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Helping His Sister 
 
      
 
    As she marched down the hallway out of her apartment, she wondered if the rumors about Crystal Canyon could possibly be true. She practically stomped to the apartment building’s front door, glanced through the windows to the left and right as she stopped before pulling out her phone. 
 
    Online, there were hundreds of messages along dozens of threads talking about this strange phenomenon. 
 
    The men of Crystal Canyon couldn’t disobey. No matter what order these boys heard, so long as it was uttered by a female voice, they had to obey. They complied, np matter how humiliating or degrading. 
 
    Like so many other people in the small mining city, Kelsey didn’t know if she could believe it. This kind of mind control (did it even qualify as mind control?) seemed to be like something from a hypnotist’s stage. The men would behave normally, acting like their usual selves, only to suddenly become entranced once they heard a direct order. 
 
    Kelsey saw it online again and again. 
 
    After her fight with her older brother, Kelsey had gone out, sat at a café, and played on her phone as she let her temper cool. 
 
    In one video, a boy looked right at the camera. He seemed unsure of himself, like he wanted to step away, but didn’t know how. In the very beginning, he asked, “Do I have to do this?” 
 
    A female voice from offscreen, probably the girl holding the phone, answered right away, “Yes, you have to do this. Stay right there.” 
 
    The boy still seemed uncertain, but he didn’t move. 
 
    “Tell me you will do whatever I say.” 
 
    “I will do whatever you say,” he replied automatically. A neutral, almost serene expression washed across his face as he said those words. 
 
    But then he blinked and seemed normal enough. 
 
    “Get down on your knees.” 
 
    The boy got down on his knees. 
 
    “Bark like a dog,” said the girl between giggles. 
 
    “Woof, woof, woof.” 
 
    “Tell me you want to be my slave.” 
 
    “I want to be your slave,” he said without any sort of hesitation in a bland monotone. 
 
    After that, Kelsey tried a different video. 
 
    In this one, there was a boy wearing nothing but his boxers. His discarded clothing lay spread around him. Apparently, the girl controlling him had decided he should be naked for a little while. 
 
    “Tell the nice girls watching this your name.” 
 
    “Drake,” he said. 
 
    “Drake, tell the nice people about your relationship with me.” 
 
    “I’m your boyfriend.” 
 
    “Yes, you’re my boyfriend, but tell me again how you don’t deserve me. Tell me about how you are nothing but a selfish brat who thought he could date and get whatever he wanted without having to try at all.” 
 
    His jaw remained clenched through the commands, but then she finished and his expression shifted, matching the boy from the first video she saw. “I don’t deserve you. I’m nothing but a selfish brat who thought I could date you and get whatever I wanted without having to try at all.” 
 
    Once the words left his lips, his expression seemed to clear up. He looked around, almost as though he could hardly believe what he just said. 
 
    The girl started laughing at him. 
 
    “Would you ever want to come over here and lick my shoes?” 
 
    “Never!” He shot back. 
 
    “Come over here and lick my shoes,” she said, making it sound like a sweet suggestion rather than an irresistible command. 
 
    The boy crawled forward, moving on his knuckles and knees. Clearly entranced and unaware of what he was doing, he leaned down and licked her black, leather Mary Janes. It was only after he had licked both of her shoes that he stopped, shook his head, and pulled away. 
 
    Right away, the boy attempted to stand, “No. Stay down.” 
 
    He dropped to all fours. 
 
    “Tell the nice people about how you really want to give me a foot massage right now.” 
 
    “I really want to give you a foot massage,” he replied. 
 
    The girl walked over to the other side of the room, plopped down on the couch, and slid off her shoes. She peeled away her socks, tossed them at his face, so they bounced off his cheek and nose. He didn’t respond. It was like he was a robot. 
 
    “Come here and give me a foot massage.” 
 
    This time, he didn’t bother attempting to stand. The boy must have realized she would simply order him back to the floor where she figured he belonged anyway. 
 
    Gently raising her foot, she lifted her toes up to his face. He sat up, took her ankle in one hand, and he started to massage her toes with the other. His fingers pressed down on each digit before moving down toward the ball of her foot, her heel, and her arch. 
 
    “Ladies, this isn’t a fake video, I promise you. Seriously, this is my boyfriend, and I can make him do whatever I want. A foot massage is just the beginning.” 
 
    She relaxed, letting out a little purr of satisfaction as her boyfriend continued to serve her. 
 
    “Oh, and I wanted to show you one of the best parts.” She laughed off screen but her voice rang out clearly as she said, “Mike, go get me your wallet, phone, and keys.” 
 
    His eyes widened with shock as though he just barely processed that order before the virus, mineral, or chemical, permeated his brain and stole away control. 
 
    He rose to his feet, walked across the room, still on camera, and came back with the requisite items. 
 
    She held out her palm, which was quickly filled with those symbols of his independence. 
 
    “Tell me all this stuff belongs to me now.” 
 
    “Those things belong to you now,” he said. 
 
    But then he regained his composure, looked up at her. His eyes were big with worry. “What are you going to do with that stuff? Please, can I have it back?” 
 
    She hummed quietly as she considered this before deciding, “No, I don’t think you should keep this stuff. I mean, you can’t resist any order given to you by a woman. Do you think you can really handle driving a car, making purchases, or even using a phone?” 
 
    “Yes. I know I can. Please, I’ll be careful!” 
 
    “You’re just embarrassing yourself, Mike.” 
 
    “I’m serious. Please, you can’t take that stuff from me.” 
 
    “I can’t?” But the camera pointed away from her. The viewer couldn’t see her face, yet that hardly mattered. Her tone dripped with annoyance and amusement at the same time. “Do you really think you are in any position to tell me what I can and cannot do?” 
 
    “No, please. That’s not what I meant.” 
 
    “Tell me your car belongs to me.” 
 
    “My car belongs to you.” 
 
    “Tell me your phone is mine.” 
 
    “My phone is yours,” he replied automatically. 
 
    “Now, tell me that you don’t need money because you’re nothing but a boy, and boys can’t be trusted with money anyway!” Laughter simmered below every word. 
 
    “I don’t need money because I’m nothing but a boy, and boys can’t be trusted with money anyway,” he said. When the awareness returned to his features, his lips parted like he wanted to try to argue, yet he knew he couldn’t win. 
 
    Finally, Kelsey put her phone back in her pocket. 
 
    Was it possible? 
 
    Now she stood outside of the condo door. She and her brother lived here together. After he blew through his trust fund in less than a year, he had come back to her place and pleaded with her. 
 
    He said that he would help out, that he could be really useful. 
 
    At the time, she had believed him, probably because it was obvious Troy was having trouble with adulthood. Back in middle school and high school, he had done pretty well for himself, routinely earning very high grades. But then he went to college, had way too much freedom, messed up, got kicked out, and now he needed to figure out his life. 
 
    Theoretically, he had come to Crystal Canyon to get a mining job. There was supposed to be lots of opportunities here, especially for the men. 
 
    Kelsey was here as a university student since they had such an amazing geology program. 
 
    But since he arrived, he hadn’t looked for a job. He didn’t even do any chores around their condo. He ate her food, messed up the dishes, and generally spent his days sitting around playing video games. 
 
    The last time she asked him to help, he had rolled his eyes and looked at her like she was some spoiled brat for asking, “You don’t know what it’s like. It’s rough out there, and I’m going to get a job eventually.” 
 
    Eventually. 
 
    She rolled her eyes at the prospect. She wasn’t hopeful he’d change. 
 
    After that “discussion”, she had gone to the café to relax. But now another idea resonated within her. It floated there as a possibility, something which should have been impossible yet she dearly wanted to try. 
 
    Puffing out her cheeks, she unlocked the door, stepped inside, and found her brother right where she had left him. 
 
    Sitting on the couch with his controller in hand, he played, deftly guiding a ninja across the screen. His avatar darted between bullets, knives, and sword swings. As his fingers danced along those buttons, his character performed amazing acrobatics, jumping and leaping from wall-to-wall, ducking and diving underneath one attack after another. 
 
    “Troy, we need to talk,” she said to her brother. 
 
    Troy didn’t even bother pausing his game. “What is it?” 
 
    “Can you talk to me?” 
 
    “I’m listening,” he said to her three seconds too late. Seriously, people who played video games and tried to hold conversations at the same time, might have thought they could do it well, but that was garbage. They were slow to answer, couldn’t really process two things at once, and ultimately lost track of the conversation anyway. 
 
    “I’m serious,” she said. 
 
    “Are you really going to bitch at me again about helping out more? I bought us a big screen TV,” he said. Yeah, that was another one of his irresponsible decisions. “Doesn’t that count for anything?” 
 
    “You also put it on a credit card and asked me to take care of the bill,” she reminded him, irritated. 
 
    He rolled his eyes like those details didn’t really matter. 
 
    “Are you ever going to grow up?” Then she asked a way more important question, “Are you ever going to help me?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said distractedly since he obviously didn’t pick up on either of her questions. “Whatever.” 
 
    Biting down, she put her hands on her hips and called out one simple command, “Stop playing.” 
 
    At once, his thumb stopped moving. 
 
    For a moment, she assumed Troy only paused the game to finally pay attention to this conversation. But when she stepped forward and glanced over at the screen, she watched the borders flashing red as his ninja endured an onslaught of pixelated attacks. Ninja stars and spinning hand axes flew from enemy characters, slamming into him. The sounds of pained grunts vibrated from the speakers. 
 
    “Why did you stop playing?” Kelsey asked. Her voice remained skeptical, yet there were those flickers of excitement deep within her stomach. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said, glancing down at his hands as though he expected them to start moving at any moment. 
 
    “Tell me the truth, Troy. Why did you stop playing?” 
 
    “You told me to stop,” he replied. The first time, she only asked the question. When directly order to tell the truth, he had to obey. 
 
    …Because he had to obey any command he heard. 
 
    Kelsey still didn’t really believe it, not until she said, “Turn off your game.” 
 
    He got up, walked across the room, and pushed the off button. Then he shook his head, opened his mouth, and he was about to say something, only his sister interrupted him, “Be quiet and sit down.” 
 
    That wasn’t part of the plan. On the contrary, Kelsey simply issued those orders without even thinking about it. Bossing her big brother around was way easier than she expected. 
 
    Quiet, he marched back to his spot at the edge of the couch and sat down. 
 
    He looked like he wanted to say something. His lips shifted slightly, but he remained silent. 
 
    Kelsey sat down on the chair across from the couch, touched a finger to the spot just beneath her chin and considered him. 
 
    For so long, he had been such a brat who refused to help out at all. But now, she squinted her eyes as though studying him. Part of her wondered if maybe this was a part of a practical joke. Maybe he was just toying with her—like he’d pretend to obey, only to burst out laughing once she truly believed she had this power over him. 
 
    Kelsey licked her bottom lip before straightening her back. “Your game,” she said, “The one you play all the time. It’s on a disk, isn’t it?” 
 
    Yes. He hated the idea of some forced update destroying his game with bloatware or new “features” that could make the game unplayable. That’s why he preferred the hardware, which he admitted, “Yes. It’s on a disk.” 
 
    “Take it out of the machine,” she said. 
 
    He rose, walked across the room, hit another button, and the disc ejected. 
 
    “Break it,” she said. 
 
    Troy would never ever break it on his own, not even for a practical joke. But now, he still wore that same serene expression as he pinched the side, pressed his thumbs to the middle, jerked it down, and broke it in two. 
 
    “What just happened?” Troy demanded as he held the shards in his hands. 
 
    “Things are about to change around here,” she said. “You’re finally going to start helping me.” 
 
    His eyes widened as he looked right at her. He had no idea what she meant, but he was starting to figure it out. 
 
      
 
    “Before we get started, I want to know something, Troy.” 
 
    “What happened? Why did I break this?” He spun on her. His eyes in shock as he held the broken game disk. “What did you do to me? Did you drug me or something?” He didn’t say it aloud, but he wondered if perhaps she had hypnotized, or somehow brainwashed him. 
 
    His confusion genuinely made her laugh. 
 
    There were probably doctors, biologists, and scientists out there somewhere in Crystal Canyon trying to figure out why the boys lost their ability to resist. Why every order became an irresistible suggestion, something they had to do. They didn’t even seem to understand or realized what was happening. 
 
    This first heady taste of power quickened her pulse and made it so much fun to watch him. Kelsey didn’t know what inspired the boy’s forced obedience, yet that hardly mattered. 
 
    She had tried to help her brother, and he took advantage of her. 
 
    Well, it was time for her to have some fun now. 
 
    With a wicked smile on her face, she gave a gentle shake of her head, “I wasn’t even here, Troy. If you remember, I had to leave my own home because you were being such a dick.” 
 
    He gritted his teeth, looked down at the broken parts of his disk, and wondered what he should do. “You owe me,” he said. “You have to replace this.” 
 
    “Maybe I will give you the opportunity to earn enough money to get another one. Maybe.” 
 
    “Screw that,” he said. He marched back toward the door and reached down for the small table where they kept their keys and wallet. He grabbed his stuff and reached out for the doorknob. 
 
    Taking her time, she watched for the precise moment, the most effective instant when she could give him the next command. 
 
    Right before his fingers brushed along the metal handle, she called, “Stop.” 
 
    He froze. 
 
    “Come back here and give me your wallet, keys, and phone.” 
 
    Just like in that video, she could strip him of his independence and freedom with just a few words. 
 
    In the next couple of seconds, Kelsey didn’t know if she really expected him to do this. Despite the demonstration with his videogame, he could be a stubborn boy. Maybe he would somehow resist the influence of whatever virus or chemical made the boys so pliable. 
 
    But now, he didn’t. 
 
    Troy marched back across the room with that same serene expression on his face. She held out her hands, and he gave her his keys, phone, and wallet just like that. As she held them, she looked down. 
 
    “Give those back,” he said, almost lunging. 
 
    “Stop,” she ordered just as fast. 
 
    He froze, apparently paralyzed by the power of her voice. 
 
    “You don’t get these back. These belong to me now. Say it.” 
 
    “I don’t get those back. They belong to you.” 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “And since they belong to me, you aren’t going to try to steal them back. You’re not going to look for them. They are mine. Do you understand?” 
 
    “No, I don’t understand,” he growled back, obviously aggravated by the power his little sister had over him. 
 
    Kelsey was several inches shorter. And even if they shared the same light brown hair, she’d always been inferior. Smaller, weaker, and less mature, she couldn’t compete. 
 
    Or at least, that was how it had been while they were kids. Now, as new adults, things had changed. She earned amazing grades and did just fine in college while Troy…played video games and moped about his inability to handle the rigors of a university education. 
 
    “I’m going to put these on the mantle,” she said, standing and walking across the room. “Don’t touch them, ever.” 
 
    She stepped back, crossed her arms, and watched as he quickly strode to her. He stepped right up to the mantle, reached out, and stopped just a few inches short of his goal. As hard as he tried, Troy couldn’t grab the wallet, keys, or phone. 
 
    Finally, his fingertips pushed down into the palms of his hands. He spun around and glared at her. 
 
    “Give them to me!” 
 
    “No,” she said. There was that unspoken taunt. If you really want them, try to get them yourself. It should have been so easy. A child could have done it, but something held him back and kept him from grabbing his belongings. 
 
    “From now on, you’re going to work around here. Start by doing the dishes.” 
 
    The anger on his face faded, and he marched over to their small kitchen where he turned on the water and got to work. He would do the dishes now. 
 
      
 
    For the first couple of minutes, Kelsey stood back with her arms crossed as she watched him work. At several points, he glanced at her. A fleeting expression of frustration played across his face, but he seemed mostly relaxed as he surrendered. 
 
    “After this, make me a sandwich,” she said, savoring the power the words gave her as she spoke. 
 
    From there, she went back into the living room, sat down on the couch, and played on her phone. This was incredible. She never imagined she could have so much power over her brother. 
 
    While they were kids, she had idolized him. In high school, he seemed so incredible as he managed to get stellar grades, seemingly without trying. 
 
    Whenever she tried to be his friend, he routinely rebuffed her. It made sense. She was his kid sister, after all. He wanted to chase after girls and do stuff like that. 
 
    When he finished with the dishes, he obediently prepared her sandwich. 
 
    She lounged as he set the tray on the coffee table in front of the couch. Then he stood there, apparently uncertain because he didn’t know what to do. 
 
    “You can sit down,” she said breezily. 
 
    He went for the chair, but a mean thought occurred to her, “No. You can sit on the floor,” she said. 
 
    Strictly speaking, exercising her power like this was probably unnecessary, yet she still enjoyed the look of chagrin on his face once he realized he was on the floor. 
 
    “What’s going on here?” 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious?” Kelsey replied. 
 
    “No!” He said with way more panic than he intended. 
 
    She reached down, picked up half of the sandwich, and took a bite. She chewed slowly and swallowed, savoring the sliced tomato, rinsed lettuce, and succulent bacon. When she finished with that first bite, she set the rest of her sandwich down and leaned forward. She rested her elbows on her knees and told him, “Something’s happened to the boys in town. From what I can gather, all of you have to do whatever the women around you say.” 
 
    “That, that’s impossible,” he stuttered. 
 
    “Is it? How else would you explain this delicious BLT?” 
 
    His lips parted, but he couldn’t put any words together. 
 
    “Or maybe you need another demonstration? Is that it, Troy?” 
 
    If he had answered right away, she probably would have been merciful. Instead, he remained stubbornly quiet as he glared at her. 
 
    “I think another demonstration is in order,” she told him. “Stand up and take off your shirt.” 
 
    He rose to his feet, pulled off his shirt, and showed off his body. Despite their relationship, she could still appreciate the firm lines of his pectorals, the muscles along his arms, and his broad shoulders. He wasn’t a bodybuilder or anything, but he still looked pretty good. 
 
    With a giggle, she lifted her phone. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Troy asked as she aimed at the camera at him. 
 
    She snapped several shots. “I have a friend who might enjoy these,” she said, sharing them with a few swipes of her thumb. 
 
    “Stop it.” 
 
    “No, I don’t think so.” 
 
    “You can’t share pictures like this.” 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Troy, Troy, Troy,” she said with that aggravatingly patronizing tone of voice. “I can do whatever I want with you. As far as you’re concerned, you belong to me.” 
 
    “What’re you talking about?” 
 
    “You have a phone? A car? Any money?” 
 
    “You took my stuff,” he growled back. 
 
    “I did,” she agreed excitedly. “And why could I do that?” He obviously didn’t want to answer, so she tapped one finger against her cheek several times before snapping her fingers like the idea just occurred to her. “Oh, that’s right. I could take all of your stuff because I’m a girl, and that means I’m in charge. If you want me to be nice to you, you had better be an obedient boy.” 
 
    “I already made your stupid sandwich and did the dishes!” 
 
    “Which was a very good start. But right now, I want to give my friend a gift, and I’m sure she would love to see you shirtless.” 
 
    “You can’t just show me off!” 
 
    “Troy, honey, I can do whatever I want with you.” 
 
    “No, you can’t!” All at once, his eyes widened as that hungry, nearly predatory look crested along her lips. Yes, she could do anything she wanted with him. The truth set in. 
 
    Troy started stammering, but she silenced him with a look and a word, “Quiet.” 
 
    It only took a breath and two syllables to silence her brother. Before all of this, he could have simply spoken over her, raising his voice and drowning out anything she wished to say. 
 
    “That’s better,” she replied. 
 
    Her phone vibrated in the palm of her hand. “Oh, look at that. My friend really likes those pictures.” 
 
    Under most circumstances, he wouldn’t have blushed. But then and there, the heat gathered along his neck and worked its way up his cheeks. 
 
    “Oh, you don’t need to be embarrassed. She thought you were cute.” 
 
    His lips parted like he wanted to say something, yet he was jammed up against that invisible barrier inside of his brain. She had told him to be quiet, he registered the order, and he didn’t know how to short-circuit it. 
 
    “Tell me that girls are better than boys,” she said, adopting the singsong tone of a young girl dealing with some boy on the playground. 
 
    “Girls are better than boys.” 
 
    “Tell me you need a girl to take care of you.” 
 
    “I need a girl to take care of me,” he replied. 
 
    “I agree,” she said with a clap of her hand. “You can speak normally now.” 
 
    Despite everything she had done to him, Troy had learned his lesson, but not really. After a lifetime of male privilege, he couldn’t handle this complete loss of control. His fingers pushed down into his palms, and some part of him counseled caution, but he chose to embrace that simmering anger. 
 
    “I don’t know what you bitches have done, but it’s not going to last, so you had better—” 
 
    “Quiet,” she said with almost bored disdain. Just a couple of days ago, her brother would have been able to intimidate her. He always seemed so strong and confident despite lacking any real direction. 
 
    But now, she loved how his lips pressed together. 
 
    “I don’t think you understand what’s happening here. Even if I make you say it, you still don’t realize the truth. Maybe a demonstration is in order.” As she ran her tongue along her teeth, she strolled to him, ran her eyes along his body, and made him shiver. 
 
    No one had ever looked at him like this before, as though he were just a piece of meat. Or a toy, a plaything to be purchased, and used for another’s personal pleasure. 
 
    Within moments, he could feel her eyes glide along his body, admiring his muscles, his abs, his body. Yes, she was his sister, yet she seemed to have no problem objectifying him. Right then, powerless before her, he wasn’t a person. In her eyes, he became something else. 
 
    “I’m going to sit down,” she said, “and you are going to lay across my lap.” 
 
    Still bound by her command, he didn’t understand, not until she positioned herself on the couch. 
 
    “Before you get on my lap, I’m going to give you one last chance to apologize.” Sounding almost magnanimous now, she waved her hand like some arrogant princess and told the slave boy, “You may speak.” 
 
    He must not have realized what she could do or how embarrassing it might be. Perhaps he thought he had already explored the depths of his humiliation with this girl. 
 
    Foolish male. There was so much more humiliation she could subject him to. 
 
    “Kelsey, you can’t do this. You’re not going to get away with—” 
 
    “Silence,” she snapped back at him, obviously disappointed. She gave a slow shake of her head. But then a smile crested her lips. “Troy, you don’t understand this yet, but you really are helpless. I can make you do whatever I want. This might be temporary. I guess you could be right. But think about what the women in the city can accomplish.” 
 
    What was she talking about? 
 
    “Oh, you don’t really know, do you?” Her nostrils twitched for a moment as she remembered all of the aggravating treatment she endured at the hands of the boys in this city. 
 
    Since Crystal Canyon functioned as a mining community, most of the people here worked for one company or the college. That meant the population skewed mostly male with just a smattering of women. 
 
    Breathing out through her teeth, she said, “Guys think it’s cute to catcall. They think women like the attention. They think it’s cute to try to flirt with every woman they see. Boys think they’re all hot shit, and every woman will swoon over them. They think they’re God’s gift to women. And I’m sure they think they’re just being friendly—complimentary.” She sneered at that last word. “But you know what? Your behavior is atrocious, repellent, and disgusting. It’s not a question of how you feel. It’s a question of how it affects the women you’re ‘flirting’ with. You could walk up to a stranger and punch them in the face, and say you’re just trying to be friendly. And it doesn’t even matter if you’re dumb enough to mean it. It doesn’t matter that you smiled at your victim. You still punched someone in the face. That’s wrong, just as it’s wrong to see women as pieces of meat, as sex objects. Trust me. Harassment works the exact same way.” A smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. “But I think you’re about to learn all of this for yourself. What do you think of that, Troy?” 
 
    Since she asked a question, he seemed to be able to respond. At first, he hesitated, opening his mouth, only to close it as he tested the boundaries of his freedom and her power. 
 
    “I think you’re going to be in a lot of trouble when—” 
 
    “Quiet,” she said again. It was easier than pushing a button. She had silenced her brother, so he stood there. But now she decided a discussion wouldn’t be enough. He needed something more primal, more physical to truly understand his degraded status. 
 
    “Crawl to my feet,” she ordered. 
 
    At once, he lowered himself down onto his knuckles and knees. He crawled across the carpet as ordered. And once she saw him at her knees, she patted her lap. “Get on my lap. Face down.” 
 
    He may not have been able to speak or control his body, yet the questions still swirled through his head. He didn’t understand what was happening. Hot confusion surged through his body as he tried to put the pieces together. 
 
    It should have been obvious, yet this young man couldn’t imagine what might happen next. It seemed so irrational, like something out of some bizarre, alternate dimension. 
 
    Before he knew it, he was spread across his little sister’s lap. HIS LITTLE SISTER’S LAP! That was humiliating enough.  Face down just as she commanded, he didn’t know what might happen, but he had a pretty good idea, and he didn’t like it one bit. 
 
    “Do you know what I’m going to do you?” 
 
    “No…” 
 
    “I think you do,” she teased playfully. 
 
    “You can’t do this,” he said as he regained the freedom to speak. “You can’t!” 
 
    “But you told me you don’t even know what I’m planning,” she replied. 
 
    Troy had no response to this as Kelsey leaned in and whispered, “Pull down your pants.” 
 
    As he heard those words, he felt the compulsion to obey as always. It didn’t matter how demeaning or degrading this might be. He couldn’t stop the instinct to obey. He needed to do whatever she said. 
 
    Without even thinking about it, he pressed his weight down on his knees, lifted his hips, yanked on his pants, and pulled them down. 
 
    A chuckle passed, but she realized she would need him to lower his boxers as well. “And your underwear,” she said. 
 
    He obeyed again. 
 
    She now had his naked buttocks poised above her lap. She reached down, touched him gingerly, and waited for some surge of disgust. Instead, she simply reveled in the power she had over him. When they were young, he could bully her. For the most part, he had left her alone, probably because he didn’t have any interest at all in his little sister. But now, she was certainly interested in him. She looked forward to seeing the defiance fade from his eyes as he accepted a new social order, one where she was his superior in every way. 
 
    That seemed inevitable considering her authority. Besides, he wouldn’t succumb only to her authority, but to the power of every female in the city. 
 
    “Tell me, Troy. You know what’s about to happen?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Her hand flew down, struck, but she got the angle wrong. She had never spanked anyone before, so she didn’t know how. Troy’s butt was just what she needed to learn. She missed just a little bit, so it probably didn’t sting as much as she intended. Wrinkling her lips with irritation, she tried again. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Oh yeah, that one was a lot more satisfying. She hit just the right spot and heard the grunt of dismay from her older brother. 
 
    “What did you think of that?” 
 
    “Stop this! You can’t do this!” 
 
    “What?” Kelsey asked playfully. “I can’t do this?” She spanked him again. 
 
    Her hand crashed down against the firm curve of his ass. She watched as his skin began to turn a nice shade of pink. 
 
    “Are you sure I can’t spank you? Because it really feels like I’m spanking you.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    As each blow landed, her heart pounded faster. There was something so intoxicating about this kind of power. She could punish her brother; she could shift the balance of power that had existed between these two for years. 
 
    Sure, they were both technically adults now, which meant they were supposed to be equal, but she suspected he would always see her as smaller, younger, and less mature. Or at least, that’s how he would have viewed her until everything changed. 
 
    “Are you ready to tell me you’re going to be a good boy?” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    His nostrils flared and his eyes started to water. 
 
    The prospect of getting spanked by his little sister shouldn’t have impacted him. Seriously, she was so small. As far as he could tell, she would always be his kid sister. And yet, this woman ordered him around, forced him to her lap, and he couldn’t do anything about it. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    His superiority over his sister had always been a pillar of his identity. He didn’t remember her being born, but he was always taller and stronger. He could always help her with her homework or any of the problems she might have at school. 
 
    No more. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “This feels so good,” she had to admit. “I think we are going to have a really good relationship after this, don’t you?” 
 
    “Screw you!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “That’s disrespectful. If you don’t change your tune, this spanking will go on a lot longer.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Tell me boys need to be spanked regularly to maintain good behavior and proper comportment.” Proper comportment: Kelsey used to hate this phrase, especially because it seemed to be applied exclusively to young women. It was an older phrase, one that got used a lot at finishing schools where young women could be “properly trained,” which meant learning how to serve a man. 
 
    Maybe “proper comportment” deserved a second chance, only now it would apply to boys like her brother. 
 
    “Boys need to be spanked regularly to maintain good behavior and proper comportment,” he said, gasping between those frantic breaths. 
 
    Hearing him surrender so easily sent a shiver of pleasure running through her body. This power surged through her, and she savored every drop of it. 
 
    “I love how helpful you’re being,” she said. “You’re so good at service.” 
 
    Yes, he was—because he had no choice. 
 
    “And don’t worry, Troy. I’m going to take really good care of you. I’ll make sure that none of the other girls take advantage of you.” 
 
    She waited a few seconds. 
 
    Then she asked, “Well? Aren’t you going to thank me?” 
 
    “Thank you?” Troy growled. “Thank you for what?” The sarcastic frustration ran hot through every sound he made. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know, protecting you? Taking care of you? Training you? Not only that, I’m going to make sure you are useful. Won’t that be nice? Just think about how you’ve been living for the last few months, just sitting around playing video games. That must have been really terrible. Now you will get the chance to serve your superiors.” 
 
    Superiors. Plural. As near as Kelsey could see, every man would obey every woman. This would be an entirely new social order, a society built out in the small city. Kelsey had no idea what the local politicians and leaders would do. If they were anything like her, they would want to keep this a secret, especially because they would realize just how threatened all of the men in the rest of the country would feel. 
 
    So called male ‘superiority’ had always made her laugh even as it scared her just a tiny bit. Way too often, men liked to assert their strength and independence as they flouted their achievements. And yet, if anything threatened their privileges, they routinely became incensed. They quickly became so vulnerable, it seemed. They could get so angry over so little. 
 
    While all of that had ended in Crystal Canyon, Kelsey understood there could be problems in the rest of the country and the rest of the world. 
 
    Luckily for her, she didn’t need to deal with any of that as she looked down at her brother’s firm, pink posterior. With another chuckle, she placed her hand right there on his buttock. It glowed warm. 
 
    “You know, I think a lot of girls are going to get used to this. I bet spankings are going to make a big comeback.” 
 
    “This isn’t right. This isn’t fair!” 
 
    “Troy, life isn’t about fairness,” she said. “It’s about power and authority. That’s why sexism has been so prevalent for so long.” She giggled like he should have been able to figure this out on his own. “Men had centuries to get a head start. And guess what? That doesn’t just go away after a couple decades or even a century. It lasts for a very, very long time because it soaks into the very fabric of society. You’ve only been powerless for a few hours, and you can barely stand it. But don’t worry. I’m going to help you.” 
 
    “Help me?” 
 
    “I’ll protect you from other women,” she said. “And I will make sure that you only associate with people who really have your best interest at heart.” 
 
    That’s when Troy realized just how much power she had over him. If she told him to stay home, he would do it. She could ground him like he was some little kid. She could pick his friends and acquaintances. She could control every facet of his life. 
 
    Frantically, he tried to get up off of her lap, yet his arms and legs refused to obey. 
 
    “This is going to be good for you,” she said. “Troy, you need someone to oversee your life. It’s not like you were doing much with it anyway.” 
 
    He tried to look up at her, the angles were wrong. 
 
    “Now, would you like to thank me for taking care of you and controlling you?” 
 
    She didn’t order him to tell the truth or repeat the phrases, yet the implication was clear. No, she wouldn’t make it so easy this time. 
 
    “I’m not going to thank you,” he insisted. 
 
    A smirk tugged at the corner of her mouth as she gripped his ass, her fingers and nails pressing down into his skin. He shivered there, knowing what was about to happen, yet it hardly helped. 
 
    “You know what you have to do to make this stop,” she said, just barely whispering. Yet, even as he absorbed every word deep into his core, he didn’t think of surrendering his independence.  
 
    Her arm swung down as hard as she could onto his ass. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Her hand flew down three more times, striking the same spot as more agony pulsed through his body. It washed over him, one licking wave after another. The pain darted between his nerves, rippling and simmering along his skin. 
 
    “What would you like to say?” 
 
    Troy remained silent. He understood what was about to happen, yet he still couldn’t help himself. The stubborn boy refused to make a sound. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “What would you like to tell me?” Kelsey asked. 
 
    He held out for one, two, three more seconds. Just as she raised her hand, something inside of him broke. He called out, “Thank you!” 
 
    “That’s not good enough,” she chided in a singsong tone. Feeling generous, she asked, “What are you thankful for?” 
 
    “Thank you for taking care of me.” 
 
    “Oh, are you grateful that I’m going to control you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “If you’re grateful, you should probably say it.” Again, she refused to issue a direct command. If she ordered him to utter these words, then they wouldn’t really be his, and she intended to make a point: the control didn’t have to be total or absolute for it to be equally effective. She could manipulate him into saying and doing whatever she liked because she was smarter and had every advantage here. 
 
    In past centuries, men routinely justified their superiority by comparing outcomes. There were no female engineers, so didn’t that mean women were incapable of studying engineering? Of course, those same thinkers and philosophers never seemed to remember that the colleges wouldn’t allow women into their courses. Women weren’t engineers because they were never given the opportunity.  
 
    “Yes,” he said. “Thank you for controlling me.” 
 
    “And why is it so important that I control you, Troy?” 
 
    “Because I make bad decisions,” he said. Clearly, he despised every single word coming out of his mouth, but he didn’t want to endure the embarrassment or pain of more spanking. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said cheerfully. “You make bad decisions, just like so many other boys. That’s why you need to be controlled. Isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes,” he grumbled. 
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
    She tapped his behind and told him to get back down on the floor. Then he looked up at her for just a moment and asked, “can I pull my pants back up?” 
 
    “That depends. Are you going to be obedient?” 
 
    Obedient. The word emerged from her lips before she could really think about it. Before all of this, she would have associated obedience with pets, maybe dogs in need of specialized training. But now, she could look down at her brother and use the exact same word. 
 
    He didn’t answer. 
 
    “I asked you a question,” she said. 
 
    Obviously, he wanted to pull his pants back up, but he didn’t risk doing it without her permission. Still, he seemed unable to give her what she expected, which qualified his disobedience, which obviously couldn’t be tolerated. 
 
    “Troy, are you stronger than me?” 
 
    Without thinking, he jerked his head up and looked right into her dark eyes, “Yes!” He had to hold on to that idea. He was physically superior. Maybe if he could get the chance, he could gag his little sister. If she couldn’t speak, she couldn’t give him orders… 
 
    “Let’s see about that,” she said. She got up and stood above him. With her brother on his knees, he looked so much smaller and completely powerless. 
 
    “Act like you’re weaker than me.” The command came out of her mouth, but neither of them really knew what it would mean right away. 
 
    She poked him with the tip of her shoe. 
 
    “Stop that,” he said. 
 
    “Make me,” she replied haughtily. 
 
    “What?” Troy lifted his gaze slowly. His eyes were narrowed with suspicion, like he expected something awful to happen. 
 
    “You think you’re bigger than me,” she said. “You think you’re stronger than me. Prove it.” 
 
    He gulped, mostly because he didn’t believe that other command could really affect him. He flexed his muscles, and they seem to be just as strong as always. Throughout his life, he had trusted his body. He may not have been some star football player, but he knew he could take his little sister. 
 
    If he could just gag her or get his hand over her mouth… 
 
    That could be enough. 
 
    His heart started to beat faster as blood pumped through his body, yet he held back as he considered his options. 
 
    Without really thinking about it, he listened to his instincts. He remained braced like some predator just waiting for the right moment. Then he jumped, leaping up on his feet. 
 
    He lunged at his little sister. He was going to grab her, pull her to the floor, shove her down, and get his hand over her mouth. After that, maybe he could find some tape or something. 
 
    He just had to silence her. If she couldn’t talk, she couldn’t give orders. And if she couldn’t give orders, then he would be in control again. 
 
    It all seemed so simple, especially in those opening seconds. 
 
    He got his hands on her shoulders and pulled her off of the couch. She fell to the carpet, but he knew something was wrong. He didn’t see any look of panic on her face. Her lips didn’t pull back, and she didn’t try to apologize either. 
 
    Instead, it looked like she actually enjoyed this. 
 
    He didn’t understand, not even when he shoved her to the floor. He straddled her, grabbed her wrists, and locked them at the sides of her head. “This is what’s going to happen,” he began. 
 
    With the casual voice of a girl who knew she couldn’t possibly lose, she finished the sentence for him, “I’m going to wrestle you to the floor, hold you down, and make you feel like you’re completely powerless. Because that’s what you are, Troy.” 
 
    His lips parted with the confusion, probably because he thought that other command wouldn’t still affect him. But then she started to sit up. He tried to push his weight down against her. He had gravity on his side, yet it hardly mattered. 
 
    She shoved him away. She made it look easy. He stumbled back. 
 
    Then she sat up and looked right at him with a predatory smile curving along her lips. Almost like a huntress eager to play with her prey, she started to crawl toward him. 
 
    He backed up, bumped against the couch, and froze. 
 
    He started to stand, but she reached out and grabbed his wrist. She yanked. 
 
    Under normal circumstances, he would have been able to tear his arm away from her grip. 
 
    Not this time. 
 
    Instead, his little sister pulled him to the floor; he landed on the carpet, and she shoved him down. Her hands flew up with her palms shoving into his chest, and this shouldn’t have been enough force, yet he suddenly found himself on his back. 
 
    Scared now with a different flavor of adrenaline running through his panicked veins, he tried to roll over and scramble away. He got up on his hands and knees, but his sister stood, grabbed his shirt, and yanked. He rose, sitting up straight without trying and falling onto his buttocks. She shoved him again, knocking him to his back. 
 
    His shoulder blades hit the carpet, he tried to get up, only his sister spread her legs and straddled him. With a dark, menacing grin on her face, she tilted her head to the side and asked, “Are you ready to give up yet?” 
 
    “What’s happening? This is impossible!” 
 
    “Oh, it’s very possible,” she replied with a chuckle. “I got you, and I’m holding you down. But if you really want your freedom, just get up. That’s all you have to do,” she said as she toyed with him. 
 
    He pushed his palms down against the carpet and shoved. It wasn’t enough. 
 
    This girl couldn’t have weighed more than a hundred and ten, maybe a hundred and fifteen pounds, yet it hardly mattered. Some part of his unconscious mind recognized her superiority, so his muscles couldn’t draw on their full, natural strength. Instead, he had become naturally obedient to this woman and her physical prowess. 
 
    She held him down, locking his wrists to the floor beneath her palms. 
 
    “I mean it,” Kelsey teased. “If you can get out from underneath me, I will let you go. Not only that, I’ll help you. I will help you get out of Crystal Canyon. I will set you up in a nice apartment wherever you want.” Her eyes sparkled, the light dancing along her irises as she made one promise after another. 
 
    He believed her. 
 
    If he could do this, he could be free! He could go start another life, one far away from this bizarre city where men obeyed and women ruled. 
 
    Holding onto that hope, he channeled every drop of strength he possessed. He tensed his muscles, shoved, and tried to push her off of him. But like some warrior-goddess, his sister held him down. Not only that, she didn’t seem perturbed by his failed attempts. 
 
    “Well? I’m waiting,” she taunted. 
 
    Troy didn’t answer. He wouldn’t let his little sister beat him. 
 
    “Come on,” she teased. “I’m getting bored.” 
 
    Her brother still didn’t respond. As he tried to push her off, she just laughed. “Is this really the best you can do? Seriously, I thought you were supposed to be this big, strong man. I thought I was supposed to be scared of you. Hey, aren’t you supposed to be my protector or something?” She giggled at the prospect, shook her head, and said, “No. I think you are going to need my protection from now on.” 
 
    Finally, his strength abandoned him. He relaxed underneath her straddled grip and gave in. 
 
    Only then another possibility occurred to him, something he could try. He hadn’t considered this tactic before, but maybe, just maybe it could work! 
 
    He licked his lips and looked up at her. 
 
    “Kelsey,” he began, “Something is obviously happening here. For some reason, I have to do whatever you say. Something has affected me.” 
 
    “Obviously,” she sneered. 
 
    “Maybe it is affecting you too.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I’m supposed to be your brother,” he said. “But you’re spanking me. You’re telling me what to do.” 
 
    She stared down at him for a few seconds. Then her lips curled up as she started to smile. Right after that, she slowly started to chuckle before those giggles morphed into manic laughter. 
 
    “Oh, Troy. You narcissistic, privileged little brat. You really think that this is changing who I am? It’s not. Finally, I’m being honest with you. I’m finally getting the chance to make things right.” 
 
    “You spanked me!” 
 
    “Because you deserved it,” she said. “You deserve all of this and so much more.” 
 
    He opened his mouth and tried to say something, but she stopped him with the word, “Quiet.” She stood, shook her head, and told him to go do some chores. 
 
    With the confused expression of a boy just learning his place, he rose, went into the kitchen, and started cleaning. As far as his little sister was concerned, that was where he belonged. 
 
      
 
    Kelsey went back into her bedroom, grabbed her phone, and started playing around. At first, she enjoyed the games. She could move little pieces of candy around to clear rows, all while she enjoyed the simulated applause and digital flashes of light. 
 
    But something started to bother her. 
 
    Was it possible that Troy had been telling the truth? 
 
    No. 
 
    No way. 
 
    He was just trying to excuse all of his bad behavior. Seriously, he had never helped her, not when he had been given the opportunity. He didn’t have a job, so this condo should have been spotless. She never should have worried about making dinner or lunch or laundry or any of that stuff! 
 
    And yet, because she was the girl, he always expected her to take care of everything. 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    And yet, she still wanted to get a second opinion, so she found herself pulling up her best friend’s name on her phone. 
 
    Ashley picked up with a friendly, “Hey, girl. How’s it going?” 
 
    “Not bad,” Kelsey said a little slowly. 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    Kelsey licked her lips and asked, “Have you been paying attention to the rumors?” 
 
    “They’re not rumors,” Ashley replied. 
 
    Kelsey exhaled, puffing out her cheeks, “Okay good. I was worried you were going to say I was crazy or something.” 
 
    “It’s everywhere. I went out this morning to get some groceries, and I saw guys at the store on leashes. Seriously, leashes!” 
 
    “Really?” Kelsey sat up. She grinned and wondered if maybe she should do something like that with her brother. Strictly speaking, it wasn’t necessary, so she had to ask, “Why bother? 
 
    “Because those boys need to be taught a lesson,” Ashley said. 
 
    Kelsey ran her teeth along her bottom lip. “I can see that. 
 
    “So…” Ashley asked after another second, “How is Troy dealing with all of this?” 
 
    “He’s fine,” she said. “But I was wondering about something.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “I spanked him.” 
 
    “You what?” 
 
    Even though her friend couldn’t see her, Kelsey shrugged anyway, “I spanked him. He was being such a brat.” 
 
    “He probably deserved it.” 
 
    “You think so?” 
 
    “I do.” Only then a silence started to grow between the two girls as they considered this new world. So much was happening all around Crystal Canyon, and they couldn’t know exactly what it might mean. 
 
    Ashley seemed hesitant when she asked, “Can I come over?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “If it’s okay, I’d like to see your brother.” 
 
    “You want to see if you can control him, can’t you?” 
 
    “I do,” Ashley said. The smile on her face shaped her answer, “I really do.” 
 
      
 
    At several points, he tried to break the psychological hold. Troy kept working in the kitchen, cleaning the counters, sweeping and mopping, washing the dishes and dusting the cabinets. Working diligently, he seemed like an obedient servant boy ready to obey any order. 
 
    But inside, he tried to fight. With every step, he did his best to stop his body. 
 
    Before long, Troy lost track of time, not that it mattered. He didn’t have anywhere to be. 
 
    His sister emerged from her bedroom, stepped into the kitchen, and looked around. “Not bad. But you know, the living room needs to be cleaned too.” She didn’t voice those words as a command, so he glared at her. 
 
    “I did the kitchen. It’s not fair that I have to clean everything.” 
 
    “But you’re helping me,” she said. “And you like helping your sister, don’t you?” 
 
    Helping his sister had become one of the most demeaning, degrading activities he could imagine. Every time he “helped”, it only served to remind him of his reduced status. 
 
    Almost like she could read his thoughts, she raised an eyebrow and asked, “It’s not fun being expected to serve, is it? Welcome to the BS women have been dealing with for centuries.” Even now, she heard stories about women working in offices and getting stuck with the “domestic” tasks. If it was someone’s birthday, it would be up to one of the women to buy the cake. And afterward, they would be expected to clean up while the guys wandered off. Those women could be lawyers, engineers, or architects, yet the story played out the same way each and every time. The men just assumed that the women would take care of those chores. Women were naturally domestic. Women knew how to buy birthday cakes. This was easy, after all. It wasn’t a big deal. Was it?  
 
    “Please, don’t make me do this,” he said. 
 
    “Tell me you like helping your sister.” 
 
    “I like helping my sister,” he replied automatically. 
 
    She patted him on the head like he was a dumb dog and grinned, “You’re being a good boy. Go clean the living room.” 
 
      
 
    For the next few minutes, Kelsey enjoyed her spot on the couch in the living room. Even as her brother cleaned the coffee table and bookshelves, she kept her feet up as she played with her phone. 
 
    When she heard the knock on the door, she glanced over at her brother. More and more, she thought of him as the servant boy. “Get that,” she ordered. 
 
    At once, he lowered the rag from the TV screen and marched over to the door. 
 
    “Oh, and give a nice bow when you meet our guest. I want her to feel welcomed.” 
 
    He opened the door, bowed like a butler, though internally, he hadn’t accepted his new status. and Ashley saw all of this. A big, vibrant smile spread across her mouth as she giggled. “Troy?” 
 
    His lips tightened since he didn’t know what to do or how to respond. This girl was his little sister’s friend, but she beamed at him. Not only that, she swept her eyes up and down his body almost hungrily. 
 
    The first time, he sensed a girl studying him. Sure, he had turned his eager eyes toward lots of girls. Some of them would have been flattered. Some of them would have been intimidated or annoyed. But now, this girl looked at him like he was nothing but a piece of meat. 
 
    “Please come in,” he said, stepping aside as he performed just like any other servant. 
 
    With her eyes twinkling, she stepped past him, spotted Kelsey, and rushed over to her friend. 
 
    When Troy turned, he meant to say something. He took a breath, only to stop because the girls were whispering back and forth. Their eyes darted in his direction as they conspired, but he couldn’t pick up on anything specific. 
 
    The frustration sizzled through his chest as he tried to come up with a solution or something he could do or say to interrupt. 
 
    But then another realization smacked him hard: he didn’t want to interrupt his sister because he was worried about what she would do or say. 
 
    So, he stood there with his hands held together, his back straight and his shoulders down. 
 
    Finally, Kelsey turned to him. “You’re not being a very good host, Troy. Don’t you want to ask my friend if she would like something to drink?” 
 
    Before he could respond, Ashley glanced over at her friend. Kelsey gave an almost imperceptible nod, and Ashley grinned as she said, “Yeah, Troy. Get me something to drink. I feel like some champagne.” 
 
    “Oh?” Kelsey teased. “So, it’s going to be that kind of party, is it?” 
 
    “Always,” Ashley answered. 
 
    Right then, Troy promised himself he wouldn’t obey her order. Perhaps he needs to do whatever his sister said, but there may have been some kind of biological component. Perhaps he only had to follow her orders because they were physically related. With Ashley, he might be able to fight back, build up some sort of defense or inoculation, and resist. 
 
    Nope. 
 
    Once his brain registered the command, he relaxed, stepped forward, and marched into the kitchen as the girls watched. They giggled back and forth, whispering just quietly enough so he couldn’t hear what they said. 
 
    He poured two glasses of wine and brought them back. 
 
    Kelsey and Ashley took a cup each, savored a few sips, and enjoyed having him right there. 
 
    “Would you like him to kiss your feet?” 
 
    “There’s no way he would do that,” Ashley said, her voice stretched with disbelief but something else too: hope. 
 
    “Oh, absolutely. This boy is willing to do anything he’s told. Tell us you’re an obedient boy, Troy.” 
 
    Her sentence couldn’t be mistaken as anything less than a direct command, so he obeyed immediately. “I’m an obedient boy.” 
 
    “If you’re obedient, what does that make me? Does that make me your owner?” 
 
    His cheeks flushed. He didn’t want to say it, especially since she phrased those words as a question, not a statement. 
 
    When he hesitated, Kelsey nudged her friend, glanced over at her brother, and said quite clearly, “Tell me that makes me your owner.” 
 
    “That makes you my owner,” he replied, only to blink and wish that he had been able to fight back. 
 
    “Well?” Kelsey asked. “Would you like him to kiss your shoes or maybe give you a foot massage?” 
 
    “Can I?” 
 
    “Go for it,” Kelsey answered. 
 
    “Troy, get on your knees and kiss my feet.” 
 
    Again, he worked as hard as he could to resist her command, tightening his hands into fists and gritting his teeth with determination, but he found himself dropping before her. He pressed his lips to her shoes, first the left, then the right. 
 
    Before he even finished, Ashley continued, “And tell me I’m a beautiful girl and that you enjoy serving me.” 
 
    “You’re a beautiful girl and I enjoy serving you,” he said. The words tumbled out of his mouth. No matter how hard he tried; he couldn’t summon the resolve to stop them. 
 
    “This is amazing,” Ashley said. “What are you going to do with him?” 
 
    “He’s been helping me around the condo,” Kelsey replied. “I don’t know if you can tell, but everything is so much cleaner. He’s going to be a really good servant boy.” 
 
    “That’s a wonderful idea,” she said. 
 
    “But?” 
 
    Ashley pressed her lips together. She ran her teeth along her bottom lip. She still had this boy on his knees. 
 
    By now, Troy had come to a conclusion. If he didn’t wish to get humiliated in front of these young women, he needed to keep his mouth shut and attract as little attention as possible. 
 
    “There are other options,” Ashley said. 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    Yeah, like what? Troy wondered. 
 
    Yes, Ashley was beautiful with her wavy blonde hair tied back into a simple ponytail, her blue eyes, and the scattered freckles along her nose. She had on a green summer dress and white flats. Altogether, she looked so wholesome and youthful, but he still wondered what cruel or perverse idea this girl had just imagined. 
 
    “I’m not sure I should say it,” Ashley told her friend. By now, the two girls completely ignored Troy. He may as well have been a piece of furniture. 
 
    “No, no,” Kelsey said with a playful shake of her finger. “You can’t start talking about an idea only to stop before sharing all of it. Come on.” 
 
    “It’s crazy,” Ashley said with a wave of her hand. 
 
    “Tell me,” Kelsey insisted. 
 
    Ashley licked her bottom lip again. “You know how I have felt about your brother for a while now, right?” 
 
    “Yes,” Kelsey grumbled. “You had a crush on him for a long time. To be honest, I was kind of hoping it would fade after he dropped out of college.” 
 
    “I think he’s really cute,” Ashley said, reaching down and casually running her fingers through his hair. Before the women of Crystal Canyon had taken over, she never would have dared such a brazen gesture. But now, petting him seemed more like petting a dog, or maybe stroking a soft pillow. 
 
    He had no rights. He couldn’t object. Or at least, he knew better than to argue when this girl could discipline him with a few well-chosen words. 
 
    “I think he’s really cute,” Ashley said again before adding, “And aren’t you worried about paying for your senior year?” 
 
    “Yeah, so?” This was something Kelsey tried not to think about. Sure, their trust fund would be plenty to take care of them for the next two years, but she’d need scholarships or loans to get through the final two semesters. 
 
    “I could buy him from you,” she said. 
 
    All at once, Troy jumped to his feet. He jerked out his hand and pointed a finger in her direction, “You can’t buy me! I’m not property!” 
 
    “Be quiet,” Ashley told him. 
 
    Effectively muzzled now, he swung his arms, made a pair of fists, and practically jumped up and down in his spot. He couldn’t think of anything else to do. 
 
    The young ladies, however, didn’t seem to mind. Instead, they laughed at his useless, wasted antics while they went on chatting. 
 
    “Are you serious?” Kelsey didn’t sound shocked; if anything, she seemed intrigued. But no, that couldn’t be the case. He was her brother, so she couldn’t even entertain the idea of selling him. 
 
    Could she? 
 
    “Yeah,” Ashley said. “I think I’m serious. He’s a great guy, and if I can just boss him around with a few chosen words, I could take him back with me, use him as a servant, and have a lot of fun. Besides, we are really good friends, right? You know you can trust me with him. I swear, I would take good care of him.” 
 
    I swear, I would take good care of him. She may as well have been talking about a pet. Oh, how this aggravated Troy. The words grated on him, but he couldn’t respond. He couldn’t defend himself. He blushed at the insinuation that he needed to be taken care of. 
 
    “This is crazy,” Kelsey said. 
 
    Yes, it was crazy! 
 
    Troy looked over at his sister. He started to walk toward her, but Kelsey noticed and pointed toward the floor. Sternly, she commanded, “Sit down and stay right there. Don’t make a sound.” 
 
    She commanded and dismissed him as though he were a child. Worse, he obeyed her once again, lowering himself to the floor. 
 
    “I don’t think I can do this.” 
 
    “Why not?” Ashley asked, genuinely curious. 
 
    “Because it just seems wrong somehow?” 
 
    “Kelsey,” Ashley said, reaching out and touching her best friend’s knuckles. “I think we need to really consider this. And I don’t mean an arrangement just for here and now, but everything. The guys can’t say no to us. They have to do whatever we say. That means they can’t be trusted to make their own decisions or even work. They can’t be left to fend for themselves. Every boy in Crystal Canyon is going to end up with an owner one way or another. And if they get owners, you know that they are going to be traded and sold.” 
 
    “I know you’re right, but…” 
 
    “Isn’t it better that you give him to me rather than someone you don’t know?” Ashley asked. 
 
    Silent on the floor, Troy looked up. His sister had never seemed so tall or powerful as right then and there. 
 
    Her head wobbled from side to side as she considered this. Clearly, she wanted to hold onto some old notions of morality. But really, most of the history of the United States included owning people in one form or another. Even after the abolition of slavery, women had few rights. Though women had voting rights in many states before the twentieth century, some were lost when men voted them down. Not until the Nineteenth Amendment, finally ratified in 1920, did women get the right to vote. Yet the right to vote didn’t translate into full equality.  
 
     “I want the chance to buy him back in case anything changes.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Ashley said. “We can draw up a contract and everything. But first, there’s something else I need to ask for.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “I want to take him for a test run.” 
 
    “A test run?” 
 
    “Yup,” Ashley said simply. “I like the idea of spending some time alone with him. You know, I can check him out, inspect his body, make sure he’s everything I’ve been hoping for.” 
 
    “Okay,” Kelsey said. “You get an hour with him, but I don’t want you to leave any permanent marks.” 
 
    “Perfect,” Ashley said. She held out her hand, and the girls shook on their new arrangement. 
 
    For his part, Troy attempted to understand what he just witnessed. Before he could draw any real conclusions, the cute blonde looked down at him. She leaned forward and rested her palms on her thighs. “You’re going to crawl after me. You and I are going to go to your bedroom and have some fun together. How does that sound, boy?” 
 
    Boy. The term was so infantilizing and demeaning. 
 
    “You’re not going to get away with this,” he said. 
 
    Kelsey quickly apologized, “Sorry about that. I don’t think Troy really understands what his life is going to be like from now on. If you need to spank him, feel free.” 
 
    “Just no permanent marks,” Ashley said with a grin. 
 
    The blonde stepped away, headed down the hall and straight for his bedroom door. 
 
    “Crawl after me,” Ashley called out. 
 
    Recognizing the command, he immediately moved on his knuckles and knees just as he had done for his sister. He didn’t look back, but Kelsey watched, clearly amused. She couldn’t help but smile because taking care of those last two tuition payments would make her life so much easier. 
 
    Finally, he was really helping his sister. 
 
      
 
    Ashley closed the door behind him. She turned the lock and he sat up straight. Her command faded, and he raised his chin. Defiant, he said, “Look, I don’t know what you think you’re really going to get out of this, but you can’t make me into a slave! I’m an American man, and I can do—” 
 
    “Nothing to stop me,” she finished for him. When he tried to say something, she chuckled, “Shush.” That was good enough to force him back into silence. 
 
    “Now, I think I want my slave boy to be naked. Strip for me.” 
 
    His lips parted as his mouth fell open. But that hardly mattered because he still obeyed this young woman. He pulled off his shoes, socks, shirt, pants, and even his boxers. Soon enough, he was naked right there in front of her. 
 
    “Stand and hold your hands behind your back,” she ordered. 
 
    He obeyed again, rising into that position. All of a sudden, he felt like a mannequin or a product on display, ready for purchase. 
 
    She walked around him, her eyes gliding over the lines and curves of his body. “Not bad,” she said. “Not bad at all.” Lifting herself up on to the tips of her toes, she whispered into his ear, “And of course, I can always make you work out every day. I can put you on a diet and make sure you get very muscular for me. Right now, I think I can settle for this.” 
 
    Realizing he could speak again, he asked, “Did you really have a crush on me?” 
 
    “Yes,” she replied. 
 
    “Then why do you want me to be a slave?” 
 
    Ashley seemed to consider this as she circled him. She brushed her fingers along his thigh, up his flank, and she pinched at his pectorals. She loved having easy access to his body. She pinched and twisted his nipples and watched how he reacted. He winced, but he wasn’t going to cry out. She ran her fingers down to his crotch and hefted his balls. Troy flushed a deep red. Ashley smiled. There may not been shackles around his wrists, but she hardly needed them when she could freeze him with just a few words. 
 
    “I do really like you, Troy. But I like you even more as an obedient boy who will do whatever I want.” 
 
    “Please, don’t do this.” 
 
    “Why shouldn’t I?” 
 
    “It’s wrong!” 
 
    “Power is always given to those who can take it. And guess what, Troy? I’m taking it.” She flashed him a wicked smile before she walked over to his bed, ran her fingers up her thighs, grabbed her panties, and pulled them down. When he saw that white satin hit the floor, his mouth started to water. 
 
    “I want to see what you can do with your mouth. Come over here and start licking me. Serve me. Show me just how good you can make me feel.” 
 
    He obeyed mechanically and automatically, crawling across the floor. She braced her weight on her palms, leaned back, and spread her legs. 
 
    Enthralled by the power of her voice and the determination of her commands, he slid his head beneath her skirt, pressed his lips to her opening, and started licking just as she had expected. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Very good boy,” petting him like a dog. His tongue flicked out and teased her crevice. 
 
    As he served her, he stopped thinking, at least with the first couple of swipes of his tongue. But slowly, awareness returned. He didn’t know if he could pull back, but then he remembered how his sister had spanked him. That one dose of punishment was enough to make him hesitate, especially because he knew this girl could be so much more ruthless. 
 
    “I like having you right here. You look so good. I love the lines of your back and your cute little ass, Troy,” she said coquettishly. “I’m going to have a lot of fun playing with you. But don’t worry. I’m going to make sure you get all of the love and care you deserve. I think I’m going to collar you. You know, like a dog. I can put you on a leash and maybe lock you in a chastity cage too. Would you like that? I mean, this way, I can make sure you don’t get into any naughtiness when I’m not around.” 
 
    Again, he considered pulling back and staring up at her. He thought she was crazy. And no, he wouldn’t like being collared like a dog or wearing a chastity cage. 
 
    Instead, he moved his tongue up and down, again and again. He tasted her excitement, could feel the heat of her body, and shivered as she teased him. “I can do whatever I want with you, Troy. After this, you’re going to be all mine.” 
 
    He said nothing. Instead, he licked, bringing this girl pleasure, despite the fact that she wanted to buy him! 
 
    As hard as he tried to come up with some way to convince her to change her mind, his thoughts remained static and blank. 
 
    “Oh, I’m going to love having you massage my feet, cuddle until midnight, and give me lots of back rubs. You’re going to do my laundry, wash my dishes, and basically just serve me. Don’t worry. When I take you out, everyone will know that you belong to me. That’s part of what the collar is for, you know.” 
 
    Yes, she spoke for his benefit, yet every piece of these plans sent shivers of desire running through her. The physical stimulation was wonderful, but she also reveled in the power she could wield over this boy. 
 
    “Maybe I’ll get you a little dog tag. Everyone will see it, and know you belong to me. Oh, and I’ll probably need to get you chipped too. I wouldn’t want you to try to run off when I’m not around. I would be able to locate you easily if you did manage to get away with GPS locating services.” 
 
    Ashley, like all of the other girls in Crystal Canyon would start thinking about these issues. They would have to implement the right set of commands to make sure these boys didn’t even try to rebel. 
 
    Considering just how vulnerable they’d become, any kind of defiance was obviously doomed to failure, but taking these preventative measures still seemed like a good idea. 
 
    “Deeper,” she ordered now. “Faster.” 
 
    His tongue spun to the left and right, up and down as he worshiped her. She grabbed his hair, pulled on his scalp, and pressed her fingers down against his head. She used him like a vibrator or any other toy. 
 
    When the orgasm raced through her, she threw her head back, cried out, and finally shoved him away. 
 
    Panting, she leaned down and touched the underside of his chin. He kept his gaze aimed toward the base of the bed until she forced his head up to look in his eyes, and said, “Yes, you’re definitely coming home with me.” 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Connect with me: 
 
      
 
    My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. 
 
      
 
    My favorite games: 
 
      
 
    Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge. 
 
      
 
    Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same. 
 
      
 
    Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine. 
 
      
 
    Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control. 
 
      
 
    Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 
 
      
 
    Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost. 
 
      
 
    Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is. 
 
      
 
    These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com. 
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