 
 
    Kneeling, he sat up, and Vanessa stared at him with utter confusion on her face. 
 
    Before she could say anything, his hand shot underneath her skirt and grabbed her panties. He pulled them down along the length of her legs, uncovering her sex. And just like that, he unzipped his pants. 
 
    She saw his shaft. She felt as though he was taking something from her, but Vanessa couldn’t worry about that. As the desires raced through her body, she watched as he came forward again, only this time he kissed her and the tip of his cock pressed up against her pussy. 
 
    “Yes. Please,” she said because he kept teasing her. His member moved along her opening, lightly gliding, and she really needed to feel that strength and solidity. She wanted the tumescence of his cock deep inside of her. 
 
    Her fingers pushed down into the palms of her hands as the desperation mounted. 
 
    “Please! Please, take me!” 
 
    She sounded like some damsel in distress in some stupid fairytale, but she couldn’t make herself care. This felt good, way too good. More. She needed more! 
 
    He pulled back just enough to look down into her eyes, and she found that condescending grin right there on his face. 
 
    Vanessa felt like she had been played. All of her plans came rushing back, reminding her of how badly she had failed, but then he pushed down, thrusting into her. 
 
    All of her longings tightened into pleasure. The tension worked through her body, pulling her nerves taut—and she loved it. Vanessa craved more; even as she breathed heavily, panting through the sensations pulsating within her body, she waited for that moment of completion. 
 
    Gavin pushed down, thrusting into her hard. He was on top of her, he held her down, he could have done whatever he wanted with her. They both knew it. 
 
    You horny slut. Those words kept reverberating behind her eyes, echoing with the truth. She felt dirty, but she liked it. She wasn’t supposed to be this kind of girl. Throughout her life, she had yearned to be an ardent feminist. Even before she understood what those words meant, she had always wished to be the aggressive girl on the playground, the one who could boss anyone else around. 
 
    But now, she found herself on her back, pinned and helpless. Tentatively, she tried to push up against him, only to feel his strength. 
 
    Something occurred to her. Just as he pushed down, one thought shot through her mind. This was biology: evolution. Something within her DNA made her crave this kind of attention. 
 
    Maybe that really did make her into nothing but a horny slut. 
 
    He pushed down, his shaft strong and hard as he stretched the walls of her opening. Then he pushed in, going deeper. He started to pull back. Some part of her worried that he might try to withdraw entirely. But now, he shoved into her again. With every movement, every undulation of his hips, she whimpered again and again. 
 
    Yes. This was evolution. She had been designed for this. She was supposed to be a girl, obedient, a plaything. She could be taken. This man was bigger than her and stronger than her, so he could take her if that’s what he wanted. She was just lucky to have been chosen. 
 
    Even as those thoughts played out behind her eyes, Vanessa hated them. Something told her that this was wrong. It felt right, but it couldn’t be accurate. She was supposed to be an intelligent, articulate young woman. 
 
    He continued to work her, hard and fast, one thrust after another. As he did, Vanessa gave in. Pretty soon, she stopped thinking altogether because it was easier that way. 
 
    Only then, she came closer and closer to an orgasm. 
 
    “Now,” Gavin growled into her ear. 
 
    For a second, Vanessa didn’t comprehend what he meant, not until his shaft began to pulsate. With every swift movement of his body against hers, the grinding friction pressed her closer and closer to an orgasm. 
 
    Everything morphed. 
 
    When the pleasure cascaded through her body, reaching a crescendo, she let out a keening wail of satisfaction. It felt so good! This was what she wanted. This was what she needed. 
 
    No. 
 
    She flashed back to her original plans, to somehow seduce this man and wrap him around her little finger, to seize control. 
 
    He pulled off of her. He looked down into her eyes, and he asked, “Do you want some money for a taxi?” 
 
      
 
    Vanessa had been used. 
 
    Over and over again, she tried to shake that idea from her head. She reminded herself that she was an adult, so she could go have sex if she wanted. She could enjoy herself. It was her prerogative. And yet, Gavin had been such a cliché, a handsome, alpha male who could seduce any girl. 
 
    She felt like a fool. 
 
    Other girls were supposed to be seduced. Other girls were supposed to be the bad examples, not Vanessa. With her good grades, her impeccable resume, and her letters of recommendation, she was supposed to be a paragon of feminist ambition. 
 
    But she had let some guy at work trick her. 
 
    She had agreed, obviously, but she still felt like some idiot. When she first started working at the firm, she overheard a couple of assistants bragging about their boyfriends in Crystal Canyon. They were debating who would get married first and who had the better guy. Of course, it came down to a question of how much money he would make. 
 
    Vanessa had been completely disgusted by that conversation, and now she felt just as dumb as those girls. 
 
    She had to get a handle on this. 
 
    That’s why, the next day, she marched into Gavin’s office. She didn’t wait to get permission from his secretary, and she slammed the door. It felt good, especially as she glared at him. “We need to talk about last night.” 
 
    “It was fun, but I’m afraid that it means your employment here is no longer appropriate.” 
 
    What? 
 
    As Vanessa processed those words, she considered one simple fact. She had marched in there, thinking she would threaten him with a visit to Human Resources, or she might even quit. 
 
    But right there, he made it clear in one sentence that she was fired. 
 
    Vanessa needed to believe that she was strong-willed and capable of rolling through any complication. But right then, she could only stammer out one word, “Wh-what?” Her brain refused to process the word correctly. 
 
    Gavin got up, and he strolled over to her. “Young lady, I’m very sorry about this, but I don’t feel your continued employment here would really make sense. Don’t worry. Some of the other engineering firms are hiring. I can make some calls if you like.” 
 
    All of her venom dissipated, vanishing as he turned around and walked back to his desk. “You can leave now,” he said. 
 
    Strangely enough, Vanessa did exactly what he wanted. 
 
      
 
    After that, Vanessa seriously thought about leaving Crystal Canyon. It would’ve been easy to move to another city, somewhere more evolved. And yet, she kept thinking about her old bravado. She really wanted to believe that she would be strong enough and smart enough to make it in this mining city. 
 
    But how could she do that when the men wouldn’t take her seriously? 
 
    Worse, she wondered what Gavin was going to say. 
 
    The city had several significantly sized companies, but she also knew that the male employees would talk, chat, and brag. If she applied somewhere else, she would definitely get a reputation. 
 
    The guys there would assume that she was nothing but a horny slut. 
 
    “You horny slut,” Gavin had said to her. At the time, she had liked it. 
 
    But now she felt enraged. She didn’t know if she felt more disappointed in her boss or herself. Either way, she had to do something about it. 
 
    Unfortunately, there just weren’t any options. She had enough money saved up to hang out in the city for a little while, but she was going to need another job. Considering her training, she could make a lot of money, but only if she could get hired. Occasionally, at her darkest moments, she wondered if she should have taken Gavin up on his offer to help her find more work. 
 
    Then she would snort, disgusted, and she would start thinking about what else she might be able to do. Leaving was probably the wisest move. Someday, she might be able to track him down again and flaunt her success. Because really, that seemed like her only option, at least until Kelly called her up. 
 
    “You have to come over right now. There’s something I need to show you.” 
 
    “I’m really not the mood,” Vanessa had said. She and Kelly had been friends since Vanessa had first moved to Crystal Canyon. It was easy enough, considering that there just weren’t very many females around. Unless Vanessa wanted to talk about football or video games, she needed some female companionship. 
 
    “Okay, I get that. I know you’re going through a hard time, but I really, really need your help with something.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “It’s Mitchell.” Her boyfriend. 
 
    Considering her single status and what had just happened, Vanessa shivered at the thought of any guy. “What about him?” Kelly was a big girl; she should have been able to take her boyfriend to the hospital if something was wrong. 
 
    “Look, I’m just worried I’m going crazy or something.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “There’s something wrong with him. I think I’m not sure. I guess there’s something wrong with him. Or maybe not?” 
 
    “Kelly, you aren’t making any sense.” As she paced back and forth in her apartment’s small living room, Vanessa rubbed the ridge of her nose as she tried to fight off a headache. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Please, just come over. I have something I have to show you!” 
 
      
 
    As Vanessa drove over to Kelly’s apartment, she seriously thought about just leaving town. Sure, she hadn’t packed, she had no plans, and no place to sleep, but it would’ve been easy. She could have continued straight down the highway, straight out of Crystal Canyon, never to return. 
 
    But no. Like so many other women out in the world, she felt like she had to be a good friend and do what was expected of her. At the time, she felt like a fool for following that same line of reasoning. Maybe she just needed to be selfish. 
 
    She was right about that, just not the timing. 
 
    Because she was a good friend, Vanessa turned toward her best friend’s place. She parked outside, where everything seemed normal. No cop cars, no ambulances, nothing like that. If there was something really wrong with Mitchell, then it would be subtle. 
 
    Vanessa wondered if maybe he had attacked his girlfriend or something. If so, Vanessa was going to punch him hard right between the legs. 
 
    That thought made her smile, especially after everything that happened with Gavin. Somehow, the idea of being really mean to a boy definitely appealed to her. She enjoyed these little fantasies as she walked up to Kelly’s front door. In each image, Vanessa could slap, whip, or spank some guy she worked with. There were so many. More than that, they all had talked down or hurt her at one point or another. Even the guys who tried to be reasonably evolved and treat her with respect still seemed willing to denigrate her contributions. 
 
    With her temper barely in check, she waited for Kelly to open the front door. 
 
    “You’re here!” Kelly called out just as the door swung inward. She threw her arms around her best friend. “Thank you for coming. I’m serious, this just doesn’t make any sense, and I need someone else to tell me I’m not crazy.” 
 
    “I don’t get it. You said there was something wrong with Mitchell.” 
 
    Kelly relaxed her grip on her friend’s shoulders. As she stepped back, she reached up and ran her fingers through her dark brown hair. She wore glasses, and she currently had on a little bit of lipstick. Like so many other young women in Crystal Canyon, her employer had a rather strict dress code for the female staff. 
 
    “Yeah, I think there is something wrong with him.” Kelly exhaled, puffing out her cheeks. Then she nodded to herself like she had come to some kind of decision or conclusion. “Okay, follow me.” 
 
    She turned around and walked deeper into the small apartment. They went right to the bedroom. Vanessa had been in there a couple of times, especially before she and Kelly had gone out to drink or dance. 
 
    But now, they walked into the bedroom, and there was Mitchell, down on his knees with his eyes aimed toward the floor. 
 
    Rather than say anything, Vanessa glanced over at her friend. 
 
    For his part, Mitchell didn’t seem to react one way or another when they entered the room. He looked okay. There wasn’t any blood, no bruises or anything like that. “What’s going on?” Vanessa needed to know. She was getting tired of asking that question. 
 
    “Okay, so I’m just going to do a couple of things, and I want you to watch him, and I want you to tell me what you see.” 
 
    “Fine.” 
 
    Vanessa crossed her arms over her chest as Kelly stepped between them. 
 
    “Mitchell, touch one finger to the tip of your nose.” 
 
    He obeyed, raising his hand. 
 
    Kelly glanced back at her friend, like this was supposed to be meaningful. With a shrug, Vanessa kept waiting. 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    Mitchell obeyed again. 
 
    “Do jumping jacks.” 
 
    He continued to follow her commands. He hopped up and down, swinging his arms and kicking out with his feet to the left and right. 
 
    “He looks fine,” Vanessa said. 
 
    “Does he look like he wants to say something?” 
 
    That’s when Vanessa glanced over at Mitchell’s face. Sure enough, his cheeks were red and his eyes wide. His lips were open, but not because he was breathing heavily. He’d only been doing jumping jacks for a few seconds. He definitely looked like he wanted to say something. 
 
    “Is there something wrong with his voice or something?” Vanessa immediately imagined a case of strep throat or something. 
 
    “No. That’s not it. In fact, I can make him say whatever I want.” 
 
    “Is this a game?” 
 
    Kelly immediately turned back to her boyfriend who kept working out in front of them. “Mitchell, is this a game? Be honest.” 
 
    “No!” Just a second later, still breathing heavily, he continued, “This isn’t a game. I don’t know what’s going on, but it feels like I can’t stop myself.” 
 
    “He’s messing with you,” Vanessa said. 
 
    “That’s what I was thinking at first, but I want to show you something.” 
 
    “What?” Vanessa asked, narrowing her eyes slightly. More and more, this felt like some kind of trick. She didn’t think it was a prank, if only because that wasn’t something Mitchell or Kelly would do. Still, uncertainty gripped her chest because Vanessa had never encountered anything like this before. 
 
    Kelly walked over to the small garbage can in the corner of the bedroom. She reached down and pulled something out. It looked like the shredded remains of sweatpants. At first, Vanessa didn’t know what she was seeing, but then she recognized that the dark red fabric. 
 
    “Are those his favorite sweatpants?” 
 
    “They are.” 
 
    Just a couple of weeks before, Kelly and Mitchell had argued in front of her. It was playful, more teasing than anything else, yet Kelly had kept going on and on about how he needed to get rid of those ratty sweatpants. Apparently, they had been one of the first things Mitchell bought back in college, and he wanted to keep them. According to him, they were lucky. But in reality, he just loved teasing his girlfriend with that pair of pants she hated so much. 
 
    But now, they had been cut up with a pair of scissors and thrown away. 
 
    “Did you do that?” 
 
    As if she was remembering something, Kelly glanced back at her boyfriend. By this point, his face was bright red, and a sheen of sweat had appeared on his forehead. “Stop,” she said. 
 
    At once, he landed and stood there. 
 
    “We have to figure this out. You have to take me to the hospital,” he said to her. 
 
    “No. Be quiet.” 
 
    His lips parted again, it seemed like he wanted to say something, only his expression became distant. 
 
    More and more, Vanessa had to come to the very clear conclusion that this wasn’t a prank or a joke. They weren’t just doing this for her benefit. 
 
    But then, what did that mean? 
 
    Vanessa considered her friends. She stared at Kelly first, then Mitchell. 
 
    Vanessa licked her lips, and she looked back at him. “Get down on your knees.” 
 
    His eyes widened for a moment. There was this look of fear on his handsome face, yet he lowered himself down to his knees, just the way she had found him. 
 
    Vanessa felt this perverse desire. “Hold your hands behind your back.” 
 
    He complied again, doing exactly as she commanded. “Raise your chin.” 
 
    Over and over again, he followed her orders like he couldn’t think for himself. He almost looked like a dog, she thought. He had somehow become a toy, doing whatever she wanted. 
 
    “Have you been spending much time online?” Kelly asked. 
 
    Vanessa didn’t say anything for a short while. Her mind was reeling as she tried to understand how something like this could happen. 
 
    “No,” she said slowly. “Why?” 
 
    “Because I think it’s happening throughout the city. Heck, it might be happening everywhere in the world right now.” 
 
    “No. That’s not possible,” Vanessa said, immediately dismissing the idea. Her skepticism made sense. After all, people had free will. It wasn’t like women or men just had to do whatever they were told. Sure, there was always coercion or threats of violence, but no one actually had to follow orders. 
 
    …Except for Mitchell… 
 
    Without really trying, Vanessa started to get excited. She could feel this little tickle of energy run down her spine, straight to that special spot between her legs. She was getting hot and excited. Wet. 
 
    Vanessa tried to push those thoughts aside, but she couldn’t help but think about how good it would feel to take complete and perfect command in the bedroom. 
 
    When she had been with Gavin, that had been her fantasy. She thought that her feminine wiles would give her every advantage. She thought it would be intuitive, like she could just snap her fingers and he would obey. 
 
    Apparently, that’s how things worked between Mitchell and Kelly. 
 
    “This can’t be happening everywhere.” 
 
    “I’ve seen three different blog posts from Crystal Canyon.” 
 
    “Tell me. Tell me what you really think is happening.” 
 
    Kelly looked right back at her friend. “I think, for some reason, the men in the city can no longer disobey any command given by a woman.” 
 
    “Why do you think it’s only women?” 
 
    “Because this has been happening for a couple of days now.” 
 
    “What?” Vanessa asked with one sharp breath that slid between her teeth. 
 
    Kelly glanced over at her boyfriend who remained kneeling with his hands held behind his back. He looked like a prisoner, Vanessa thought. Simultaneously, she enjoyed another little thrill at the thought. 
 
    “Tell her.” 
 
    “For the last couple of days, I’ve done anything and everything Kelly told me.” 
 
    “It’s more than that,” Kelly explained. “I mean, at first, I thought that he was just being helpful, like he wanted to be a good boyfriend or something. But then it happened more and more.” 
 
    “Tell me about it,” Vanessa commanded, her eyes shifting back to the prone boy. 
 
    Boy. It was easy to assign that designation when he was so amenable and pliant. Boy—it made him sound so meek and malleable. Considering he might do anything she said, the term seemed to fit. 
 
    Mitchell spoke almost mechanically. “Whenever I hear an order, it feels like I have to obey it. I’m not sure why I’m doing this.” After he finished talking, he blinked, only to look back up to Vanessa. 
 
    Intrigued, the young woman looked at him again. “Tell us a secret.” 
 
    “I’m turned on by wearing panties,” he said, his voice flat in neutral, just as before. 
 
    Vanessa immediately giggled, only then she glanced over at her friend. Kelly didn’t seem especially pleased by this revelation, probably because she had already known about it. 
 
    “Please don’t do that with him,” Kelly said, sounding slightly irritated. 
 
    Vanessa repressed a snort before nodding her head. “Sorry. I didn’t really think about it.” 
 
    “You know, I think you’re going to have to be careful with this. I mean, if all of the guys can’t help themselves, then they are going to be in very vulnerable positions.” 
 
    Vanessa considered this, and then she started to smile. “You’re right,” she said. 
 
      
 
    The next day, Vanessa had on a black skirt, a dark red blouse, and a black vest. Her sleeves shimmered slightly in the light as she strode straight toward the lobby. She walked through one of the glass doors, and then a security guard noticed her. Considering that she had recently been fired, it made sense that he would be aware of her name and face. 
 
    It would be his responsibility to remove her from the premises, she knew. 
 
    As she walked forward, her high heels clicking against the stone floor, Vanessa couldn’t really believe that she was going to try this. 
 
    Back with Kelly and Mitchell, it had seemed perfectly obvious. He had lost the ability to resist. Not only that, Vanessa had gone home and watched several videos. She didn’t know how long it would take before the local news stations picked up the story, but there were plenty of women online discussing this new development. 
 
    Ultimately, just like Kelly and Vanessa, they all came to one conclusion. Men had lost the ability to resist any command. Even a suggestion would be enough to prompt obedience. 
 
    Kelly at first called to get Vanessa’s opinion. Together, they confirmed that Mitchell would do anything. They had made him crawl, strip, and dance. They had asked him to answer a variety of questions. At one point, after he had finished one order and before they had given another, he looked up at them. “Please, you’ve proven your point! You can do whatever you want with me!” He sounded desperate, angry, and scared. 
 
    The two girls had looked back at one another, only they didn’t feel any real sympathy. Instead, they enjoyed this newfound power. The authority seemed to flow through their bodies, exciting the two of them. Vanessa could tell that Kelly was turned on by all of this. 
 
    “Just be quiet,” Kelly finally said. 
 
    Mitchell’s eyes got big as he registered that command, only then he relaxed. His face flushed slightly, probably because his heart was pounding, and he started to stand, but it was Vanessa’s turn. 
 
    “Stay down.” 
 
    Silenced and immobilized, he didn’t dare defy either woman. 
 
    Yes, they could do whatever they wanted with Mitchell. 
 
    As she walked forward, Vanessa tried to distract herself from the guard by considering exactly what Kelly was doing with her boyfriend at that exact moment. For the most part, they had always been a happy couple, although they had, like most, had their occasional fights. Sometimes they argued over his ratty clothing. Occasionally, he wouldn’t do his fair share of chores. 
 
    Clearly, all of that was about to change. 
 
    “Excuse me, Miss, but I believe you know you can’t be here,” the guard said. He was taller than Vanessa by several inches. Broad and strong, he looked like the kind of professional who could do a good job of escorting any number of miscreants out of the building. 
 
    Vanessa had always been a good girl, following the rules. But now, she was going to try to break them. 
 
    She attempted to say something. “You know you can’t be here,” he said, his tone patronizing and paternalistic. 
 
    It was enough to spark something within her. “Be quiet,” she said. 
 
    His lips parted, and it looked like he wished to speak, only his voice abandoned him. 
 
    Vanessa still didn’t feel certain, especially as she glanced around the mostly empty lobby. A woman stood off to the side, her eyes drifting towards the glass windows as she waited for her ride. Another guy in a suit stood back, his attention fixated on his phone as he typed out a message. 
 
    No one paid any attention to Vanessa or the guard. 
 
    “Give me your wallet.” 
 
    As his lips parted again, he obviously needed to try to speak to her. Stumbling and stuttering, he fought to get something out. It was bizarre. Vanessa had seen comedy skits like this, where some guy might desperately want a candy bar or something, so he would reach out for it, only to yank his hand back. Now, however, she saw this guard who didn’t understand what was happening. 
 
    His hand drifted down to his pocket, and he took out his wallet. Obediently, he gave it to her. She took it from him, and then he tried to snatch it back, his hand belatedly coming toward her, only Vanessa spoke faster, “Freeze.” 
 
    With one word, she locked him in place. 
 
    “I guess it really does work on all of the men,” Vanessa said. 
 
    She glanced around the lobby again. It was late enough that most people had already gone home, although she had one individual in particular with whom she wanted to meet. 
 
    “Please escort me to Gavin Roan’s office.” 
 
      
 
    She felt less nervous now. 
 
    Vanessa had an escort, after all. No one was going to challenge her. Even if some of her former coworkers spotted her, they would just assume that she had come back to pick up some of her personal effects or something. 
 
    Luckily, she didn’t see anyone she knew. She rode the elevator up with her escort. Once they were alone in the elevator, she looked back at him. “What did you hear about me?” 
 
    “I heard that you had tried to seduce your boss, that you didn’t know how to do your job, and that you needed to be fired. Apparently, you had been a pity hire.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “We’re at a corporation, so we are subject to some really intense scrutiny,” said the guard. Vanessa was almost impressed by how well he articulated himself, although she also found herself incredibly irritated by this narrative. Seriously? A pity hire. She had exquisite credentials, perfect grades, and plenty of recommendations from some important people. She had worked for her position! 
 
    “I see,” she replied icily. 
 
    Vanessa seriously thought about punishing this man. It would have been easy enough, only she held back, simply because she had someone else in mind. 
 
    The elevator doors opened, and he glanced back at her. “How are you doing this?” 
 
    “Haven’t you figured it out yet?” Vanessa teased, each word sharp. “I’m a woman, so I’m better than you. We are in charge now.” 
 
    He started to inhale, and Vanessa realized he meant to call out for help. She had no idea what he was going to say. Maybe he would just shout some visceral warning. He could have even lied, calling out, “Bomb!” 
 
    That would’ve ruined her plans, so she smirked and ordered, “Be quiet.” 
 
    Just like that, he lost the ability to speak again. 
 
    That made her smile. 
 
    “Take me to his office.” 
 
    The guard moved mechanically, walking straight ahead. He turned, and then he turned again. 
 
    When they got to Gavin’s office, Vanessa tried the door. Of course, it was locked. Frustration jolted through her, at least until she remembered her guide. “Open it,” she said to the guard. 
 
    As he tried to speak, he nonetheless stepped forward, took out his ring of keys, and he opened the door for her. 
 
    “Excuse me?” came a blustery, male voice from within the office. 
 
    Perfect. 
 
    “Go back to your desk, do your job, and don’t tell anyone I was here.” Vanessa issued those orders to the guard, so he immediately turned around and walked away. From there, she stepped into Gavin’s office. 
 
    She remembered the first time she had been here. Even as he started to speak, sounding flustered and irritated at the same time, Vanessa let her eyes wander along the shelves. Gavin had several minor awards he had earned from different charities and community organizations. 
 
    He was a bastard, more than just in the make and model of his car, yet he still enjoyed those personal connections. After all, when he worked with charities, he might have the opportunity to meet local entrepreneurs, community leaders, and politicians. Everything he did was for his own aggrandizement. 
 
    As she thought about this, Vanessa shook her head, surprised that she had ever been impressed by this man. “You have to get out of here right now before I call security,” he said, apparently having not noticed the guard from before. 
 
    “Gavin, shut up,” she said with a dismissive wave of her hand. 
 
    His lips pressed together, and he tried to say something; that much was obvious. 
 
    Strangely enough, Vanessa enjoyed watching men try to speak. It was kind of adorable, she thought. For too long, the male half of humanity had been shouting, growling, and whining its way to preeminence. Maybe it was time the boys learned to be quiet for a while. 
 
    Yeah, she liked that idea and she liked it a lot. 
 
    “What? You don’t want me to touch this award?” 
 
    She picked up a profoundly stupid black and gray stone sphere. She held it up, and he reached out with his hand. Apparently, he valued this award. 
 
    She tossed it into the air, only to catch it. 
 
    Realizing that he couldn’t speak, Gavin nonetheless shot out from behind his desk, and he rushed over toward her. 
 
    “Stop,” she said. 
 
    His legs immediately froze, his feet apparently planted to the floor. 
 
    Yes, this thing, whatever it was, definitely affected all of the men. Well, maybe not all of them, she reflected, but definitely the one who interested her the most. 
 
    “Gavin, you and I are going to have a nice conversation right now. We’re going to discuss your behavior, your choices, and how things are about to change around here.” 
 
    Still locked in place, he didn’t react to her declaration. Although his legs didn’t move, he was glancing around the room, almost like he expected to be able to reach out and grab a lever or a button, something to change his current predicament. 
 
    “Do me a favor and go lock the door. Oh, and I also want you to call security and cancel the cleaning for tonight.” 
 
    Gavin got up, and he walked to the office door. He turned to the latch, securing it again. Next, he glanced at her, his expression brightened with this fun mix of anger and fear. There was definitely a lot of confusion there on his face as well. 
 
    “Good boy,” she teased. “Don’t forget the second part,” Vanessa added, batting her eyes. She sounded sweet, although it was obvious she meant to mock him. 
 
    Still confused yet obedient, Gavin returned to his desk, he picked up his phone, and he hit one key as he held the handset to his ear. “Please cancel cleaning for tonight.” 
 
    “Tell them you will be working late,” Vanessa said, unable to suppress a giggle. 
 
    He glared at her hard. 
 
    Even so, his voice stayed flat as he said, “I will be working late.” 
 
    “Hang up the phone,” ordered Vanessa. 
 
    Gavin hung up the phone. 
 
    The moment he did, she clapped her hands together as she locked her eyes on him. “My oh my. What am I going to do with you?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. Once he answered, he seemed to be able to speak for himself. “What’s going on here? What are you doing to me?” 
 
    He gulped, and then he glanced over at the doorway. Gavin must have run through the calculations. There was no way he would be able to get out of his office before she ordered him to stop once again. 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious? I’m in charge now,” she told him. 
 
    “What are you doing to me?” 
 
    “I’m not sure if you have heard the news,” Vanessa said. “But all of the men in Crystal Canyon have to do whatever they’re told.” She batted her eyes sweetly again. “Like right now, you are going to get down on your hands and knees and crawl over to my feet and kiss my shoes.” 
 
    “There’s no way I’m going to—” Gavin began to say. Like so many other men, he needed to assert his independence and defy this woman, but he was already on all fours now. He started to crawl, just the way Vanessa wanted. She studied that look of chagrin on his face as he approached her, just like a dog. 
 
    “Look at that. I like seeing you crawl, Gavin. After everything you did, you need to be treated like a mutt, I think.” 
 
    He probably wanted to say something, only her command still held control over his muscles, so he leaned in, and he kissed the toe of her left shoe, then the right. 
 
    After that, Gavin sat up. 
 
    “You know, if you’re going to act more like a dog, you should be dressed like one. Strip.” 
 
    His hands went to the buttons of his expensive, silk shirt. He took off his tie, and he slipped his arms out of his sleeves. As he did this, Vanessa studied the contours of his body. He may have been a jerk and a bastard, but he was still very attractive.  
 
    Actually, Vanessa decided she could use this to her advantage. As the different plans percolated within her mind, she walked over to his desk. She sat on the edge and turned around. With her arms crossed over her chest, she studied him as he stripped off the last of his clothing. His fingers twitched and shook slightly as he pulled off his boxers. But after that, he was naked. 
 
    Not only that, he was hard. 
 
    Vanessa could clearly see his erection pointing upward. 
 
    “You like being naked with me, don’t you?” 
 
    He didn’t respond. 
 
    “Answer me.” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “I bet you would love to be on top of me again, especially now. But that’s only because I’m in charge.” 
 
    He glared at her hard, his expression tight with barely contained rage. 
 
    “How about this? You want to be close to me? You want to get me out of my panties?” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “Tell me how you really feel.” 
 
    “I want to hold you down and fuck you,” he said. 
 
    “You poor boy. That’s not going to happen. But let me tell you what will happen. I’m going to take off my panties, and I’m going to put them in your mouth, and then I’m going to touch you. You’re going to taste my juices while I make you desperate. And you know what the best part is? I’m going to tell you to remain still. I won’t need to use handcuffs or ropes or anything like that. The simple fact that I can make you will stay will be enough. Because if it’s my will against yours, you’re going to lose every single time, Gavin.” 
 
    As she finished her explanation, she slid her feet from her high heels. After that, she hitched up her skirt, and she pulled down her panties. 
 
    Open your mouth,” she ordered. 
 
    Still braced on his hands and knees, he parted his lips, which made it easy for her to stick her panties right in there. She gagged him with her underwear. Sure enough, he could taste her excitement. By this point, she had thoroughly soaked her panties. 
 
    Vanessa had never known this about herself, but the ability to command men absolutely turned her on. With the arousal playing through her body, she thought of that one night she spent with this man. Now she was going to get to make up for it. She thought she could manipulate and control him. 
 
    Now she didn’t even have to bother. A few words would be enough to rip away his willpower. 
 
    “Get down on your back, Gavin.” 
 
    He obeyed. 
 
    “Spread your arms and legs.” 
 
    Again, he did exactly what she wanted. With his shaft still pointing toward the ceiling, he kept his shoulders straight and his eyes directed upward. 
 
    Vanessa stood above him as he held her panties between his lips. She tilted her head to the side and grinned down at him. “You don’t like this, do you? Tell me the truth.” 
 
    He answered with a muffled, “No.” 
 
    “Good. Now, these instructions are very important, but I think even a boy like you will be able to follow them.” She smirked girlishly before telling him, “You cannot move your wrists or ankles. The rest of your body is free, but those parts of your body will not move.” 
 
    Gavin didn’t say anything, he could still feel the tension play through his body. The words coming from her mouth were enough to seize control over his muscles and joints. It didn’t matter how he tried to react. At this point, he may as well have been shackled to that spot on the floor. 
 
    This office had been his sanctuary, a place where he could have sex with the secretaries and negotiate important deals. If he happened to be exhausted, he could have a drink and rest for a little while. 
 
    His sanctuary had been turned into a cage by this young woman, a girl he had already fired! 
 
    “Would you like me to touch you?” 
 
    At first, he couldn’t quite talk because of her panties. She allowed him to try to work his lips and tongue around her underwear for a few more seconds before she plucked the garment from his mouth. 
 
    Right away, he couldn’t help himself. He just had to antagonize her because he thought he could argue, shout, or win this through pure aggression. It was probably going to take him a while to realize that subservience was really his only option. Women had learned this lesson a very long time ago. Now it was his turn. 
 
    “Screw you! I’m going to make you pay for this, you bitch!” 
 
    “Apologize,” she said after a theatrically elongated sigh. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Apologize like you mean it,” Vanessa ordered. 
 
    He hated every second of this, but his lips started to move. “I apologize for saying those things. They were rude and out of line.” 
 
    “You’re never going to say anything like that to a woman ever again. You know why, Gavin?” 
 
    “Why?” He didn’t have to ask, yet some perverse sense of curiosity forced the question out. 
 
    “Because we are the superior half of humanity now. We are going to be in charge. Even if it only happens in this city, women are going to rule you. Think about it, Gavin. Up until this point, you have been a manager. You have been in charge. I’m sure you worked very hard and had to make some tough decisions to get to this spot, but you know what? You have also enjoyed the advantage of simply being a guy. When people look at you, they automatically assume you know what you’re doing. But that’s not going to be the case anymore. From now on, women will be in charge. And when they see you, they’re going to see a cute piece of ass.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes, Gavin. Say it. Tell me you’re inferior.” 
 
    “I’m inferior.” 
 
    “Who’s better than you?” Vanessa asked. Without even really trying, she adopted the condescending tone plenty of girls use when talking down to children or pets. 
 
    “You are.” 
 
    “Because I’m a woman?” 
 
    This time, he didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    “Yes, because you’re a woman. You’re better than me because you’re a woman,” he was forced to reply. 
 
    “Good. I think you deserve a little reward for that.” 
 
    She turned around, kneeled, and then she stroked his balls. Her fingers lightly grazed his skin, and he began to moan. Having forgotten about her previous command, Gavin tried to move. For him, sex had always been akin to a hunt; he was the predator. Whether he needed to control or intimidate women, he could always win, or so he had believed. But now, he may as well have been tied to the floor. His arms and legs could only barely move, which meant he writhed helplessly while this beautiful girl touched him and stroked him. 
 
    Tension filled his body, forcing him to freeze for a few seconds. 
 
    Inhaling and exhaling through his nostrils, Gavin fought hard to retain control over his body, because I was the only way to defend his dignity. Even so, it was so simple for this girl to wrap her fingers around his shaft. She moved her hand up and down, gentle little caresses and strokes. It wasn’t enough pressure to get him off. 
 
    In those first couple of seconds, Gavin tried to convince himself that he didn’t really want an orgasm. And yet, his body turned against him. When he seduced this girl, her instincts had taken over. Now, she teased the different set of buttons to put him in that exact same position. All the while, she tilted her head down. Some of her bangs fell loose, falling in front of her face as she smirked at this helpless man. 
 
    “Oh, you look so frustrated. You must really hate this.” 
 
    He opened his mouth, desperate to tell her to screw off, but her former order held him back. He couldn’t insult her, no matter how much he wanted to. 
 
    Then she took her hand away, and he hissed again. 
 
    “Tell me how you’re feeling.” 
 
    Just like Kelly’s boyfriend, Gavin couldn’t lie or dissemble. “I’m turned on. I’m so desperately turned on right now,” he said, clutching his eyes shut, if only so he could try to hide some of his shame. 
 
    “You know, if you tell me about how much smarter I am in you, maybe I will touch you some more. Would you like that, Gavin?” 
 
    Flashing his teeth, he pulled his lips back like some kind of wild animal. The frustration surged to through his body, and he yanked, twisting from side to side, yet the invisible shackles of her willpower held him down. 
 
    “I have all night,” she said. Her eyes sparkled mischievously. “And so do you.” 
 
    “Please, stop this.” 
 
    “No,” she said, grinning. 
 
    He exhaled again, desperate to break her hold, but there was nothing he could do. 
 
    “You fired me, Gavin. I was doing my job, working hard, but you had already taken what you wanted, so now I get to take what I want.” 
 
    “What, what do you want?” 
 
    “Your dignity. Your power. Your job.” 
 
    He started thrashing again, twisting his torso from left to right and back again, only then she grabbed his shaft, squeezed, prompting another moment of desperation. 
 
    “You liked that. Tell me you did.” 
 
    “I like this! Yes, I liked it! It felt so good!” 
 
    “Beg for more.” 
 
    “Please, please keep touching me!” Gavin called out. “Please, I need you to touch me! Please, don’t stop!” 
 
    “Tell me I’m better than you.” 
 
    She phrased it as an order, so he had no chance to resist. There was nothing he could do, no way for him to fight off her influence. 
 
    “You’re better than me! Please, Vanessa, you’re smarter than me and stronger than me.” 
 
    “Is that because you are just a boy?” 
 
    At this point, he summoned up all of his rage and arrogance. He tried to meld a psychological barrier to hold back the onslaught of her supremacy. His best efforts didn’t matter. He couldn’t fight the new biological order which had redefined the city. 
 
    “Yes. It’s because I’m just a boy. I’m inferior. You’re better than me,” he said, struggling against every sound and syllable. 
 
    “Poor boy. I see that you’re upset. That’s okay. Don’t worry. It’ll take some time, but you will get used to being inferior. Like right now, I think you should understand that there’s an upside. You’re going to get new job duties. You know, like servicing me sexually. I’m going to have to work very hard, but I’m going to have you to help me relax.” 
 
    Instantly, Gavin understood what she wanted, so he thrashed and struggled harder and harder. 
 
    Even so, she straddled his cheeks and pressed her knees up against his face. Then she lowered herself down, inch by inch. 
 
    Her skirt fell around his face like a set of curtains. Most of the light was now blocked out, yet he could still catch the scent of her arousal. 
 
    He had taken this girl before, touching her, teasing her, pumping his cock deep into her crevice. It felt so good because he had been in command; he had been able to take charge so easily, only that was about to change. In every conference room, women were about to take charge. As a male, he would be nothing but ornamentation, subservient and made to obey. 
 
    He tried to fight that future, and he told himself that if he could resist just one order, then maybe it wouldn’t happen. 
 
    And yet, she gave him another command. “Lick me. Do your best to please me. Pleasure me.” 
 
    Gavin parted his lips, raised his head, and touched his mouth to her dampened lips. His tongue slid out, gliding over her opening. 
 
    Placed above him, she started to moan. Her breathing turned sharp as the ecstasy of this moment really sank in. She had total command over this boy. She could do whatever she wanted. A heady sense of power flooded her body. 
 
    Obediently, he slid his tongue deep into her opening. With his tip, he massaged her clitoris, and she grabbed his shoulders. Her fingers pressed to down into his flesh. This felt incredible. 
 
    She had never been treated like this before. 
 
    “Yes. That’s right. Keep going. Show me what you can do with that busy mouth of yours,” she ordered. 
 
    Because he had no choice, Gavin obeyed. He arched his back, maneuvered his lips, and he darted forward and backward with his tongue. He went in spirals, then left and right, then up and down. He did everything he could to please her. 
 
    Before she could climax, Vanessa pulled back. She looked down at his shaft again. 
 
    “I’m going to ride you, Gavin. And I want you to look up at me and I want you to tell me that I’m in charge from now on. I’m taking your job, Gavin. You’re going to be my assistant from now on. I’m going to dress you, and you’re going to try your best every single day to please me. Because if you don’t, I will put you in panties and make you prance around this office. All of the girls will laugh at you even as you serve as an example for the other boys.” 
 
    He heard every word. Worse, he knew that she could make good on every promised threat. 
 
    She shifted back, one hand on his shaft as she lowered herself down. Just like that, she enveloped his manhood. She took him, inch by inch. 
 
    “Don’t come yet,” she ordered. 
 
    Just like that, she took away his ability to orgasm. 
 
    With a frustrated growl, he tried to pull away, only her orders held his arms above his head. She rode him, sliding up, then down, so his length shined with her juices. 
 
    This felt so good, she thought. As she looked down at his face, she considered his naked body and the fact that she remained almost completely clothed. 
 
    This indicated a difference in their status. He didn’t know it yet, and he probably couldn’t admit it, but he had been reduced to the status of a slave. He would do whatever he was told. 
 
    “Say it. Tell me you’re going to be my secretary boy!” 
 
    “I, I’m going to be your secretary boy!” 
 
    “Again!” 
 
    “I’m going to be your secretary boy!” 
 
    “That’s right!” She undulated her hips as she rode him, sliding forward and back, then down and up. She loved the feel of his shaft between her legs. She owned him, and that was all that mattered. 
 
    “Again!” 
 
    “I’m going to be your secretary boy!” 
 
    “You’ll fetch me coffee, file paperwork, and make copies!” All of those menial tasks he had been too good to perform before would now belong to him. 
 
    As she pumped him, she looked down one more time. “You’re mine! Now come!” 
 
    She called out that command, speaking down to him like he was an animal, yet his body obeyed. She didn’t care about dignity or self-respect. His shaft began to pulsate as the pleasure rocketed through him. He tightened his eyelids down, blocking off his vision, yet he could still imagine her face. 
 
    It was the face of his owner. 
 
    Vanessa finished with her secretary boy. She looked down at him, she kissed him, and then she sat up. 
 
    “Get dressed. We have a lot of work to do, starting with writing your letter of resignation.” 
 
    Gavin opened his mouth and inhaled, thinking he might be able to argue. But one glance at this girl made it clear she wasn’t interested in another fight. So unless he wished to provoke her, he had to be quiet. 
 
    Bowing his head down, he prepared himself for his new life of subservience. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 No Competition 
 
      
 
    Lisa didn’t like to think of herself as an optimist or pessimist. On the contrary, she was simply a realist. Optimists always searched for good details and positive outcomes, overlooking the bad. Pessimists made the exact same mistake, only inverted. That wasn’t Lisa; she wanted to be a realist and get an accurate picture of the situation. 
 
    Maybe this was why she could be so frustrated with Evan while still being attracted to him. 
 
    It wasn’t fair, she reflected. He was good at his job, cunning, and skilled, but he also cheated. That much was obvious. The two had been rivals pretty much since they were first hired within a week of one another. They both wanted to be promoted, except Evelyn only needed one second in command. 
 
    Evan wanted the position, and so did Lisa. She also enjoyed the idea of getting to ride him. 
 
    Lisa didn’t know how much of her feelings came from her own frustration. Aside from the fact that she hadn’t had sex in more than a year, she also loved the idea of taking control. She wanted to see that handsome boy on his back with his hands held above his head. She wanted to mount him and ride slowly. More than that, she loved the idea of getting to tell him when he could finally climax. Every time she thought about this, she got wet. 
 
    From time to time, she did wonder how much of her sexual energy came from simple sublimation. They would be at work together, and they had to cooperate, yes it was obvious that they weren’t friends. 
 
    But now, if the rumors were true, Lisa had another option. 
 
    She wasn’t an optimist, so she didn’t cling to false hopes. She wasn’t a pessimist, so she couldn’t say that none of this was happening. After all, she heard the rumors, but she could also see what was happening. 
 
    As she walked into the restaurant, she glanced across the street. 
 
    “Don’t say it,” Lisa could just barely make out. There was a young man, and there were two girls with him. 
 
    “I can say whatever I want,” said one of the young women. All three of them looked like they were in college. 
 
    “You’re my little sister,” said the guy. Yeah, that made sense. He was probably a year or two older than the other two. The girls very easily could have been freshman. 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “So you’re supposed to listen to me. Just please, don’t do it. Don’t say it.” 
 
    “Say what?” 
 
    “Whatever you’re thinking,” he said. 
 
    Lisa knew that it was rude to eavesdrop, but she kept her hand on the door into the restaurant. She turned back and watched the exchange. As she did so, she felt this little tremor of anticipation run down her back. She figured plenty of women in Crystal Canyon enjoyed the same reaction. 
 
    “You don’t know what I’m thinking,” said the girl. She walked up to her brother, and she poked him in the chest. “If you did, you’d probably be running right now.” 
 
    Fight-or-flight, thought Lisa. Sure enough, the guy glanced over his shoulder like he didn’t really know what to do. 
 
    “Look, I know that we haven’t always gotten along, but I am your big brother, and you need to do what I say.” 
 
    “Really?” The two girls glanced back at one another. 
 
    The second girl finally said something, “I don’t think that’s how it works anymore. I’m pretty sure you have to do whatever we say.” 
 
    “They’re going to figure this out.” 
 
    “Who?” asked the younger sister. “Who is going to figure this out?” 
 
    “Scientists. Researchers. The government. Somebody!” He sounded more and more frantic as he listed through the possibilities. 
 
    Lisa wasn’t so certain, not when half of the population had so much to gain. Again, she was a realist. She knew that human behavior didn’t necessarily skew toward the selfless. 
 
    “Look, I’m just going to go home, and you don’t need to worry about me,” the boy said. He turned around. 
 
    Big mistake. 
 
    Maybe if he’d waited for the girls to give him permission, they would have decided to be kind to him. But because he tried to make a choice on his own, he provoked them. 
 
    The little sister called out just one word. “Stop!” 
 
    He froze. 
 
    Lisa watched, fascinated. This could hardly be happening, but it proved all of the stories she had heard from other women throughout the town. Most of her friends worked with her, but she could still overhear some of the whispers. 
 
    Apparently, it started at the college. Young men started to obey. Really, there was no other description for it. Whenever they heard a command issued by a woman, they had to follow it. They became utterly mindless and trapped. 
 
    Lisa knew that she should step out of the doorway, but she wanted to watch this. She had to watch this. 
 
    “Get down on your knees,” said the first girl. 
 
    The boy lowered himself down into a kneeling position. “Crawl over here.” 
 
    He crawled toward her. He was right there on the street, and any number of people could have been watching. Even so, he sacrificed any semblance of dignity or self-respect he may have possessed because a girl told him to obey—his little sister, no less. 
 
    Maybe the girl realized people were watching because she raised her voice slightly, making it easier for everyone to hear. “I know that you like to think you’re my big brother and that means you get to pick on me and tell me what to do, but the world is changing, Jason. From now on, you’re going to do whatever we say.” 
 
    He remained on his knees, but his expression morphed. Suddenly, it seemed like he could think for himself again, at least until his little sister leaned forward and looked down into his eyes. “That’s why you’re going to kiss my shoes and promise to be a good brother. You’re going to tell me what a good boy you’re going to be because boys need to obey.” 
 
    His expression turned neutral again as he leaned forward. He kissed his sister’s shoes right there on the sidewalk. Lisa watched, desperately hoping this could happen again. 
 
      
 
    Evan was already waiting for her in the restaurant. “You’re late,” he said without looking up from his phone. 
 
    It was true, but she still bristled at his tone. They were equals, and this was supposed to be a friendly meeting. 
 
    Lisa ran her fingers through her light brown hair. As she did so, she exhaled slowly, reminding herself to be patient. After all, what she saw on the street didn’t necessarily mean anything. For all she knew, there were just isolated incidences, or maybe it had been a prank or something. She needed more information, especially before she decided to risk her career. 
 
    “Sorry about that,” she said. 
 
    Evan looked up from his phone. As usual, he wanted to focus on business. “Why are we here?” 
 
    Lisa looked at him hard. “I wanted to talk about Evelyn’s decision.” 
 
    “What about it?” Evan knew, just as she did, that Evelyn would be promoting one of them in the next couple of days. 
 
    “One of us will get promoted, which will put the other person in an awkward position. If it’s you, I don’t intend to quit.” 
 
    Evan tilted his head slightly. It was like he wanted to get a better angle to view his rival. “Personally, I’m not sure what I’m going to do. But to be honest, I’m fairly certain that I will get the promotion.” 
 
    “What makes you so confident?” Lisa asked. 
 
    “I wanted more, and I’m willing to do anything to get it.” 
 
    Lisa couldn’t help herself; she started shaking her head. “You know, this isn’t a really big company or anything. It’s not like corporate sabotage is a big deal.” They operated as a computer repair company, sending out technicians to people’s homes to help with different technological glitches. 
 
    “Be that as it may,” Evan allowed, “I still wanted more. If you want something badly enough, you cheat. That’s just how the world works.” 
 
    “Is it?” Lisa asked. 
 
    For just a second, she could feel the anxiety swim through her bloodstream. It percolated along the back of her neck and down her back. She hated the idea that this guy could intimidate her, but he did, especially when he acted like some haughty medieval lord. 
 
    “Look, I just wanted to know if there’s some kind of compromise we could reach.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I won’t gloat when I get promoted,” he said. “And I will treat all of my subordinates equally.” At this point, he picked up the fork and tapped it against of the table. 
 
    “Stop that,” Lisa said, practically barking the command. 
 
    He lowered the fork down to the table. 
 
    A little thrill ran through her body, making her wonder if he was just being polite. 
 
    “Is that all?” Evan asked, echoing her thoughts. 
 
    “No. That’s not all,” she said. Lisa exhaled slowly, wondering exactly how she was going to do this. It had to be a test, and it had to be subtle. “Evan, undo the top button of your shirt for me.” 
 
    “Why?” Evan started to ask, only then his hands went up to the collar of his shirt, and he hesitated on the top button. Then he blinked. 
 
    “Why did you do that?” Lisa asked. She needed more information; she wanted understand how this worked. 
 
    He shrugged. “I just felt like it,” he said, although he may have been bluffing. 
 
    Deciding to get brazen, she took one of the forks, held it up, and dropped it. She wasn’t subtle; it couldn’t have been mistaken as an accident. “Pick it up,” she ordered. 
 
    Like so many other women, Lisa often felt as though she had to behave like a demure princess. She couldn’t be overly hostile or aggressive; men might be able to get away with being rude, but a girl couldn’t. In the same way, women seldom got to issue commands. Instead, they had to make requests. They had to sound nice. 
 
    But not this time. 
 
    When she told him to pick it up, she made it into a demand, and she watched as his expression turned blank. He leaned to down and grabbed the fork. He held it in his hand, and a second later, he blinked and looked around, like he wasn’t sure what had happened. 
 
    His confusion only flashed along his features for an instant, but then Evan got a hold of himself. 
 
    “You seem very cooperative tonight,” she said, practically purring out those words. 
 
    “You dropped something,” he said simply. 
 
    “But you aren’t this helpful at work,” she said. 
 
    “Is there anything else?” Evan asked. 
 
    “Actually, there is,” she said. She reached down into her purse, and she clutched it. Evan still couldn’t see the garment. 
 
    Was she really going to do this? She hesitated for another couple of seconds, only then he cleared his throat. Obviously impatient, this young man wanted to get out of there as soon as possible. Was he nervous? No, Lisa decided. He was just rude. 
 
    “Give me your hand,” she ordered, and he held out his palm. As her eyes started to shine bright with excitement, she put her hand over his, she dropped the garment in there. “Go to the bathroom and put these on.” 
 
    His expression didn’t change he looked down at the pair of panties. 
 
    Back straight, he got up and headed toward the bathroom. As he did so, Lisa called out, “Remember to wear them back out here.” 
 
      
 
    Was he really going to do it? 
 
    If she was honest with herself, Lisa didn’t think so. Of course, that didn’t explain his behavior up until this point. He had picked up the fork and followed her other orders. More than that, why would he try to lead her on? Lisa didn’t know, but she didn’t trust this boy either. There had to be something happening. 
 
    Then he came back and sat down. He shook his head for a second, as if waking up from a dream. 
 
    “Stand up and pull your pants down a quarter of an inch,” she commanded. 
 
    He got up and obeyed. As he did so, her eyes widened to the size of quarters. Wow. She didn’t know what to say as she noticed the pink satin right along his waist. He had done it! He had gone into the bathroom and put on a pair of pretty pink, satin panties because she told him to! 
 
    “Sit down,” she ordered, and he quickly obeyed. It was becoming natural, easy even to tell him what to do. 
 
    “Evan, what’re you wearing right now?” 
 
    As he came out of his haze, he looked at her like she was an idiot. “Shirt, pants, shoes.” 
 
    “What about your underwear?” 
 
    He started to shift around, and then he gulped nervously. 
 
    “Tell me. Are you wearing panties right now?” 
 
    “No,” he said, only his voice cracked. “That’d be absurd.” 
 
    “Tell me you like wearing panties.” 
 
    “I like wearing panties.” 
 
    “Tell me that you really want me to take you back to my house so that I can play with you. Tell me that you want me to tease you and touch you all over.” As she played with him, she leaned forward. She rested her chin on her knuckles and waited. 
 
    It seemed to take forever, but only because her impatience slowed time down. 
 
    “I really want you to take me back to your house so that you can play with me. I want you to tease me and touch me all over.” 
 
    “Only because you asked so nicely,” she said. By her command, they got up, and they headed back to her car. 
 
      
 
    Evan didn’t know how this had happened. Some part of his brain was trying to find a justification, like it could somehow defend these decisions. But if he really thought about it, he knew that he hadn’t made any decisions at all. Each time she ordered him to do something, he inexplicably obeyed. He followed her every command as though it were some inborn instinct, something he couldn’t possibly resist like trying to hold back a yawn. 
 
    Now he found himself in her living room, and he glanced back toward the door. 
 
    “You’re a handsome man, Evan. I’ve been thinking about this for a long time,” she said. He started to move, to sit down, only she told him to stay put. “Stand still.” 
 
    He froze in place, just as he had at the restaurant. 
 
    “This is going to be so much fun,” she said. “I love knowing you’re wearing my panties right now. It marks you. It makes it clear that you are mine.” 
 
    “That’s not true,” he said. 
 
    “And why did you put them on? Didn’t you want to belong to me?” 
 
    “Belong to you?” 
 
    “You’re a smart boy. Tell me, what happens if men lose the ability to resist any command given by a woman?” 
 
    “That’s not going to happen.” 
 
    “Evan, take off your shirt for me.” 
 
    Right away, his fingers went to the buttons down his chest, and he opened them, one at a time. Then he shrugged off his outer shirt. 
 
    “Did it suddenly get really hot in here? Is that why you’re blushing? Is that why you decided to take off your shirt at the exact same moment I told you to do it?” 
 
    This time, Evan didn’t have anything to say. 
 
    “How about another demonstration?” Lisa asked. “Take off your undershirt. I want to see your naked torso.” Her voice of vibrated with desire. 
 
    As Evan heard that, something inside of him awakened. He could feel his shaft began to harden in his pants. He breathed out slowly, even as he tried to fight the impulse to take off his undershirt. He pulled off the tee shirt, so now he stood there, naked from the waist up. 
 
    “Hold your hands behind your back while I inspect you,” she said. 
 
    Sure enough, she put her hand on his chest, and she loved the solid masculinity she found. She enjoyed the feel of tension beneath her fingertips. She loved the way he was staring forward, doing his best to pretend that this was all somehow normal. And yet, he practically quivered with frustration. Good. For so long, Evan had been the kind of guy who could get away with almost anything at work. Now, he was going to learn what it meant to be a subordinate. 
 
    “You never told me what’s going to happen. Tell me.” 
 
    “If women really are able to control all men, then all men will become slaves.” 
 
    “Slaves, you say?” Lisa asked with a little giggle. “That sounds like a lot of fun. Would you like to be my slave?” 
 
    She didn’t make him give an answer, so he was free to respond however he liked. He turned his head toward her even as he kept holding his hands behind his back. She pinched his biceps, and yet he still insisted, “I’m never going to be a slave.” 
 
    “Actually, you will. You’re going to be a good, obedient slave boy for me. Tell me.” 
 
    His eyes widened for another instant, but then he had to do as she said. “I’m going to be a good, obedient slave boy for you.” 
 
    After that, she tapped his cheek. “That’s right. You belong to me now, Evan. I can do whatever I want with you.” She reached back and squeezed his ass. He had a firm behind. Then she unbuckled his belt. 
 
    At this point, Lisa decided to take her time. She pulled the leather band from the loops of his pants, and she dropped it to the floor. Next, she yanked down his pants, just a couple of inches, but it gave her the access she craved. 
 
    “You’re excited. Are you excited by wearing my panties?” 
 
    “No!” Evan snapped. 
 
    “Tell the truth.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And why is that, Evan?” Lisa asked. 
 
    He didn’t answer, so Lisa needed to issue another order. “Tell the truth. Tell me right now. Why are you turned on?” As she spoke, Lisa slipped her hand down into his panties. She could feel his erection; she was looking forward to putting that to good use. 
 
    With a nervous gulp, he started to speak. “Because I’m wearing your panties. Because you’re touching me.” 
 
    “Because you can’t wait to become my slave boy.” 
 
    He shook his head from side to side. “No. That’s not true.” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure I can make you beg for the privilege. In fact, I think I will. But right now, I’m getting a little bit excited myself. Would you like to go down on me?” 
 
    “No,” he said, his voice tense with frustration. Even as she stroked his shaft, she couldn’t wait to feel his mouth against her slit. 
 
    Fortunately, she could change his mind with just a couple of words. “Go on and tell me how much you want to go down on me.” 
 
    “Please, I want to go down on you.” 
 
    “Tell me you want to lick my pussy,” Lisa ordered. There was a little thrill from using such vulgar language. 
 
    “I want to lick your pussy so badly. Please, may I?” 
 
    “Beg. Beg for the chance.” 
 
    “Please, I need to go down on you. I want to lick you so badly! I need to taste you and feel you against my mouth. Please, can I go down on you? Please, please let me!” Sure enough, tension pulled his voice tight. He really did sound eager and desperate for the opportunity. 
 
    Lisa walked back over to her couch. He still stood there, his pants partially pulled down, his hands held behind his back. 
 
    As he watched, Lisa unbuttoned her jeans. She shimmied out of that tight denim. As she did so, she revealed her black panties. Those didn’t last for very long. She tugged them down in one flourish and pulled them off. Then she sat on the edge of her couch, and she spread her legs. 
 
    It was strange watching him, she thought. 
 
    “I’m going to touch myself, and you’re going to stand there like a good boy.” 
 
    Evan didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Tell me you understand.” 
 
    “I understand,” he answered obediently. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said with another smirk. Then she reached up, and she gently sucked on her two of her fingers. Then she reached down, and she began to stroke her opening. She teased those outer lips, gently caressing herself. With her free hand, she cupped her left breast. She started to finger her nipple with the pad of her thumb. It felt so good, especially because she could do whatever she wanted with this boy. 
 
    She started thinking about how much fun it would be to have him helpless at work. 
 
    Evan had always been instinctively arrogant. He was the kind of guy who took male privilege and milked it for everything it was worth. He could walk into any room and assume command. People listened to him. It was all the result of his confidence. He thought people should listen to him, so they did. He thought people should do what he said, so they did. 
 
    With a little chuckle, Lisa started to wonder how long it would take before women began to adopt that same instinctive command of every situation. Boys would learn to shrink back; they would get nervous and scared when it came to women. 
 
    Girls, on the other hand, would be able to walk down the street without worrying about getting harassed or bothered by any man. 
 
    For a second, Lisa wondered if she should feel guilty about any of this, but then she shrugged. She started to think about all of the harassment and frustration she had to endure. Maybe men just needed a little taste of their own medicine, she thought. 
 
    But then, she looked up at Evan. “You are going to get down on your hands and knees, just like a dog. I want to see you bow before me. Bow down, Evan.” 
 
    Without question or complaint, he dropped to his hands and knees. With his ass up and his face down, he looked utterly helpless. 
 
    It made her laugh even as she pushed her fingers into her slit. She found her clit, and she started to gently tease that one spot. Pleasure coursed through her body. The heat percolated along her skin, vibrating just beneath the surface. It felt incredible! 
 
    Yes, she loved this. 
 
    But she didn’t allow myself an orgasm from manual stimulation. She looked down at her slave boy. Oh, just thinking of him that way turned her on. “Evan, are you ready to crawl over here and lick me? You beg so prettily. I’m sure you can’t wait to serve me.” 
 
    “I won’t do it,” he said. 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said, his voice locked and defiant. 
 
    “You’re cute when you’re wrong.” With another cocky grin, she reached down between her legs and gently stroked herself. It wasn’t enough to get her off, but it kept her hot and wet. 
 
    “Take off your pants. In fact, take off everything except for your panties. You look good in pink.” 
 
    He glared at her for a second before his expression became neutral. He pulled off his shoes, socks, and pants. Soon enough, he had on nothing but the underwear she gave him. 
 
    “So pretty,” she said, mocking him. 
 
    Evan relaxed a second later. He looked down at himself. Almost immediately, he reached for the underwear. He was going to try to take it off! 
 
    “No. Leave your panties on. In fact, you aren’t allowed to touch them without permission.” 
 
    His lips parted, like he could hardly process those words. But then, he actually tried to touch his panties again. It was adorable. He could get his fingertips almost all the way down, only then he stopped, as though he couldn’t push past some invisible force field. 
 
    “You don’t like being helpless, do you? You don’t like doing as your told.” She shook my head from side to side. “Maybe after you get to lick me you’ll feel differently,” She said. Then she snapped her fingers and pointed down toward her slit. 
 
    Evan didn’t obey. 
 
    “Do I really have to say it?” she asked. 
 
    “I won’t do it,” he vowed. 
 
    “Get over here and lick me like a thirsty dog,” she ordered. 
 
    He crawled forward, moving on his hands and knees. Then he slipped his head between her inner thighs, and he eagerly licked at her opening. 
 
    To be honest, she had been with several other guys, all of whom had gone down on her at one point or another, yet none of them performed like this. His tongue moved quickly, sliding up and down her crevice. He worshiped her eagerly, his lips tight against her opening. 
 
    It felt incredible, especially as he pumped his head. 
 
    No one had ever served her like this before; a girl could definitely get used to this. 
 
    She soon found herself grabbing onto the cushions. Her fingers pressed down. 
 
    She tried to hold the orgasm back for as long as she could, only the temptation soon overwhelmed her. She kicked her feet down against the carpet as she arched her back. Her nipples were hard, her mouth dry as she panted. 
 
    Then she let out this elongated scream of pleasure. Damn! It felt incredible! Hot ecstasy ran through her body as he continued to lick, sliding his tongue up and down, then left to right and back again. She loved the way his tongue danced against her most sensitive spot. 
 
    She put her hand on his forehead and pushed him back. 
 
    “What were you saying?” 
 
    Evan quickly wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Then he bowed his head down. He was glaring at the floor, like he might find some solution or explanation in the carpet fibers. 
 
    Neither of them knew exactly what had caused his obedience, but she was going to take advantage of it and enjoy every second of it. 
 
    “Did you want to say something about how you wouldn’t go down on me?” 
 
    Evan still didn’t answer. 
 
    “Tell me the truth. Did you go down on me?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “That’s right. You went down on me. You did as you were told because you’re a boy. And boys do as they’re told. Boys are obedient, aren’t they?” 
 
    Again, no response. 
 
    “Tell me boys are obedient.” 
 
    “Boys are obedient.” 
 
    “Tell me that you are an obedient boy.” 
 
    “I’m an obedient boy,” Evan replied automatically. 
 
    She clapped her hands together and kicked her knees into the air. Damn. This was just so much fun! She loved wielding this kind of power and control. It was utterly intoxicating. 
 
    “You know, I do like controlling you, but there’s something else I want to do as well.” 
 
    This time, he asked a question of his own volition, “What?” 
 
    Still naked from the waist down, Lisa stood up and walked past him. “Crawl after me. You know, like a dog.” 
 
    After she issued that command, she was absolutely certain he would obey. And sure enough, she could hear his knuckles and knees as he crawled along the floor. 
 
    He followed her into the bedroom, where she pointed to the mattress. “Get up there, naked boy.” 
 
    He obeyed. He was soon on his back. 
 
    Yes, this was what she had craved for so long. This is what she had yearned for. 
 
    “You know, I have a toy. I haven’t been able to use it in a long time, but I think it might be perfect for you.” 
 
    “What, what toy?” Evan asked. As he looked around the dark of her bedroom, he was getting nervous. It was adorable. 
 
    “I’m not sure if I’m going to use it on you, Evan.” 
 
    “What is it?” Evan demanded. His volume rose. After the humiliations he had endured, he didn’t have much patience left. Too bad for him. 
 
    Lisa didn’t respond right away. 
 
    To make matters worse for Evan, it seemed like he was trapped. Because she told him to lay down on the bed, he couldn’t move. With his arms and legs spread, he just looked like a delectable treat. He had become Lisa’s personal, sexual buffet, and she was looking forward to sampling him. 
 
    “Look, I don’t know what’s happening here, but you can’t do this. You’re not going to get away with it! Just let me go right now!” 
 
    She touched one finger to the corner of her mouth. “No. I don’t think of going to do that.” 
 
    “You stupid bitch! You can’t do this to me!” 
 
    She stopped. 
 
    Taking several quick strides back to the bed, she climbed up onto the mattress, and then she straddled him. Lisa put her hands on his wrists and peered down. Her eyes were only a few inches away from his as she asked, “What did you just say to me?” 
 
    “I called you a stupid bitch,” he said, heedless of the consequences. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t think you know what that means,” she said. 
 
    And just like that, she made her decision. 
 
    “Roll over. Spread your arms and legs.” 
 
    She issued the order and walked away because she was completely confident he would obey. Once he was on his stomach, he turned his head back is much as he could. Lisa was already at the closet, and now she pulled out something very special. 
 
    “I’ve got something I’ve wanting to use for a while. This is going to be fun,” she promised. 
 
    She took off her blouse because she wanted to be naked for this. She removed her bra as well. Then she pulled on the harness. Next, she took out the dildo and slipped it into the socket. 
 
    When she stood beside him, he saw the artificial phallus. She wore a strap-on. Worse, she was ready to use it! 
 
    “You know, I think I want to see you suck on this,” she said. She climbed up onto the bed. “Come here, slave. Suck on your owner’s dildo.” 
 
    Some part of him must’ve tried to fight; some part of his psyche must have rebelled against this command because it was so degrading, but he nonetheless got up on his hands and knees. He leaned in again for her crotch, only this time he didn’t get to lick her pussy. Instead, he wrapped his lips around the dildo’s circumference. 
 
    Lisa loved this; she was getting hot and wet as he licked and moved his head forward and back. Obviously, she couldn’t feel anything, but this wasn’t about physical sensation; it was about psychological stimulation. It was all about the power she could wield over this powerless male. 
 
    As he moved his head forward and back, she put her hands on his head. Her fingertips pressed down as she seized control. Holding him like this, with her hands at the back of his head, made her writhe with a new sense of power and authority. Too often, girls found themselves on their knees. It was the boys’ turn. 
 
    That’s why she savored every moment of his subjugation. As he moved his head forward and back, he closed his eyes. 
 
    “Look up at me,” she commanded. Sure enough, Evan raised his gaze, and he looked up at the woman who had taken such thorough control over his mind and body. 
 
    His expression was hot with frustration, but he couldn’t be intimidating, not with the dildo in his mouth. She pulled his head back, only to push him down again, impaling his lips on that soft material. 
 
    “Good. You’re doing such a good job. I like seeing you this way, Evan. You look so good. Keep it up. Show me what a cocksucker you can be,” she said, hissing with pleasure. She exhaled through her teeth as she reveled in every second. 
 
    Just think, this could be her life. She could take this boy, train him, and use him for her amusement. Not just her amusement, her pleasure, her continuous satisfaction. 
 
    Exhaling slowly again, she yanked on his hair, pulling his head back. Then she pushed him down. He nearly choked, especially as the tip of the dildo brushed up against the back of his throat. Too bad for him. He was going to have to learn to take it. 
 
    Eventually, he forced the muscles in his neck to relax. Lisa half-wondered if she could have helped him with this, but then she shrugged, deciding it didn’t really matter. He could be a little bit uncomfortable. 
 
    Finally, she yanked his head down, only to pull him back. Over and over again, she fucked his face as she enjoyed his look of anguish. He hated this; he loathed every second of it. Too bad. He still couldn’t stop her; there was nothing he could do! 
 
    Finished with her boy, she pulled him back one more time. He stumbled, bracing himself on his hands. “What?” Lisa asked with a grin. “Nothing to say for yourself? You don’t want to call me a bitch again?” 
 
    Evan refused to say anything, probably because he knew that any word he uttered would be used against him. 
 
    Then again, it didn’t really matter at all. He could be utterly silent and stoic, and she would still love to play with him. 
 
    “Get up on your hands and knees. Put your face down and lift your haunches.” 
 
    “What, what are you going to do?” Evan asked. 
 
    Fear trembled in his voice. Good. She wanted him to be just a little bit nervous. 
 
    “Tell me, do you like anal sex?” Lisa asked as she stepped off of the bed. She walked back to her closet and opened one of the dresser drawers. She took out a tube of lubricant and squirted some of the material onto the palms of her hands. 
 
    In those first couple of heartbeats, Evan didn’t speak a word. But then, something behind his eyes must have clicked into place because he started to say, “No. No, you can’t. Please, don’t!” 
 
    “Stay in that position. Oh, and be sure to relax.” 
 
    Sure enough, her voice seized control of his body, and he immediately assumed that subservient position. 
 
    With her artificial cock still glistening from his saliva, she could have pounced right away. Instead, Lisa circled him slowly. She walked around him as she drank in the sight of this boy. “You look so good just like this, Evan. I love seeing you with your head down. It’s like you’re worshiping me.” 
 
    “That’s never, ever going to happen.” 
 
    “Really? You’re never going to worship me? You’re never going to address me as your Goddess?” 
 
    “Never!” Ironically, he probably meant it. 
 
    Foolish boy. 
 
    Lisa shook her head. At this point, she probably didn’t have anything she had to prove. And yet, she still wanted him to understand just how the world had changed. He had to change along with it; she wasn’t going to give him any other option. 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Tell me that you want to worship me. Tell me that you want to obey me.” 
 
    Her voice had the desired effect; his free will was knocked away, temporarily suppressed by the power of her femininity. 
 
    “I want to worship you. I want to obey you.” Once he said those words, he blinked and grimaced. 
 
    “Does that make me your Goddess?” 
 
    His lips parted, and Lisa imagined him pleading. Maybe he would have begged for permission to avoid using that term. After all, if she became a Goddess, what did that make him? 
 
    “Call me your Goddess.” 
 
    “You’re my Goddess,” he replied. 
 
    He locked his teeth together, like he thought he would be able to resist the next command. 
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
    She took the dildo in the palm of her hand, and she smeared the lubricant along the smooth contours. Once her member glistened and shined, she put her hands to his raised buttocks. She aimed her member for his opening, and then she pushed down. 
 
    He felt that intrusion, and he clenched as hard as he could, only then she told him to relax. His muscles surrendered. Even if Evan wanted to try to hold out, he couldn’t. His body accepted this. On some level, it must have known that she was his superior, and so he had to comply. She pushed down, inch by inch. 
 
    Halfway in, she pulled back, and he started to exhale with relief. 
 
    Only then, she shoved it down again, ramming him harder. 
 
    Lisa buried the shaft down to the hilt, he tried not to react, only he couldn’t keep that gasp to himself. 
 
    “If I check you right now, are you going to be hard?” 
 
    “No,” he insisted. 
 
    “Let’s see,” she teased. She stretched her hand down, first brushing her nails along his spine before she wrapped her fingers around his tumescent member. Sure enough, he gasped as her fingers lightly played along his erection. 
 
    “Liar, liar,” she teased. “You must really enjoy getting fucked. Oh, and if you’re on your hands and knees, what does that make you?” 
 
    “No. I, I won’t say it!” 
 
    Under so many circumstances, Evan could be this domineering, powerful man. He really thought that he was going to get that promotion. 
 
    Really, there was no competition, not when Lisa could enjoy all of these advantages. She was going to win; there was nothing he could do about it. For some people, that might have made the competition less entertaining. Not for Lisa. If anything, she loved knowing that the game was set in her favor. 
 
    “Say it. Tell me what you’ve become.” 
 
    “Your bitch,” he gasped. 
 
    “Who owns you?” 
 
    “No! I won’t say it!” 
 
    Lisa threw her head back and laughed. As the ecstasy spread through her body, she pumped him, hard and fast. With every thrust, she lashed at his ego, stripping down all of the overconfidence he had developed as a boy over the course of his lifetime. 
 
    “Say it. Tell me who owns you,” she said. 
 
    “You do,” he said, and those words should have warranted some sort of reward. They didn’t. On the contrary, Lisa decided to smack his ass. She swung her hand down hard, clapping her palm against his vulnerable backside. 
 
    Pain flashed through his skin, lighting up his nerve endings. He clenched his eyes shut even as the tears started to form. Lisa knew what she was doing; despite her petite frame, she was quite strong, so every blow hurt. 
 
    The pain flashed through his body, and he couldn’t get away, not while her command held him in place. 
 
    She pumped again, working the tip deep into his body. 
 
    “I own you,” she said, laughing like some conquering warlord. “I own you, and you are my bitch now. You’re going to do whatever I want. You’re going to obey every command because you can’t help yourself!” Her voice took on the singsong cadence. “I own you! I own you! I own you!” 
 
    Evan desperately longed to disagree, to prove her wrong. But he couldn’t! 
 
    It was too obvious; yes, she did own him. Yes, she could get away with anything. That’s why it was so easy for her to fuck him there on her mattress. 
 
    It caught her off guard, but Lisa actually came. The orgasm swept through her, quick and intense. It wasn’t the mind shattering orgasm she craved, but it still felt wonderful. 
 
    She pulled back, and then she grabbed him by his shoulders and pushed him down. 
 
    Normally, Lisa wouldn’t have been strong enough for something like this. But after getting taken so thoroughly, he felt as though he had lost something. Some of his old arrogance had a fractured and broken apart. 
 
    Perfect. 
 
    She looked down at him. Almost hungry now, she exhaled slowly. 
 
    “Should I ride you again, or would you like to lick me with that exquisite mouth of yours?” 
 
    “What? You’re not just going to tell me what to do?” Evan demanded. 
 
    Rather than laugh, she shook her head slowly. “Nope. I’m going to let you tell me what you want.” 
 
    He pressed his lips together into a frown. “I want you to let me go.” 
 
    “Nope. Sorry. Try again. This is an either/or proposition.” 
 
    He closed his eyes for a couple of seconds. “Fine. Have sex with me.” 
 
    “Sorry, you took too long. Now I’ve decided I want to feel you between my legs again,” Lisa said with a haughty smirk. 
 
    A look of dismay crossed his eyes and mouth. But then, she threw herself down onto her back. She bounced once even as she called out, “Come lick me again, Evan. Show me what you can do with that mouth of yours.” 
 
    Once again, her voice seized control of his body, so he crouched down. He slid his cheeks along her inner thighs right to that point where his lips were pressed into her opening. He stuck out his tongue and penetrated her, just as he had done before. 
 
    Lisa savored of the waves of pleasure that raced through her skin; they lapped all over her, lighting up the nerve endings in her body. She closed her eyes and savored every second of it. Of course, she allowed her thoughts to drift to what would come next. 
 
    She wanted to see Evan tied down. She knew that her voice was enough to compel him, yet she wanted to watch him struggle, to see him fight with all of the strength he could muster. 
 
    After all, relying on her voice was one thing, but she wanted to do more than that; she wanted to break him. 
 
    It’s what he deserved. 
 
    Thinking about all of this, she looked down at him again. There he was, crouched between her legs, right where he belonged to. His tongue swirled up and down, left and right, all for her pleasure. Satisfaction raced through her body seconds later, and then she shoved him back. She enjoyed putting her hand right there on his forehead and pushing him away. 
 
    “Get back down on the mattress. Spread your arms and legs.” 
 
    He obeyed. “And from now on, whenever I give you command, say, ‘Yes, Goddess’.” 
 
    Lisa really didn’t know if this order would work, but she didn’t care. He complied, getting down on his back and spreading his limbs. She went back to her closet where she found a set of silk scarves. Perfect. She smirked, having never imagined that she would use these to tie her rival to her bed. 
 
    Climbing back up onto the mattress, she did just that. She looped the restraints around his wrists first. She took her time, making sure they would be nice and snug. Then, once she was certain that he wouldn’t be able to get up, she tested her theory. 
 
    “Go ahead. Struggle.” 
 
    She voiced those words as a command, so he instinctively attempted to pull free. Maybe he would have done this on his own, but that didn’t matter to Lisa. More and more, she was starting to think of him as a toy, almost mindless. 
 
    Writhing against his bonds, he twitched as he pulled, first with his arms, then with his legs. He thrashed about, wiggling from side to side. 
 
    For her part, Lisa just waited right between his legs. 
 
    Somehow, watching him fight so intensely only added to her arousal. Second by second, her desires mounted. It was a primal itch, a fundamental hunger, one she would not ignore. 
 
    “I’m going to ride you,” she said, but only after you beg for the privilege of being my slave. You’re going to tell me how much you want to be owned.” 
 
    “Never,” he said. “Maybe you can use your magic on me or whatever, but I’m still not going to let you win. You’re never going to break me!” 
 
    Lisa leaned forward, stretching out like a serpent. Then she reached down and ran her fingers along his member. She stroked him, teasing him, touching him. She brushed her fingertips along his scrotum and up to the base of his shaft. From there, she wrapped one hand around his cock. 
 
    Clearly, he was trying not to react; he didn’t want to reveal his state of arousal, not that his body didn’t already broadcast it. 
 
    “You silly boy. What? You think you’re going to pretend?” She chuckled at his stubbornness. “It doesn’t matter. We both know I can do whatever I want with you.” 
 
    “But you can’t break me,” he said. 
 
    “Yes, I can,” she said. 
 
    Humming happily to herself, she continued to stroke him, her fingers moving up and down the length of his member. She played with his tip, she caressed him, and she made sure that he was desperate. 
 
    Moment by moment, Evan fought so hard to hold out, to maintain some kind of stoic defiance. 
 
    But the minutes weighed down on him, cracking his defenses. 
 
    At first, he tried to close his eyes again. She wouldn’t allow it. “Look at me,” she said. 
 
    She was a mousy girl, average to plain, but her power made him weak. That’s why he looked up, all while she continued to tease and stroke him. She brought him to the verge of an orgasm, only to slow down. She worked him up again. Teasing him and denying him, she broke him down until he begged. 
 
    Kevin did this of his own volition; she didn’t make him. She didn’t issue any orders. 
 
    “Please, I can’t take it! Please, just use me! Please, use me, Goddess!” 
 
    That’s what she wanted to hear. 
 
    Naked, she climbed up on top of him, and she took his shaft in her hand. She aimed it for that wet opening. Lowering herself down, she enveloped him, the walls of her slit tight and hot against his member. She rode him, slowly at first, but picking up speed with every second. 
 
    “This is mine,” she said as she fucked her boy. 
 
    “Yes, yes, I’m yours,” he said. Evan knew that if he didn’t cooperate, she could stop at any moment. 
 
    “You can’t come without permission,” she said. 
 
    Those words bound him, trapping his release. In all things, she would own him. His orgasms would be no different. 
 
    “Yes, Goddess!” Evan called out, gasping. 
 
    “And when I’m done, you’re going to email Evelyn. You’re going to tell her that you don’t want the promotion. You just want to be my assistant and you only want to help me.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    He struggled even harder, desperate to get away, but every time he bucked or thrashed, that only drove his cock deep into her. It felt amazing, she thought. She closed her eyes again, savoring the moment before she looked down at him. She laughed maniacally, reveling her newfound power and authority. He was going to be her assistant. For so long, they had dueled one another for that position. 
 
    It was hers; he would be hers too. 
 
    She laughed harder and harder as she rode him before the moans began to vibrate from deep within her chest. 
 
    She put her hands on his shoulders as she claimed him. “Say it. Say it all.” 
 
    The words came tumbling out. “I belong to you, Goddess! I’m yours! I’m your assistant, your slave, whatever you want. I belong to you now. I can’t stop you. I belong to you! I’m yours! All yours!” 
 
    That’s why she grabbed his wrists, pinched, and leaned in. Her mouth hungrily kissed him. 
 
    There was nothing he could do to stop her. One orgasm, then another rippled through her body. She threw her head back, sitting up. She cried out. “Come for me. Come for me, slave boy!” 
 
    His shaft began to pulsate, throbbing deep within her, and she came for a third time. The explosion of pleasure raced through her body, a supernova of incandescent heat, polychromatic light, all overwhelming her senses. 
 
    Then she pulled back and looked down at her trapped boy. 
 
    “Thank you, Goddess,” he said. 
 
    And to think, this was only the beginning of his training. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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