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    In the near future… 
 
      
 
    Throughout history, one of the most difficult problems faced by humanity has been self-control. It sounds so simple, yet this has been a challenge for countless individuals. Up until now, it hasn't been fair. Different people enjoy different levels of discipline for different characteristics. Yeah, your best friend knows exactly when to stop eating, but she keeps spending money she doesn't have. It's true that your brother can force himself to work out every other day, but he isn't quite brave enough to break up with the girl who makes him unhappy. Sure, you know that guy who can dedicate himself to work and save up a ton of money, but he gets so shy and tongue-tied around beautiful women. 
 
    It's not fair. 
 
    Or rather, it hasn't been fair up until now, but we are changing things. 
 
    Here at the Human Modification Services Corporation, we are focused on helping people become the individuals that they have always wished to be. 
 
    Once you see one of our registered specialists, you can get a small chip implanted near the base of your spine. This implant will be completely under your control, and you will be able to decide what sorts of impulses you want to embrace. With almost zero mishaps or malfunctions, this implant is completely safe and can be removed at any time by one of our registered specialists. 
 
    Isn't it time for you to take control? Isn't it time for you to become the person you have always wished to be? With this implant, you can modify your mind or body. We don't offer any easy solutions. You will still have to do the exercises or make the decisions, but we can push aside your worst instincts to help you achieve your goals. 
 
    From now on, you will no longer be subject to the whims of biology or evolution. You will no longer have to deal with the frustrations of your worst instincts. 
 
    Be the person you have always wanted to be. Make your decisions, decide what you crave, and make it happen. 
 
      
 
    --Taken from the Human Modification Services Corporation's Marketing Department. 
 
      
 
    "You know what? Screw this. Screw you. I can't believe that you are still being such a selfish bitch," he growled at her, his voice low and menacing. 
 
    Her eyes narrowed as she heard those words. "What? I told you I'm playing around with you, didn't I? And here I am. I'm doing it, aren't I?" Rather than sound angry or upset, she let her voice fill with exasperation 
 
    "You aren't really playing around with me," he said, mocking each word. "You still want to be in control. I can see it in your eyes. Even now, I was trying to kiss you, and what were you doing? You were trying to push me down. You still want to be on top. You still want to be in control." 
 
    It was true, but Emily wasn't about to admit it. 
 
    Frankly, this entire scenario made zero sense to her. Yes, she could understand men from a purely theoretical perspective and their desire to take control of the bedroom. Her husband, Stephen, craved power and authority over her in the bedroom. He wanted to be the "big man". She had no idea whether or not it was some socialized impulse or perhaps it was entirely instinctual. Either way, he wanted to grab her, hold her down, and have his way with her. He wanted her to try to turn her head away as he leaned in and kissed her. And of course, she would succumb to the might of his masculine frame. He would pin her, and she would surrender as those waves of passion wiped away all of her other goals and priorities. 
 
    Of course, she wouldn't really let that happen. She couldn't. It wasn't within the boundaries of her personality. 
 
    Emily Cantor was too smart for something like that. Throughout her life, she had been bold and intellectually aggressive. She had focused on her goals, securing one achievement after another until she reached this point: at twenty-nine, she was the Department Chair of the History Department at Thorpe University. She graduated at twenty, earned her PhD at twenty-two, became a member of the faculty at twenty-three, and received tenure at twenty-five. Her career had been astonishing, and there were numerous articles written about her accomplishments. Along the way, she had gotten married, but now her husband's frustrations had grown more intense from month to month. 
 
    "Look, I put on the silly lingerie for you," she said, indicating her attire: a pink négligée with lots of ruffles and bows. She looked cute, she knew, especially with her hair tied back into that sleek ponytail. 
 
    "Then are you going to let me activate the implant?" 
 
    Her lips parted, and she stared at him. 
 
    They had tried this several times before, and it never worked out. Although Emily wouldn't say anything out loud, she knew that he was correct: each time they made love, she couldn't help herself. She wanted to press her palms to his cheeks as she cupped his face. She wanted to straddle him, to climb on top, to be the one who pulled out his cock and to mount him. 
 
    "No," she said flatly. "I let you convince me to get it, but I'm not actually going to use it." 
 
    "Then why did you bother?" 
 
    Because I was trying to placate you, she thought. Besides, she was fascinated by the question of self-control. Throughout her life, she had been adept at studying and focusing on her future, but now she wondered if she could become even more productive. 
 
    "Why don't you just relax?" Emily asked. She felt a little bit like she was talking to a dog as she said, "If you just relax, I can take care of everything." It had always worked before: she would pull down his pants, touch him a little bit, make him hard, climb on top of him, fake an orgasm, and then they could both go to sleep (or more likely, she could go work on some project that required her attention). 
 
    "You know, a few seconds ago, I called you a selfish bitch," he said. "Did you even notice? Did you get upset?" 
 
    She blinked, surprised. Actually, she hadn't really been paying attention. Yes, he was obviously upset, but Emily wanted to finish this. As far as she was concerned, making love to her husband qualified as another item on her to do list, so she intended to take care of it before she went back to review a grad student's revised chapter. 
 
    "Yeah, of course I noticed," she said. 
 
    Before she could come up with another statement, he shook his head, "But you don't care. That's it, isn't it? You don't even care if I insult you because you don't care what I think. You don't care about me, us, or our relationship." 
 
    "That's not true," she said. 
 
    "Yes, it is. It is true," he told her. He retreated to the foot of the bed, sat up, and he stared at her for several long seconds. "I'm out of here." 
 
    He got dressed, grabbed his wallet and stowed his phone before disappearing through the front door. She heard it slam, but by that point, Emily was already back at her desk, reviewing the chapter for her student. Her fingers danced along the keyboard as she made one insightful comment after another. 
 
    Although she wasn't thinking about her husband, she held onto the simple idea that it was Friday, and he would come back soon. He would come back in a couple of hours, he would probably apologize, and they could have sex her way this time. 
 
      
 
    By the end of the night, Emily was quite satisfied. She had reviewed that chapter, cleared out her emails, and approved several projects for her department. It was late by the time she climbed into bed and hardly noticed that Stephen wasn't there with her. She checked her phone to make sure that he had a texted her or anything. Nope. 
 
    Exhausted by the course of her day, she closed her eyes and relaxed, falling asleep almost immediately. 
 
    In the morning, she woke up, stretched, made herself some breakfast, and sat down at her laptop as she ate her toast. Yes, it was a Saturday, but fresh emails had arrived from different committees, plus there was still that issue with the budget which required her attention. 
 
    Technically, her assistant could have handled a lot of this, but Emily wanted everyone to know that she was in charge of this department. 
 
    Frankly, she still recognized the absolute luck that allowed her to become the Department Chair at such a young age. She knew how unlikely it had been, if only because so many of her colleagues still saw her as some little girl. Sure, they had to recognize her talents. Considering the awards she had won and the gravitas she had earned for herself, it would have been impossible to discount her abilities. And yet, there were certain norms and rules everyone was supposed to follow. When half of their graduate students were older than her, not even considering the rest of the venerable faculty, it should have been impossible for her to get elected. Still, she had made the right alliances, talking to different members. Plus, Ryan Wood and Anthony Reynolds had decided to get into a major fight. Of course, it was all very polite and academic, but the whispered insults had damaged both of their credibility. Consequently, many of the nonaligned instructors decided they just wanted a break from the factionalism. 
 
    Emily Cantor, the freshfaced teacher, was perfect. 
 
    So she got elected, and now she held the most powerful position in the department. 
 
    Halfway through approving a budget request, Emily perked her head up, and she listened as she realized something. 
 
    Where was her husband? 
 
    Then she remembered their fight, and she smirked for just a second. 
 
    After that, she went back to work. She lost half of the day, and he still hadn't come back. 
 
    She thought about sending him a text message, but when she picked up her phone and her thumbs hovered over the different letters, she didn't know what to write, not this time. She could have apologized, but it would have been insincere. 
 
    And another thought occurred to her. 
 
    Up until now, she had mostly taken her husband for granted. Of course, she knew why she had married him and what she had hoped to accomplish with the decision. Their dating had been almost perfunctory, at least on her end. 
 
    What if he wanted to divorce? 
 
    Emily focused on last night, their argument, and the way he had looked back at her. Some of the moisture drained away from her mouth, especially because she considered what that kind of scandal might do to her career. Thorpe University was a private institution, after all. Some of the trustees were fairly conservative, plus she knew that lots of people didn't like her. She could be brusque in some of her dealings with morons. More importantly, she was young, and people would be jealous… 
 
    Her heart started beating a little faster as she wondered if she would be able to keep her position at the college if she had to fight her way through a messy divorce. 
 
    At first, Emily told herself that everything was going to be fine. 
 
    She tried to distract herself with other chores. She did the dishes, vacuumed, and answered an email from the college kid who is coming by to clean out her garage. She did all of this without really thinking or paying much attention. Instead, she started wondering more and more when Stephen would come back and what she would do or what she might say to convince him. 
 
    Ultimately, it was just a matter of performance, right? 
 
    She bit down, and she started to realize something. Perhaps she really would have to give him exactly what he wanted. 
 
    Over the next hour or so, she thought about how she could feign subservience. It would be a challenge, of course, but she had been in lots of situations where she needed to tell people what they wanted to hear. Many of the faculty, especially their older members, clung to these specific ideas, and Emily had learned to negotiate those points and premises. In some ways, she knew that she would have made an excellent politician, but she preferred the intellectual difficulties of academia rather than the idea of dealing with lobbyists and constituents. 
 
    Strangely enough, her problems with Stephen didn't originate with some ideological gap. She didn't consider herself to be an ardent feminist or anything along those lines. Yeah, she had her career and her ambitions, but she didn't think about this as a political agenda. She was too selfish for that, she thought with a smirk. 
 
    Another couple of hours went by, and she was starting to get especially nervous. 
 
    She didn't think anything had happened to her husband. Rather, she suspected more and more that he just wanted to leave her. 
 
    Her throat clenched, and she pressed her lips together. 
 
    Realizing she had to do something, she grabbed her phone, and she typed in a message. This time, she started to view her husband as a goal. She needed to accomplish this, so she would do it. 
 
    I'm really sorry about last night, but when you come home, you're going to find me in the garage. I will be there, ready and waiting for you. There. She hit Send, and she waited. 
 
    Three little dots appeared at the bottom of her screen, indicating that he was typing. But then they disappeared. Yes, he saw the message, and yes, he had started to write a response, but he had stopped himself for one reason or another. 
 
    Clenching her teeth together, she knew she had to be more explicit. At the same time, making this decision would prevent her from doubling back. 
 
    She puffed out her cheeks, and she typed in another message. 
 
    Okay. I get it. You don't believe me. So I'm going to prove it. Stephen, when you come home, your wife won't be here, but you will find your doll ready for you. I will put on the suit, and I will activate the implant. When you get here, I will be waiting, inert and ready to be used as you see fit. Her thumb hovered above the Send button for several more seconds. 
 
    Was she really going to do this? 
 
    She exhaled through her teeth, and she realized something. She was nervous… 
 
    Yes, if she turned this on, she would make herself helpless, but that was what he wanted. 
 
    Besides, she trusted him completely. 
 
    While they dated, Emily had carefully studied her prospective partner. In particular, she wanted someone reliable and reasonably impressive, someone she could show off at faculty cocktail parties. 
 
    Stephen would get his night of passion, and she would just have to put up with it… 
 
    She didn't hit Send right away. Instead, she went back upstairs, she scavenged through the closet, and she found the suit he had purchased for her. When he first mentioned it, it had been at his birthday dinner. She had taken him out to one of his favorite restaurants, they had some wine, and he told her, "I bought you something." 
 
    "But this is supposed to your birthday celebration." 
 
    "Let's just say that this is one of those presents a husband buys his wife for himself," he told her as they clinked their glasses together. 
 
    Emily still hadn't understood what he meant by this, so he lowered his voice and continued, "I want to do something special with you. I have something in mind, a fantasy. We don't have to do it tonight, and I want you to think about this carefully. But you have the implant, and I want you to turn it on, and I want you to wear a special suit." 
 
    "What kind of suit?" 
 
    "Basically, it's going to make you look like a servant unit." 
 
    "A robot? You want me to look like a robot?" While Emily had grown up, people loved to talk about robotics, but they had only become wildly popular in the last few years. At that moment, a robot drone was washing the restaurant windows, and another small unit buzzed around the floor as it vacuumed. Of course, there were more expensive, humanoid models available as well. 
 
    "That's right," he said. His throat tensed with nervous energy, but he kept his eyes fixed on her, "It's just been a fantasy of mine. It's something I would like to do." 
 
    "You want me to be completely helpless," she said, uttering the words like an accusation. 
 
    "It's just a game," he replied. 
 
    "You want to turn me into an object," she said, blinking. She didn't intend to sound offended at the prospect, but this revulsion twisted through her stomach...revulsion and something else. She leaned across the table, and she glared at her husband, "Never. I'm never going to be your robot sex doll or whatever else you have in mind." She snorted and shook her head. 
 
    Right as the server came up to their table, Emily glanced back at her husband, and she recognized the hurt expression passing his features, but he quickly suppressed them, and they both ordered. 
 
    Later that night, she saw the box. She knew what was inside: a latex outfit, a mask, gloves, everything she would need to strip away the appearance of her humanity. Instead, she would look like a toy for this man, and he would be able to use her however he saw fit… 
 
    "I'm not doing that," she had said, disgusted once again. 
 
    But that night, or had been a different impulse, a strange implication, and she had tried not to think about it, but the desire was there, spinning and twisting through her stomach. 
 
    Without really waking up, she had slipped her hand down between her legs. Her knuckles brushed along the interior of her panties as her fingers teased her wet slit and she thought of it again and again. 
 
    The revulsion was still there, only now she was a horny slut, and she was imagining herself as a robot, getting used by her husband. She wouldn't be a deep brilliant scholar any longer. She wouldn't be able to think for herself at all! She would be told what to, and she would obey. 
 
    Yet even has those images played through her mind, she almost wanted to laugh because she was still aware of herself. She knew who she was supposed to be even if she behaved like some programmed machine there for his pleasure. 
 
    She came hard, shivering as the pleasure pulsed through her body. 
 
    By that point, her skin was hot, so she pulled back her sheets, but she had hardly moved. Just barely spreading her legs and gliding her fingers along her slit had been enough, so now she curled up into a ball, and she tried to fall asleep. 
 
    That had been the one and only time she had masturbated to thoughts of the latex suit. After that, she had shoved it into the back of the closet where it now waited for her. 
 
    "I will do whatever is necessary to protect my marriage," Emily told herself. 
 
    Soon enough, Stephen would come back, and he would find her there. He would get to order her around. He would pick her up, carry her into the bedroom, throw her down, and use her. Maybe she would have to give him a blowjob. Maybe he would unzip her crotch and tease her a little bit. 
 
    Normally, Emily didn't get nervous. Instead, she focused on the parameters of success, the potential margin for error, and then she acted. 
 
    But when she pulled the box out of the closet, opened it, and saw the shining latex, her heart started to beat faster. She fondled the boots, the skintight material, and the mask. Not only that, she saw that the main suit came with a hood that would fit neatly over the top of her head, stripping away every iota of humanity she would have possessed. 
 
    If she did this and activated the implant, then she would effectively become a robot. 
 
    A doll. 
 
    Her mouth went dry as her breathing quickened and her heart started beating faster. She tried to tell herself that this was nothing but an autonomic response. It didn't actually have to mean anything. And yet, the excitement was still there, simmering at the base of her stomach. 
 
    Emily double checked her phone. Yes, she had sent the message. Now, she just had to get dressed. 
 
    First, she stripped. Within seconds, she was naked. 
 
    Unlike other women, Emily wasn't frightened by the idea of nudity. In fact, she took just a moment to glance back at her reflection in her full-length mirror. She had cute feet, slender legs, toned thighs, a trim waist, and reasonably big breasts. Back in middle school, she remembered another girl in her class saying something about how she had a pretty face and pretty hair. At the time, Emily hadn't really known what to do with that, especially because she had already set a bunch of different goals for herself: get into a prestigious magnet high school, graduate early, go to college, and then… 
 
    Her appearance wasn't supposed to be relevant. 
 
    And yet, she always held onto that little nugget of pleasure. Another girl thought Emily was pretty. She liked her hair and her clear skin. She had a small nose, full lips, and bright blue eyes that contrasted perfectly with her dark brown hair. Unlike other women, Emily put hardly any effort into her appearance, yet she still looked gorgeous. 
 
    It was natural for her, easy. 
 
    Other women probably would have complained about this, but she didn't have any female friends, just colleagues and coworkers. 
 
    She started with the bodysuit first. It took her a second to find the zipper down the front, especially because it seemed to be perfectly camouflaged. 
 
    Her brows creased with confusion, but she slipped her legs down into the bottom portion, and the material seemed to tighten around her ankles, up her calves, and over the contours of her knees. From there, she slid her arms into the sleeves, and the same thing happened. This outfit was so tight! 
 
    At first, she started to worry that maybe she wouldn't actually fit, but then she had her arms in and she just had to zip it up the center. She took that small tab, and she drew it up along the length of her torso until it reached the base of her throat. Next, she pulled the hood up, and it fit snugly over her ears and the top of her head. Finally, she slipped her feet into the boots, she pulled on the gloves, and that just left the mask. 
 
    Currently, it looked like blank glass, but it would fit with the rest of the suit. The black latex was gorgeous, she knew. She turned back to the mirror, and she stopped for a moment. 
 
    Yes, she really could have been a model if she had wanted to. 
 
    But now, she needed to protect her good reputation, which meant avoiding a divorce. If she had to give her husband a night of passion, then she could do it. He would get to have some fun, and no one would have to hear about her marital problems. 
 
    That's what she told herself anyway. 
 
    A different kind of spark seemed to flare at the base of her stomach, but she refused to think about that. Instead, she pulled the mask up to her face, and just like that, Emily Cantor disappeared. 
 
      
 
    She hadn't turned the implant on, not yet. 
 
    Soon. 
 
    For this to work, she needed to go down into the garage. She needed to be "in storage," like she really was just an item that could be owned and used whenever he saw fit. In the meantime, she would be put away. 
 
    As she walked through the kitchen and toward the door into the garage, Emily could hardly believe that she was going to do this. As she walked forward, her senses seemed somehow sharper and duller at the same time. It was like there was this barrier between her and the rest of the world, but she still understood what was happening. 
 
    She had her phone in her hand, and she exhaled slowly. 
 
    She glanced down at the screen but still hadn't seen a response from Stephen. 
 
    What was he going to do? 
 
    Actually, she smirked, deciding that he had probably headed home already. Within the next few minutes, he would be there, and he would start playing with her, and she would finally be able to get back to work… 
 
    At least, that's what she told herself as she picked a random corner of the garage. At first, she reconsidered, thinking maybe she should go back inside. After all, there was so much junk out here. An old refrigerator, two cleaning bots, a broken bike... 
 
    With the nervous energy running through her body, she focused entirely on her husband. She didn't think about anything else but Stephen and getting back to work once she solved this problem. That's why she lifted her phone again, and she connected it to the implant. She went through the user interface, swiping her gloved finger along the screen until she saw the appropriate option: Robot Doll Mode. 
 
    She touched of the green button, and the implant activated. All at once, she set the phone down, and the screen went to sleep within seconds. Emily did something very similar as her arms rested against her sides. She straightened her back, lifted her chin, and stared straight ahead. 
 
    It was time to wait. 
 
    Hopefully, it wouldn't be long. 
 
      
 
    Emily was aware of what was going on around her, yet she experienced something very, very strange. It was helplessness, the kind of helplessness few people could really comprehend as she stood there. She couldn't move her arms or legs. She blinked once every few seconds, but it wasn't her decision. At several points, just to test out the limits of her programming, she tried to keep her eyes open, to stare ahead and to refrain from blinking. 
 
    It didn't work. It never worked. 
 
    As the seconds turned to minutes and stretched onward, Emily expected her impatience to flare to life, only there was something almost relaxing about standing there. At that moment, trapped in her latex suit, she knew that she couldn't be a person. She was just a robot, and she would wait for her owner. 
 
    It took some effort, but she managed to think of his name: Stephen. 
 
    Again and again, she told herself that she wasn't really a robot. This was just a game. She was doing something for him, yet she almost enjoyed losing herself to the fantasy. 
 
    What would that be? 
 
    Emily refused to think about it. Instead, she started thinking more about the heat right between her legs. She was turned on. The arousal pulsed through her body, scratching for her attention as she waited. 
 
    Of course, she couldn't just reach down and pick up her phone to check the time, and it wasn't like they kept any clocks in the garage either, so she had no idea how much time really elapsed. It felt like a long time, but she couldn't be sure one way or the other. 
 
    She couldn't shift her weight. She couldn't flick her fingertips. She couldn't even blink. Instead, she just stared straight ahead. 
 
    When she tried to plan out some work, Emily failed. She didn't understand exactly what was happening, but she relaxed as the implant did its job. It was designed to make her servile and subservient, at least with the Robot Doll Mode engaged. 
 
    Fine, she told herself. She could handle this. This was just one more test, one more challenge to overcome. 
 
    At one point, she told her so she could keep track of time by simply counting. It wasn't efficient, but it might keep her mind occupied. As she tried to, her thoughts had drifted, dissipating. There were longer pauses between the numbers as she counted until she realized she was just wasting time. But what else was she going to do? At that moment she wasn't in control of her body. 
 
    Distantly, she recognized the sounds of cars driving by. At one point, she thought she could hear some people strolling past their house and probably chatting. A dog barked, and she still couldn't move. 
 
    At several points, Emily decided to test the power of the implant. This time, she didn't simply attempt to blink or keep her eyes open. Rather, she concentrated all of her effort on her right hand. Her fingers remained opened and loose, but she wanted to make a fist. 
 
    That was it. She just had to make a fist. If she could defy the implant once, then she believed she could do it again and again until she regained complete control. 
 
    If she had been able to, Emily would have smiled at the prospect. Seriously, the idea of overriding a control implant sounded amazing! Wouldn’t that demonstrate her incredible willpower and self-control? 
 
    As hard as she tried, she couldn't succeed. With every attempt, she expected some instinctive grunt to jump from her lips. Yes, she was trying, but she couldn't actually strain herself. This was all internal. It happened beneath the mask and underneath the latex, yet she remained utterly impassive and completely still, just like a statue. 
 
    In that moment, she really started to feel like a doll… 
 
    Finally, she heard a vehicle pull up to the garage. To her right, her phone buzzed for her attention, but Emily couldn't pick it up. This had to be Stephen, she thought. 
 
    Sure enough, the garage door opened, and orange sunlight cut across the floor until it hit her. 
 
    She didn't see her husband's sedan parked there, however. Instead, it was a pickup truck? It looked old and beat up, like it had to be at least fifteen or twenty years old. Her eyes darted over to the young man standing there. He had his hands on his hips, and he was looking out after the array of materials. 
 
    "This might take a little bit more work," he muttered, but then he started scrapping different items and carrying them back to his truck. 
 
    The graduate student… 
 
    What was his name again? Trevor. Trevor Solomon. 
 
    He was tall, had broad shoulders, and a little bit of stubble along his cheeks. He was probably younger than Emily by a year or two, although he wasn't anywhere near as accomplished. He was still working on his PhD, and he did odd jobs around the department, both in terms of tutoring and projects like this to scrape together some extra cash to pay for his tuition. 
 
    Underneath the mask, her cheeks burned a bright shade of red. A woman like Emily Cantor seldom experienced this sort of embarrassment, mostly because she carefully considered her actions and knew she was usually the smartest person in any room. But what about now? What if he walked up to her and realized that she wasn't a robot? What if he figured out who she was and asked why the History Department Chairwoman was standing around in a dingy garage like some kind of sex toy? 
 
    Not only that, she realized just how tight the latex was. It showed off the contours of her breasts, and even the buttons of her nipples seemed to poke out. 
 
    He threw the bikes into the back of his truck. From there, he grabbed one of the bots. He considered each piece before making his decisions. 
 
    Silently, Emily kept hoping Stephen would reappear at any second. 
 
    C'mon...c'mon...she thought. 
 
    Unfortunately, the universe didn't acquiesce to her desperation, so Trevor kept working. Before long, sweat appeared on his brow, and it was obvious he had been doing a lot over the course of the day. 
 
    Wishing she could glare at him, she just needed him to finish up and leave! 
 
    Only then he turned, he spotted her, and he walked over to her. 
 
    As he came closer and closer, she kept waiting for his eyes to slide past her and to settle on some other piece of debris. 
 
    Sure enough, Trevor picked up a large box that sat next to her. As he hefted it up with a grunt, he turned back to the truck, carried it back to the flat bed, and set it down. Item by item, he filled the back of his truck, only now his shirt was dirty, and a sheen of sweat shined against his forehead. He wiped it away, strode back to her, and seemed to consider her. 
 
    Oh no. Not again. 
 
    Trapped in her body, she stared straight ahead, utterly impassive. 
 
    He stepped to her left, to her right. He reached out and brushed his fingers along the smooth latex, "They did say I can take anything from in here." 
 
    Emily couldn't believe it! Yes, his point was accurate, but she had completely forgotten about him. As an academician, she focused on writing papers, dealing with interdepartmental politics, and conference appearances. Her husband was responsible for taking care of the house, and even if he sent her copies of the different messages with their staff, she hardly paid attention. 
 
    Her breathing didn't even quicken as he studied her. He leaned forward, and then he reached out, placing his hand on the back of her head. He pulled her forward. 
 
    What was he doing? 
 
    "I'm not seeing a barcode or a brand name," he said to himself. "I wonder if you’re a homemade job? Maybe an independent mod?" Then he shrugged, and that's when he grabbed her! 
 
    He lifted her up and threw her over his shoulder. She remained impassive, like this was completely normal. He carried her back to the truck, pushed her up against some of the other pieces, and then he strapped her in along with the other junk. "Let's get you home," he said, chuckling. "Who knows. Maybe I can flip you?" 
 
      
 
    "Who knows. Maybe I can flip you?" Trevor had said it, and now those words reverberated through her brain as he started to drive. With every second, she desperately waited to see Stephen come back. She wanted his sedan to pull up to the side of the street or into the driveway, blocking Trevor off. This way, he would figure out what was going on, and it was a terrible mistake, but she wouldn't have to leave! 
 
    Still trapped within her own body, Emily attempted to activate some kind of override, yet nothing happened. She tried to fight through the implant's control over her motor functions. Again, nothing happened! 
 
    Behind her eyes and underneath that mask, she could rage. Hot frustration surged through her body, yet she stayed right there. The wind started to whip across the mask before reaching beneath to caress her cheeks. 
 
    This young man drove for a little while. 
 
    After just a few minutes, he pulled up in front of a junk dealer. 
 
    Still helpless, Emily stood there. Trevor started talking to some other guy; they discussed the different pieces in the flat bed and what each of them might go for. What was this? What was happening? 
 
    "Most of it looks like it will make for pretty decent salvage," said the stranger. "But what about the bot? She looks like she's in pretty good condition." 
 
    "I…" Trevor said. 
 
    Emily stood there, helpless and silent. Second by second, she wished she could just move. Under normal circumstances, it would have been so easy to assert herself. She was a wealthy woman. As a professor, she had enjoyed a decent paycheck. Since she became the Department Chairwoman, her compensation had gone up dramatically. (The administrators always made sure to pay themselves best.) Trevor was a graduate student, and he automatically deferred to her authority, but he didn't know what kind of woman waited underneath the latex with her body on display despite technically being covered. 
 
    "You know what?" Trevor asked. "I think I'm going to keep her, at least for the time being." 
 
    "Are you sure? I can give you a least two hundred for this unit." 
 
    "Thanks," Trevor said with a smile. "But I'm good. Just leave her back there. Peaty can take the rest." 
 
    Trevor and the man unloaded the truck, the graduate students got paid, and then they were driving again. 
 
    He headed toward one of the smaller apartment complexes on the edge of the city. He parked, and then he grabbed her again, picking her up. With a grunt of effort, he threw her over his shoulder, and he carried her into his apartment. 
 
    It was small, especially in the "living room". There was a small kitchenette, a bathroom off to the side, another door that led into the bedroom, plus his couch and a small workstation. He set her down next to his computer, and he placed his hands on his hips as he considered her for several long seconds. 
 
    "You really are beautiful," he said, marveling at the contours of her legs, lines of her waist, and the curves of her breasts. 
 
    "Especially these," he said. Almost experimentally, he reached up and brushed his fingers along her chest. He touched her nipples. Although the layer of latex existed between his fingertips and her buttons, there was still that pressure, and the sensations spiked through her body. 
 
    After that, he cupped her breasts, and he started massaging them. Yes, the desires swirled through her frame. 
 
    They became more powerful than she expected. 
 
    "Wow," he said. "I'm really surprised the Cantors would want to get rid of you." But then he chuckled. "Then again, maybe the husband bought you, and Professor Cantor decided she didn't like having something like you in the house? Anyway, let's see what we can do." 
 
    He stepped back, studied her for another moment, and said, "Activate Unit." 
 
    Nothing. She didn't respond. 
 
    "Activate Servant Unit?" 
 
    Still nothing. 
 
    "Activate Robot Assistant?" 
 
    No answer. 
 
    If she had enjoyed control over her body, then Emily would have exhaled a long sigh of relief. If he didn't know how to activate her, then maybe he would just let her go. At some point, the implant would deactivate, right? 
 
    Technically, Stephen was supposed to be the one to turn it off. That had been part of the game, after all. He would've had power over her for as long as he would have liked. It was just one more element, something he could enjoy. 
 
    "Maybe you’re broken?" 
 
    Still, she didn't answer. 
 
    He tilted her head to the left, then the right. He brushed his fingers along her neck, and he found the zipper between her breasts. It was beautifully hidden, meaning that it was almost impossible for anyone to spot, but he found it, and he started to pull, only then he stopped after just a moment. 
 
    "Synthetic skin," he said. His eyes widened, and he stepped back. "Wait. Maybe you are not a servant unit at all. This is just a shell?" 
 
    Silently, she wished she could clinch her eyes shut or bring her hands up to her face. 
 
    What if he pulled off her mask? What if he started to figure out the truth? 
 
    But then his hand stopped, and he started to reach down. His fingers drifted past her breasts, along her torso, all the way to that spot between her legs. That's where he found the second zipper, and he opened it. 
 
    No… 
 
    If this graduate student figured out the truth about her, her entire reputation could be destroyed all at once. Frantic now, she scratched at the psychological prison created by the implant, but she couldn't tear herself free, and that's when he felt her slit. His fingers brushed along her opening, and he jerked his hand back. He seemed nervous? 
 
    "Oh, wow. Now I can see why a frigid bitch like Professor Cantor would make her husband get rid of you." Trevor chuckled. He dipped his head forward, grinned, and stared down at the carpeted floor for several seconds. "But maybe that explains why you don't activate as a standard bot." 
 
    Technically, the commands were supposed to be coded based on Stephen's phone. Second by second, Emily had to hope that this kid would just give up. Maybe he would take her back, or someone would figure out the truth. If so, she just had to hope it wouldn't be someone associated with Thorpe University or her career could be over. 
 
    "I could just pose you," he said. Apparently considering this, he grabbed her by the back of her neck, put his other hand on the small of her back, and he nudged her forward. From there, he started positioning her. Within seconds, she was down on her hands and knees. 
 
    It was about to get worse, however. He spread her legs, and he slipped his fingers up along the crevice between her inner thighs. He was touching her again! Worse, some part of her enjoyed it. She tried to deny the pleasure as it danced along her nerves, but the urges resonated within her frame. Her nipples were definitely stiff, and there was something else… 
 
    "Wow. You are really advanced model if you can lubricate like this," he said. "You feel almost completely real." Then he pulled his hand back, and he gave her ass a quick smack. The latex probably absorbed some of the force, yet the indignity of getting her bottom smacked still grated against her ego. 
 
    Outwardly wordless, Emily promised herself that she would make this boy's life a living hell. He wouldn't even know what he had done to enrage her, but she didn't care. She wasn't interested in fairness. 
 
    "Let's see if you like that," he said with a chuckle. His hand slipped down between her legs again, and now he fingered her with one digit, then another. As he rubbed her, she started to speak. 
 
    Emily had no idea this was going to happen, but to the automated words left her lips. Her mouth moved, shaping the syllables, and she couldn't stop it. She tried so hard to just bite down, to clinch her lips together, yet she still said, "Activate Slave Girl Protocols?" 
 
    "So that's your phrase," he said. Then he chuckled, pulled away, and he walked around in front of her. He looked down at her mask, but he still didn't see her features. He still didn't know the truth about the young woman beneath the restrictive uniform. 
 
    "Activate Slave Girl Protocols," he said, clearly enunciating. 
 
    Immediately, she responded with, "Slave Girl Protocols activated." Then she glanced up at him, and she asked, "How may I serve you, Master?" 
 
    "What kind of slave are you?" 
 
    Her heart beat faster, yet her voice retained the mechanistic monotone, "My user can program me as he sees fit. This unit is equipped with various forms of artificial intelligence capable of extrapolating based on common desires and urges. Please input additional information for any new modifications." 
 
    "What are some of the baseline protocols?" 
 
    Emily could hardly believe it. When she saw this young man walk through the halls of her department, she always assumed that he was a decent guy. But there he was, talking all about these protocols like this was completely natural or normal. Her insides twisted, and she wished she could step up and slap him across the face. She wanted to snarl at him, to tell him that he was sick or a pervert or something. 
 
    And yet, Emily remembered those conversations she had with other people. Perhaps she was sheltered when it came to her idea of sex, only she had focused the bulk of her time and attention on her academic ambitions, which meant she hadn't really considered what guys like Trevor would do as they grew up. She didn't think about their desires, instincts, or fantasies... 
 
    "Baseline protocols include Obedient Slave, Reluctant Slave, Rebellious Slave, Horny Schoolgirl, Eager Servant, Eager Secretary, Grateful Slut, and Standard Slut." 
 
    "Fascinating," he said. He reached down and brushed his fingers along her shoulder, up toward her neck, and along her mask. For a second, it seemed like he might try to remove it. Only then he shook his head and changed his mind. "Let's go with…" His voice trailed off as he seemed to consider the different possibilities. 
 
    Silently, she tried to tell herself that she wasn't going to succumb. Yes, she had failed time and time again when it came to resisting the implant, but she wasn't really a robot. She was a human woman, and she had a powerful will. In her fantasies, she imagined some scenario where she could just turn around, run out of the room, and head down the street. Somewhere nearby, she would be able to borrow a phone, call Stephen, and he could come pick her up… 
 
    The images broke apart as he said, "Standard slut." 
 
    "Protocol engaged," she said. And then she turned back to him, and her voice shifted. 
 
    "Please, can I serve you? Please, you look so handsome. I bet there something I can do for you? Maybe you're stressed out? Do you want to relax?" 
 
    Before, she had been completely mechanical, especially as she stood there with her arms at her sides but then he posed her down on her hands and knees. Now she came at him, and she placed her hands on his shoulders before dragging her fingertips down to his biceps, then his pectorals. She nudged him over to the couch, and he grinned. 
 
    Once he sat down, Emily couldn't help herself. Yes, her slit remained exposed, but now she licked her lips, and the mask gave her the perfect opening she needed. 
 
    Deep down, she told herself she wasn't really going to do this. After all, she was a passenger in her own body, but she had to be able to retake control. 
 
    Other women had probably ended up in similar positions, right? There was no way they could actually be treated like sex slaves! 
 
    With her heart kicking, she struggled so hard not to break an important streak in her life. Yes, she was married, and yes, she had dated a couple of other guys back after she earned her PhD, but Emily still hated the idea of going down on a male. As far she was concerned, her mouth was meant for speaking. She could give those incredible lectures, shape powerful arguments, and convince people that she was right. 
 
    But in that instant, she just wanted to take out his cock, to lick his erection, to bob her head down and up like she really was nothing but a slut. 
 
    The adrenaline burned through her body, and she unzipped his pants. 
 
    He reached out, and he almost removed her mask. 
 
    At the last moment, he changed his mind, probably because she just freed his erection. She saw him, and now she purred like some horny coed who couldn't wait for the opportunity to please her boyfriend. She licked her lips, she leaned down, and she slipped his circumference between the open lips of her mask. In the next moment, she wrapped her mouth around his cock, and she started to suck, pushing against him with the flat of her tongue. She was warm and hot and wet and tight against his manhood. 
 
    Trevor nearly climaxed right there! 
 
    "Slow down," he said. 
 
    "But I can't help myself," she said as she broke off for just a moment. "I'm so horny!" 
 
    "Wow. You really are a slut, aren't you? Tell me, do you have any limits?" 
 
    She chortled girlishly. "Limits? Why would I have any limits?" Then she giggled because it was a silly idea. As a slut, she would do anything to please him. 
 
    "I'll keep that in mind," he said, his eyes lit with wild possibility. 
 
    Before he could say anything else, she bent her head back down, and she started licking again. She slid her mouth around his cock, and she hollowed her cheeks as she gently pulled. "That's incredible," he said, clutching his eyes shut. His voice strained, probably because he was struggling hard not to release his load. He wanted to draw this out, to take his time. 
 
    But now, she started to speed up. She bobbed her head down, taking him inch by inch until she expected her gag reflex to kick in. Maybe that would stop this? Yeah, she had to hope. Her gag reflex would awaken, and she would start sputtering. That would ruin the blow job, wouldn't it? 
 
    The implant influenced her nervous system, so her body didn't react. Even though she keenly wished the muscles along her throat would have clinched and spasmed, she had to endure the bobbing movements of her tight lips around his circumference again and again. Worse, she started to taste his excitement. 
 
    He was close, so incredibly close now. 
 
    "That's right," he said. "Suck. Suck. Suck, baby." 
 
    Behind her mask, she raged at the indignity of getting used to like this. He was treating her like she was nothing but a hole. To make matters worse, he just grabbed onto the sides of her head, and he pumped her pretty face. 
 
    No, no, no, she desperately begged the universe. This couldn't be happening. Sucking his cock was one thing, but what if he actually made her swallow? 
 
    Emily attempted to break free with all of her might, but the implant wouldn't let go. As far as the device was concerned, she had become nothing but a puppet, so now she had to be used. While Trevor thought she was a robot, he took advantage. He didn't need to worry about her self-respect. He didn't need to worry about anything she did or said because she wasn't capable of free thought on her own anyway… 
 
    Only then, the cosmos seemed to hear her silent protestations because he pulled her head away. 
 
    "Good," he said, breathless now. "Very good." 
 
    "What else can I do for you?" Her voice shifted again, becoming flirtatious and playful. 
 
    He stopped for a moment, his brows creased, and he seemed to consider her for several long seconds, like he thought maybe he recognized her voice. 
 
    No! It couldn't be a possibility. There was no way he would expect to find Professor Emily Cantor, one of the most respected history scholars dressed in this ridiculous outfit. It was impossible. 
 
    He shook his head, like he came to the same conclusion, and she felt the compulsion to speak again. "You can use me however you want. You know, I love it doggy style. Take whatever hole you want. Or maybe you just want to come on my face? Is that it?" 
 
    "Doggy style sounds like a lot of fun," he said, his eyes sparkling with mischievous delight. 
 
    She let out a little squeak as he grabbed her, shoved her back down, and she soon found herself down on her elbows and knees. With her haunches up in her legs spread, her sex was on display, and he would be able to do whatever he wanted with her. 
 
    He could unzip her uniform even more, exposing her ass. 
 
    But he was horny, he wanted her right then and right there, so he put his hands on her hips, and he shoved forward, thrusting the tip of his cock into her waiting slit. 
 
    Behind her mask, her eyes got big. Her lips parted, and she started moaning. Yes, the sounds could have been prompted by the implant, but she wasn't so sure. It wasn't fair, not when fresh waves of arousal pumped through her body, spurred on by the technology hidden beneath her skin. 
 
    He pulled back, only to shove forward. He rammed into her and her body adjusted. She couldn't help herself. 
 
    Before long, she climaxed, calling out and screaming at the top of her lungs. He grunted, he growled, and his shaft throbbed as he finished with her. Once he was done, he jerked back, and she collapsed down onto her side. 
 
    "Excuse me, sir, are you satisfied?" Her voice shifted again. She no longer spoke like some horny airhead. Instead, her voice came out mechanical and automated. 
 
    "Yes, I'm very satisfied," he said with a chuckle. He pulled himself up onto the couch, and that's when Emily started to move. 
 
    All at once, she realized something. These movements were voluntary. They weren't prompted by the implant! 
 
    For a moment, her muscles tensed, and she was tempted to try to sit up, to stand, to make a break for it. 
 
    "Get over here and give me a back massage," he said. 
 
    Yes, the sex had been incredible, but he had been lifting and dragging around heavy pieces of equipment for most of the day, so Trevor leaned forward. He dipped his head down and rested his elbows on his thighs. 
 
    Luckily for her, this young man didn't pay any attention to her. She got up tentatively. If he had noticed her shift in body language, then Trevor probably would have started asking other questions, and he might have been able to figure out the truth. 
 
    Emily couldn't let that happen! 
 
    A different thought occurred to her: what if he accidentally (or intentionally) reactivated the implant? 
 
    With all of this in mind, she did her best to continue to behave like a robot. It was awkward now, especially because Emily had never considered herself to be an especially skilled actress. Even so, she got up, and she tried to remember how she had positioned her shoulders, how she had straightened her back, and she stepped behind him. 
 
    "Good. That's right. Very nice," he said, growling out those words as her fingers started to lightly press down against his shoulders. 
 
    She had a PhD. She was the head of a department! The idea of serving this graduate student like this horrified her, and she wanted to break something, but she didn't know what to do. At some point, she should be able to sneak away, right? 
 
    "After this, I'm going to have to give you a thorough diagnostic," he said. "I want to get a good handle on all of your schematics. I really, really want to know why the Cantors would be willing to get rid of you." 
 
    "Understood," she said. 
 
    He tensed up for a moment. Was that an inappropriate response? Had she already messed this up? 
 
    "You're very good at this," he said. 
 
    Continuing to work his shoulders, she didn't respond. Every second, she kept hoping that he would leave her alone. Maybe he would "turn her off" or just go take a shower. Either way, she needed to be able to sneak off! 
 
    "This feels really good, but I think I want another blow job." 
 
    What? 
 
    Disbelief surged through her body, especially because she didn't think he could really be serious. She tensed up for a moment, freezing in place. "Is there a problem? Do you need to be rebooted or reinitialized?" he asked. 
 
    Almost frantic now, she resumed massaging his shoulders. Silently, she was pleading for him not to say anything. He couldn't reactivate the protocols! 
 
    Then, almost desperately, she wondered if maybe she should try to hit him in the back of the head or something. If this had been a movie, she would have been able to knock him out with a single blow. More realistically, Emily was a petite woman, and she didn't know what she was doing anyway. The chances seemed good that she would hit him, it would hurt, and that he would definitely start calling out commands, and he might be able to reactivate her implant... 
 
    Emily couldn't let that happen! 
 
    Her skin was hot underneath the latex, and her body throbbed with dread. 
 
    "Initiate blowjob sequence?" Emily asked tentatively. Maybe her voice shook because he hesitated again, like he wasn't sure he believed this. 
 
    "Go ahead," he said. 
 
    Still nervous, she scurried in place, rushing around the back of the couch and positioning herself between his legs. Her eyes were big behind her mask as she looked up at him. He couldn't read her expression, but he could see how her mouth opened, and it was obvious he was ready for her. He unzipped his pants again, and he took out his shaft. 
 
    Before, the implant had dictated her movements. This time, she would have to do it on her own… 
 
    Silently, she wished she could come up with some kind of strategy. She wished there was something she could do, something she could say, some way for her to convince him to change his mind. For a moment, she started wondering if she could offer him something else. What? A hand job? That would have been somewhat more dignified. Perhaps she could offer to fetch him some food? 
 
    But then she looked down at his cock, and she knew what kind of appetite he really had at that moment. Maybe he would order her to go make him a sandwich later, if only to fulfill some sexist fantasy, but in that moment, he intended to use her mouth. 
 
    Theoretically, Emily could have pulled away, turned, and dashed toward the door. She could have run, kicking her feet against the floor and slashing the tips of her fingers through the air. Better yet, maybe she could have held her hands over her ears, but she couldn't take those risks, especially because that sort of behavior would definitely prompt him to start exploring her body. He would unzip her suit and find the human girl underneath the latex. After that, the mask wouldn't last for long, and then he would know the truth… 
 
    Emily had to protect her reputation! She had worked so hard to become a success. She couldn't let it go, not after one stupid mistake. 
 
    That's why she licked her lips, and he reached out. He placed his hand on the back of her head, and she tried to behave just as she had previously. Now she could purse her lips and start sucking on the tip of his cock. Little by little, she started to work her way down. 
 
    Yes, the flavor of his excitement was familiar, only now she tasted something else. It took her a moment to realize what it was: the flavor of her own juices. He had pumped into her slit, using her and taking her and forcing her to enjoy it. "Faster," he ordered. Perhaps feeling braver or more maybe because he wanted to test the limits of this unit, he also added, "Deeper." 
 
    Before, the implant had suppressed her gag reflex, but now she needed to see exactly what she could accomplish on her own. Emily bobbed her head down slowly, at least at first. Remembering that first command, she tightened her moistened lips around his circumference as she pleasured him. She worked hard to satisfy him, going moment by moment. Behind her mask, her nostrils flared, and her cheeks burned. 
 
    The worst part? 
 
    Emily couldn't pretend that she was somewhere else. She couldn't just zone out. Like so many other people, she always took out her phone whenever she needed to ignore something unpleasant. But right then and there, she sucked almost eagerly, gliding her smooth lips up and down the length of his erection. 
 
    Breathing faster now, he placed his hands on the sides of her head, and he started pumping her. He was using her like she was nothing but a sex toy! Emily didn't know if his beliefs made it better or worse: after all, he truly thought of her as nothing but an artificial being created for this kind of usage. 
 
    As her heart hammered away in her chest, she did her best to use her tongue, to serve him and to satisfy him. 
 
    "Swallow," he commanded. 
 
    No! 
 
    Despite that desperate drive to protect some remnant of her dignity, she started gulping down his load as he pumped into her face. She swallowed it, spurt by spurt as he came against the back of her throat. With every splash, she gulped it down. Then it was done, and she didn't know what to do. 
 
    Fortunately, Trevor relaxed. He pulled his shaft away from her mouth, and she stayed there on her knees. At first, she wanted to slump forward, to brace her weight against her knuckles and knees. Remembering that this pose wouldn't have been sufficiently robotic, she instead straightened her back and waited behind her mask. 
 
    "Good girl," he said. "Very good girl." He leaned back, he closed his eyes, and he seemed to relax completely. Considering the pressure he must've been under, Emily realized that he was probably exhausted. The life of a graduate student could be difficult, especially because he had his off-campus gig hauling around junk, plus she vaguely remembered him working as one of the tutors for the department. Then there were his studies… 
 
    It all added up quickly, she understood. Granted, Emily had never really struggled with her own studies, but her programs had always recognized her talents and potential, meaning they were willing to throw scholarships in her direction. Yeah, she had a little bit of student debt, but it wasn't terrible, nothing like what a guy like Trevor would face. 
 
    After several more seconds of simply kneeling there, her knees started to burn from the pressure, but she wasn't sure if she could adjust her position. His eyes were closed, but what if the floor creaked? What if he heard or noticed when he opened his eyes again? 
 
    Only then Emily realized that his breathing had evened out. His eyes were closed, he looked completely relaxed. Wait. Was it possible? Had he fallen asleep? 
 
    For several long seconds, Emily didn't know what to do, like she wanted to jump up and rush off, but she kept thinking he might wake up, reinitialize the implant, and then she would be in even more trouble. 
 
    Of course, she couldn't just stay there on her knees forever either. He was going to wake up at some point. Worse, what if he woke up and decided he wanted to play with her some more? 
 
    Slowly, furtively, and very, very carefully, Emily started to rise to her feet. 
 
    He didn't wake up. 
 
    She took one step after another, heading back toward the door. When she first arrived, she had thought that his apartment felt tiny. But as she tried to remain completely silent, each step seemed to take forever. 
 
    Finally, she made it to the door, she reached out, and she envisioned this horrible scenario where the door would be locked, and Trevor was just messing with her. Maybe he had known who she was the whole time, and now he understood he could control her perfectly with the implants… 
 
    But no, those were just paranoid daydreams. The doorknob turned and she stepped out into the hallway. 
 
    That still wasn't good enough. 
 
    Very carefully, she turned back around, she turned the handle again, and she closed the door. There was still the sound of a little bump, but that wouldn't be enough to wake him up, would it? No. Of course not, she told herself. And yet, she still stood there, desperate and nervous. 
 
    Emily quickly made her way down the hall. Initially, she reached up for the mask, thinking she should pull it off as soon as possible, especially because she didn't want some other stranger thinking that a random service unit had decided to go for a stroll in the apartment complex. If people could see her face, they would know that she was just a young woman dressed in this latex outfit. 
 
    And yes, it would be embarrassing, and yes, people might wonder what she was doing, but she didn't have to care about that. 
 
    Finally, she made it outside. By now, it was dark, but at least she was outside. 
 
    She glanced back at the apartment complex, pulled off her mask, and she started jogging. She made it about a block before she decided to slow down. She looked around and got very, very lucky. She knew this street. 
 
    She could make her way back to her subdivision. 
 
    Exhaling slowly, Emily started walking. It was still fairly early at night, so she didn't have to worry about anything terrible happening. Of course, she wished for her phone with every step, but at least she was almost home. 
 
      
 
    The moment she made it back to her house, she closed the doors, unzipped the latex uniform, and she dropped it down onto the floor. Then, for good measure, she started kicking it, slamming her toes up against the discarded outfit again and again. 
 
    When she was done, she felt a little bit better, but a different thought occurred to her. She rushed over to the guest bathroom, and she started brushing her teeth furiously. 
 
    But as she brushed, something occurred to her. Was she really offended or disgusted by what had happened? She told herself that she hated every moment of it, and yet something else happened. It was a different kind of response, something right between her legs. It pulsed, and she knew she had enjoyed...some of it. 
 
    The implant. 
 
    It had messed with her head, Emily decided. 
 
    After she brushed, she decided to take a shower, like this would help wash away the memories. At first, she scrubbed herself thoroughly, and she kept waiting for some burst of dismay. She told herself that she had hated getting taken and used like that, only her nipples were stiff underneath the hot water, and her hand seemed to drift down lazily to her pubic mound. Then the tips of her digits started to glide along her slit. But no, that wasn't possible. She couldn't do something like that. She couldn't possibly have enjoyed any of it… 
 
    Torn between the physical desires darting and dancing along her nerves and her intellectual impulses, Emily didn't know what to think. So, while she was alone in her shower, she brushed her fingertips along her opening. She did it without thinking. She started touching herself, and she remembered what it was like. 
 
    She recalled with perfect, vivid clarity those other instincts. 
 
    Standard Slut. The implant had initiated a set of protocols, altering how she felt about the world. Yes, she hadn't been able to control her arms or her legs, the movements of her lips or even how she turned her head, but her thoughts had remained intact. Those thoughts, however, had been buffeted by gusts of animalistic desire. Primal need had washed over her, and now she was thinking about it again, how it felt to be down on her hands and knees, to get used like an object. She had just been a toy for him, a plaything without any kind of control or autonomy. In those moments, as far as he had been concerned, Emily never could have thought for herself. 
 
    She existed only to please, only to serve… 
 
    As the hot water splashed down against her face, her chest, and her nipples, she kept rubbing herself, gliding her fingers along her slit. Her clit had swelled, and heat seemed to soak into her body. It resonated from her core when she came from the water. With her hair plastered against the top of her head down the back of her neck, she arched her back, lifted her chin, and she panted, moaning as she thought about it. 
 
    Standard Slut. Before she could even think about it, she started whispering. Grateful to be alone, she whimpered out, "Yes. Yes, use me. Take me. Make me your slut, Master!" 
 
    She came! The pleasure exploded through her body, flaring from her center into her arms and legs. 
 
    She threw out her hands, she braced herself against the sides of the shower. 
 
    Second by second, Emily didn't think. Normally, her thoughts always ran through historical controversies or interdepartmental politics. As she showered, she would let her thoughts drift through her various to-do lists. At best, she might lose herself to fantasies of winning some award or achieving some remarkable professional feat. 
 
    But now, Emily didn't think at all. Instead, she just buzzed and hummed with satisfaction.  
 
    She had no idea how long she waited there. Just a few seconds? Minutes? Longer? This warm sense of satisfaction thrummed through her petite frame as she enjoyed herself. She just waited and relaxed, lost to this animal satisfaction. For once, she wasn't worried about proving herself. She didn't need to think about winning some writing competition, getting published, or a book proposal. Instead, she simply relaxed. 
 
    Then she straightened her back, and she thought of those last words. "Yes. Yes, use me. Take me. Make me your slut, Master!"  
 
    A shiver of disgust ran down her back as she remembered those words. Remembering who she was and what kind of woman she really intended to be, Emily turned off the hot water, she stepped out, and she toweled off. Her eyes narrowed as she glanced back at herself in the mirror. 
 
    "It never happened," she stated emphatically. She was the only one who could hear those words, but she was feeling only she counted. As near she could tell, her husband had never come back. 
 
    Fine. If he wanted run off and throw a tantrum, he could. If necessary, she would come up with a different narrative. She could start telling her colleagues...what? Right then, she didn't know, and she didn't really care either. Instead, she had to worry about something else. 
 
    The implant. 
 
      
 
    Emily got dressed, went back into the garage, found her phone, and she immediately pulled up the interface for the implant. At first, she sat down on her leather couch in her expansive living room, and she stared at the screen. Her world became confined to that small rectangle as she swept through the different menus. Again and again, she tried to figure out exactly how to shut this thing down permanently. Obviously, she was going to get it removed. In the meantime, she needed to make sure no one activated it by accident. 
 
    Her eyes narrowed, the minutes ticked by, and her lips hardened with frustration because she couldn't find anything easy or obvious. After nearly an hour of messing around, looping between the same menus again and again, she tossed her phone against the couch cushion. 
 
    "Crap," she growled. She hated profanity, but that was the best she could do at that moment. 
 
    She jumped up onto her feet, paced back and forth, and her fingers tightened into claws as she wondered what she was going to do. Although she had overcome many challenges, technological glitches had never been her forte. Instead, she had a good memory for dates. Better yet, she knew how to read and interpret different historical texts. She could come up with coherent theories and readings for different scenarios. She could enter great quotes into her arguments, proving her points one after another. 
 
    None of that helped with this app. 
 
    Raising her head, she grabbed her phone again, and she gave up. She pulled up the customer service number for Human Modification Services. 
 
    When she called, she entered a phone tree and started talking to a customer service AI. 
 
    "I have an implant, and I need to get it removed right away." 
 
    The artificial voice answered, "I would be happy to help you with that. One moment please." She heard the buzzing as the program processed her request. 
 
    "According to our records, we have several specialists in the area, any one of whom would be available to help you on Monday morning." 
 
    "No," she said. "I need to get this thing out right now." 
 
    "Please wait," came the mechanical answer. 
 
    The buzzing sound of the computer program processing her request again vibrated from her phone. "According to our records, we have several specialists in the area, any one of whom would be available to help you on Monday morning." It was the exact same sentence with the exact same tone. 
 
    Emily tightened her fingers around her device. "Can I talk to a person now?" 
 
    "All human customer service representatives are unavailable currently. Please feel free to call back on Monday. Thank you for your call." 
 
    It hung up on her! 
 
    Emily blinked couple of times. She pulled her phone back, and she started to pull up the number again. 
 
    But really, what would be the point? 
 
    Frustrated again, she tossed her phone back onto the couch. She started pacing. She walked back and forth in front of the couch. Then she decided to circle her furniture. 
 
    Luckily for her, it was the weekend, so if she needed to hide out here, she could. Yeah, she technically had that voluntary lecture she was supposed to give at the Historical Society, but she could just call and let them know she was sick. 
 
    What about Monday? 
 
    As the History Department Chairwoman, she had a lot of leeway. Again, she could work from home easily enough, at least for a little while. In the meantime, she could get someone out here. 
 
    Yeah, that would work… 
 
    This was a rational plan. Just as importantly, she told herself she could be patient. She could wait until Monday, the specialist could come out, and everything would be fine. 
 
    What if she went to an emergency room in the meantime? She was sure a doctor would be qualified to remove the implant. Even if the doctor couldn't do it, then they would have specialists on staff, right? 
 
    Not necessarily… 
 
    She knew that this technology was proprietary, so maybe the hospital would simply call Human Modification Services themselves. And of course, they would hear the same thing. A technician would be available on Monday. 
 
    Growling like some feral animal, she wished she could stomp her foot, rush over to the wall, and slam her fists against it like some child. But of course, Emily was an adult, and she needed to maintain control over herself. 
 
    So what could she do? What could she try? 
 
    The web. 
 
    Emily didn't feel good about this. There was a little sickening twist at the pit of her stomach, but she dropped down onto the couch, picked up her phone again, and she started searching. It was easy enough at first with, "How can I remove a Human Modification Services implant?" 
 
    Immediately, her eyes started to glide across the different lines of text as she considered the search results. At first, she saw the warnings, but she quickly disregarded them. Of course, a major corporation would insist that the users rely on their trained technicians. Obviously, they wouldn't want there to be a bunch of DIY options out there. 
 
    Finally, Emily saw something. 
 
    "If you have an implant, and you don't like the way it's functioning, you can try this at home method. Basically, apply a significant electrical current to the skin just above the implant, and you will be able to stop its normal functioning." 
 
    Emily pressed her lips together as she contemplated this. 
 
    Would it work? 
 
    At first, she reached up for the back of her neck, and she brushed her fingers over the implant site. She couldn't feel it, not really. It was little more than a microchip, and it was hardly noticeable. And yet, she really hated the idea that this thing could control her. In fact, she closed her eyes, and she snarled like some angry feline. She couldn't help it, not when she thought of how that boy, Trevor, had been able to use her. Granted, he had never figured out the truth, but still… 
 
    Exhaling slowly, Emily made up her mind. 
 
    She watched the video and saw that she just had to open up a phone charger, cut one of the protective barriers, and then place the electrodes against the back of her neck. 
 
    Emily pressed her lips together, glanced around at the rest of her living room, and she wondered if she was really going to do this. It seemed unnecessary, especially because she could just wait, yet her impatience nagged at her. Or maybe she simply needed to feel like she was in control again. The idea of letting this little device influence her infuriated her. 
 
    When she at first agreed to it, maybe Emily had overestimated her own abilities. Perhaps she had secretly thought she would be able to maintain control, no matter what the implant attempted. But now, she knew the truth, so she had to break it. 
 
    She popped open her charger, she cut the barrier, and then she plugged in the device. From there, she lifted the electrode, and she exhaled slowly. She pressed it down against the back of her neck. At first, nothing happened. 
 
    Nothing at all. 
 
    The metal prongs just pushed against her skin. They were cool to the touch. 
 
    Then she started moving it to the left, to the right, thinking maybe she wasn't close enough. 
 
    A snap electricity shot through her body, jolting her forward. She hit the floor, landing hard. 
 
    But then she clenched her eyes shut, and she started to sit up. She coughed once or twice, but everything seemed fine. Slowly, she rose to her feet. She brushed her fingers along her T-shirt, then down toward her sweatpants. Yeah, she was fine. She flexed her fingers, curled her toes, and nodded to herself. 
 
    Feeling almost triumphant, she grabbed her phone again, and she tried to pull up the app for her implant. 
 
    At first, everything looked normal, but then she tried to input some new commands, and the same answer came back each time. 
 
    Error. 
 
    Error. 
 
    Error. 
 
    Yes! She had done it. 
 
      
 
    Actually, Emily felt pretty good about herself. Normally, she didn't take on DIY projects. Instead, she preferred to make her money as a scholar and as an administrator and then hire other people to handle the inconvenient tasks she didn't want to deal with. (In reality, this usually meant telling Stephen to take care of those tasks she found too boring or onerous.) But hey, she had done it! 
 
    So now, she went back to work. 
 
    She soon found herself back at her desk, in front of her computer, and she started working on another paper. 
 
    Of course, Emily hadn't decided whether or not she was going to still give that lecture for the historical society. Yeah, it would make her look a little bit better, but she had quite a bit of cachet and gravitas already. Besides, those lectures could get kind of obnoxious, especially with some of the amateur historians. 
 
    After everything she had been through, Emily decided to take it easy on herself. Tonight, she would get some more work done. Over the course of the weekend, she could handle those tasks that normally nipped at the edges of her consciousness, but she wasn't going to go out, and she wasn't going to put herself on display for a bunch of other people. 
 
    That's why, the next morning, she sent off the email. She let the liaison know that she wasn't feeling well, so she was going to stay home. She suggested a couple of the other faculty members who might be able to take over the lecture. She knew some of the junior members on staff would be eager to win some points. 
 
    After that, Emily sat at her desk once again, and she started typing. She bounced between different projects, digits, emails, and other messages that take up most of her time. 
 
    Actually, she was starting to feel pretty good about herself, especially as she ticked off the different items on her to-do list. 
 
    For the most part, she had pretty much forgotten that Stephen wasn't around. 
 
    Yes, there might be rumors, but she wondered if she could turn this to her advantage. She could talk about how he had run off. Perhaps she could tell some story about how he had made some stupid investment, lost a bunch of money, and now he was hiding in shame. She smirked at the idea, actually pretty amused. 
 
    Since she didn't have to make a decision right away, she didn't worry about it. 
 
    Right as she was thinking about what she might do for lunch, someone knocked on the front door. 
 
    Emily froze immediately. 
 
    Did she have a package arriving? 
 
    Tentatively, she got up, and she headed to the front door. She peered through the peephole, and she recognized the man on the other side: Andrew Clark, a professor from the college. Her brows creased with confusion as she kept staring through the peephole, thinking this had to be some kind of weird coincidence or something. 
 
    Emily glanced down at herself. Yes, she thrived based on her intellectual acumen, but she also recognized the fact that she was wearing her pajamas. Then she decided she didn't care. She was a department chairwoman, and he was just an instructor, so she didn't need to worry about what he thought. 
 
    She opened the door, and she asked, "Andrew? What are you doing here?" 
 
    "I came to check on you," he said. 
 
    "That's not necessary," she replied, tightening her grip on the door. "You can go now." 
 
    "Wait a second," he said, holding out his hand touching the door. "Margaret is my sister, and she was worried about you. Apparently, she's been trying to contact you all morning, but you haven't been picking up your phone or checking your email." 
 
    Margaret was the liaison with the historical society, and Emily tensed up. Yes, she had answered a couple of emails earlier that morning, but then she decided to focus entirely on other projects, so… 
 
    "That's right," she said. "I'm not feeling well." 
 
    "Right," he said, clearly not believing her. 
 
    "You know, a lot of people really respect you. They want to hear what you have to say. Blowing them off at the last minute is kind of messed up." 
 
    "Should you be saying that to someone like me?" Emily asked. 
 
    "I don't work in your department," he said. "Besides, I doubt you are petty or vindictive enough to try to damage my career." 
 
    "Philosophy," she said, not bothering to hide the disdain from her voice. As far she was concerned, philosophers only dealt with hypotheticals, which made them pretty much useless. Historians, on the other hand, had to interpret actual facts. They had to figure out what did something mean? How should contemporary people interpret the past? What did those events say about who we actually were? In the meantime, the philosophers wondered about whether or not they should push people in front of trains. It was ridiculous! 
 
    "I'm not going to get into that argument with you again," he said. 
 
    "Because it's not an argument because you're wrong," she replied. Yeah, she could be politically adept and maneuver when necessary, but she didn't see the point when it came to a guy like Andrew Clark. "Anyway, you can go now." 
 
    "What do you want me to tell Margaret?" 
 
    Emily shrugged, "Tell her I'm sick." 
 
    "You know, she's worried about you. She actually cares about you." 
 
    Emily shrugged again and turned to close the door. "You could be a little more grateful," he said. 
 
    Grateful. 
 
    Emily heard the word, and something shifted inside of her instantly. She experienced this flash of heat, and her nipples stiffened underneath her T-shirt. At the same time, she suddenly felt the urge to hold her knees together as a different sort of warmth coalesced right between her legs… 
 
    Her knuckles tightened against the door, and she wanted to slam it hard. 
 
    What was happening to her? 
 
    "Grateful Slut Protocols Initiated," she stated. 
 
    His brows creased with confusion, like he didn't understand what was going on. But then, she looked at him, and this warm, alluring smile stretched across her lips. 
 
    Instantly, she recognized what was happening. It seemed impossible, she didn't want to believe it, but denial couldn't really work when her arms and legs refused to obey her. Again and again, she tried to slam the door shut. At this point, she didn't care whether or not she was rude to this guy. 
 
    There was just one problem: no matter how hard she tried, she couldn't slam the door in his face. She couldn't even shut it. 
 
    After that, Emily struggled against her limbs. She channeled the same command again and again. She tried over and over, but it was useless. She stood there despite the effort to simply turn around and walk away. If she left him there on her front porch, then he would give up and leave, right? 
 
    "Are you okay?" Andrew asked. 
 
    No, I'm not okay, you moron! There's something obviously wrong with me! Emily desperately wanted to shout those words right into his face. Instead, she reached up, and she started whirl a few strands of dark hair around her finger. At the same time, she flashed another grin and asked, "Would you like to come inside? Maybe, maybe we could talk about how grateful I should be?" As she spoke, she stared at him with hooded eyes as she ran her teeth along her bottom lip. 
 
    Emily couldn't believe she was doing this. Seriously, she must have looked like some horny college girl! It was ridiculous! 
 
    "Are you sure you're okay?" 
 
    "I'm fine," she said. "But I was really hoping we could talk some more?" She shifted her weight and looked down nervously. "Please? Please come inside? You're right. I should be more grateful. Please, let's talk about that." 
 
    "Okay…" Andrew didn't sound convinced, but it hardly mattered because she leaned forward, grabbed him by his wrist, and she pulled him across the threshold. 
 
    Within seconds, they were both on the couch, and she looked at him again. "Can I ask you an honest question?" Emily had no idea where those words came from, but she had to ride along, trapped like a rider in her own body as the implant directed her movements and controlled her speech. 
 
    "Go for it," he said. 
 
    "Do you think I'm a brat?" 
 
    What was going on here? Why was she saying all of this? 
 
    Yes, the implant was activated, but that wasn't supposed to be possible. She had shocked it, which was supposed to make it stop working! 
 
    Only then, another possibility finally occurred to her: yes, she had damaged the implant, but that made it more susceptible to the commands. Vaguely, she remembered part of her conversation with Trevor. She had mentioned something about the Grateful Slut Protocols. And now, she tentatively reached out and brushed her fingers along his thigh, like she desperately wanted to jump him, but she wasn't sure how to initiate it. 
 
    Andrew glanced at her again. Yes, he seemed concerned, but Emily couldn't help but notice how his eyes lingered along the contours of her breasts. 
 
    To make matters worse, some part of her actually craved this. Little bumps rose up along the back of her neck, her nipples had stiffened again, and her breathing came in quickened gasps. 
 
    "I wouldn't call you a brat," he said. 
 
    "What would you call me then? Would you call me a bitch?" But then she giggled, sounding like some idiotic bimbo. Emily hated those girls. She had despised them as a student, and now she occasionally interacted with them. At one point, she had actually wanted to smack a perspective history major after the young woman came into her office and said something like, "Yeah, so, like I was thinking about studying history because it seems really easy, you know? Because you're looking at stuff that's already happened, so you don't have to figure it out?" 
 
    Now she adopted that same tone. She sounded so airheaded as she told him, "Look, you don't even have to answer, okay? Like, I know I have been a total bitch to you. I'm kind of a brat, but I'm really sorry. Maybe I can make it up to you?" 
 
    "How, how would you do that?" 
 
    "Like this?" Emily asked. Again, she tried so hard. 
 
    She told herself that she wasn't attracted to this guy, yet she couldn't ignore the instincts racing through her body. They overwhelmed her, forcing her to crawl forward across the couch until she was right there in front of him, and now she pressed her lips to his mouth. 
 
    At first, he clearly didn't know how to respond. She was throwing herself at him. And wasn't she married or something? Besides, he had probably had dozens of training sessions that told him he wasn't supposed to fraternize with another college employee. But technically, she outranked him. Did that mean she would be held responsible? 
 
    The press of her lips felt so good, and she was this beautiful, petite, powerful girl, and she was throwing herself at him! 
 
    Not only that, her hand dropped down between his legs, and she could feel the outline of his shaft. She grinned for just a moment, giggling like some horny brat right before she started rubbing and massaging him. 
 
    Andrew Clark let out a growl of frustrated desire, and then he decided to let his instincts take over. He shoved her down onto the couch, and the leather cushions gave way beneath them as he climbed on top of her. 
 
    "You're such a bitch," he said, growling those words down at her. In that moment, he didn't worry about the niceties of professionalism. He would tell her the truth, and she arched her back, absorbing those words. "Yes. Sorry. Sorry. But you came to check on me, and I'm so grateful! Please, just use me. Take me however you want!" 
 
    No, that's not how I'm supposed to sound! That's not what I'm supposed to say! I'm a scholar! I'm an intellectual! Although those thoughts roared out between her ears, she couldn't make her mouth work, and so he sat her up, he peeled the T-shirt off of her. 
 
    "No bra," he said. "You really are a slut, aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes," she gasped, and then he grabbed her breasts, shoving her down and pinning her. She expected another kiss, but he went for her breasts instead it. He started licking her right nipple, his tongue darting and teasing along that sensitive point. 
 
    With those flickering movements, he robbed of this girl of reason. On some level, she tried to struggle, to pull away, and her arms did tug against his grip, but those movements didn't amount to anything. They were halfhearted at best, all because she kept moaning like some horny schoolgirl. She whimpered as his tongue darted along her nipple, and then his teeth grazed her skin, and her eyes widened. "Oh yes, oh yes, don't stop. Please, don't stop. Use me. But let me show you how grateful I am. I'm so grateful. Thank you. Thank you for doing this to me!" 
 
    Every time she tried to stop her mouth from spouting out those words, Emily failed completely. There wasn't even a hint of disdain or reluctance, nothing at all to make him think she wasn't as dumb and as grateful as she pretended to be. 
 
    She flashed him another smile and tensed as he shifted. His lips came down on her other breast, only now his hands massaged and fondled her mounds. He squeezed at her curves as he enjoyed the feel of her grateful body. 
 
    "Thank you. Thank you for touching me all over. Damn. That feels so good!" 
 
    "I want to see you naked," he hissed against her ear. 
 
    Then he pulled back, and she blinked, confused. For a moment, Emily didn't know what was going to happen. If anything, this only added to the authenticity of her performance. She was a confused, grateful slut who couldn't wait to serve this man, but now he had stopped… 
 
    Then implants took control again. She broke out of her reverie, and she stood. 
 
    She pulled off her T-shirt, she shimmied out of her sweatpants, and now she was down to just her white, cotton panties. 
 
    "You look cute," he said. "I could just spank you right now." 
 
    Inside, she flinched at the prospect. But then, her eyes widened, and she looked down shyly before she said, "You can do that if you want...You can do anything you want with me. I'm just your grateful slut." 
 
    He ran the tip of his tongue along the edges of his teeth as he contemplated that. He rose slowly, and now he exuded a different kind of authority and power. She could feel the strength of his personality. As a teacher, he established policies and set the rules for hundreds of students, but now he could revel in something entirely different. It was primal as he came closer and closer. 
 
    His eyes swept along her body, and then he stepped back. 
 
    "Hold your hands behind your back and turn around. Slowly." 
 
    He intended to inspect her! 
 
    Emily understood all of this instantly, but she still looked dumb and horny as she turned around. By now, her hair had become tangled along her shoulders and down contours of her neck. She shivered, and she still looked eager, yet she squirmed helplessly inside of her own body as she turned once, then twice. His eyes slid along her breasts, down her flat stomach, to the contours of her crotch, along the curves of her legs, all the way to her toes. He was inspecting her like she was nothing but a piece of meat. 
 
    "Very nice," he said. 
 
    "I can go down on you," she said, coming to a stop. With every fiber of strength and every iota of energy she possessed, Emily battered against at the implant's hold over her as she tried to pull her arms out from behind her back. Her wrists were crossed, and she felt utterly shackled. 
 
    "Maybe later," he answered, stepping forward. He slid his arm around her waist, yanked her close, and now he leaned in and kissed her. 
 
    His hand dipped down between her legs, and he brushed his fingers along the soft tufts of her pubic hair until he reached the moisture of her opening. 
 
    Yes, she was turned on. Yes, the desires were spinning and burning through her body, becoming more and more powerful with every second. 
 
    Emily tried to turn away, yet she failed over and over again. Then he told her, "I have thought about this before, you know?" 
 
    "What?" Emily asked, sounding breathless and desperate to know more. 
 
    "You. I see you at the meetings. I see you give your little lectures, and you always seem so ferocious, but this is who you really are, isn't it? This is something you have always wanted," he stated. The second part wasn't a question. 
 
    And yet, she had to agree. Blinking rapidly, she looked up at him. He was so close, so tall and powerful. Not only that, he remained fully clothed, which only added to his might. He was a powerful individual while she was nothing but a slut. She was on display, and she could be used. Not only that, her nipples had never been this stiff before. The heat had never reached through her body like this! 
 
    He fingered her, first with one digit. He just barely touched her, but then she was pressing herself against him, rubbing herself on his fingertips, and moaning as the desperation mounted beneath the surface of her skin. 
 
    "You're the kind of woman who feels like she should be independent, but this is where you know you belong. Two different sets of desires," he said, whispering the words. 
 
    He had no idea… 
 
    If she had been able to, Emily would have shouted something like, "I'm not some dumb, horny slut, and I'm not going to let you touch me like this! And yet, his fingers continued to slide along her opening, penetrating her. He massaged her clit and stroked the walls of her crevice, sending fresh shivers of need dancing along her nerves. 
 
    A shiver ran through her body, and she arched her back, lifting her chin as a breathless moan escaped her lips. 
 
    "You just came," he said. "You just came without permission, didn't you?" 
 
    "I, I wasn't supposed to?" Emily asked, sounding shy and nervous all at the same time, like disappointing this man was the worst thing she could imagine. 
 
    This isn't who I am. I'm a powerful woman, and I can make my own decisions, she told herself. At any second now, going to take control. And then I’m going to take control of my body. It could be something simple. I just have to move my hand. In spite of her best efforts, she glanced back up at Andrew once again. Her eyes were big with a mixture of nervousness and need. 
 
    He clearly enjoyed that expression on her face. So often, she appeared to be angry or disappointed with those around her, like she was perpetually irritated by their inability to keep up with her. But now, her expression had morphed completely, and he grinned. 
 
    "No, my dear," he said, reaching up. His fingertips glistened now with her excitement even as he touched her lower lip. Suddenly, she could taste her juices, and then the world jumped to a blur. 
 
    He dropped down against the couch, and he grabbed her by her dark, luscious hair. He yanked her across his lap, and her eyes widened. 
 
    Instinctively, Emily understood what Andrew was about to do to her. He grabbed her ass and pinched. This was humiliating enough, only now he jerked his hand into the air, and he basked in that moment for just a moment. 
 
    Inside, she wanted to say something like, "Don't you dare do it. Don't you dare spank me!" In actuality, she called out, "I'm sorry I was a bad slut! Spank me. Please, spank me for being a bad girl!" 
 
    She hated those words and how they made her sound. She came off like some dumb a porn star. She was a bimbo who would be too idiotic to do anything but spread her legs. 
 
    His hand flew down, and the pain cascaded through her body. It was like a bolt of lightning! It cascaded along her nerves, making her gasp. And yet, her eyes grew wide again, especially because there was something else: arousal. Yes, the spankings stung, but now she craved more. It should have been utterly impossible. She was supposed to possess a powerful sense of self-respect and dignity. 
 
    But at that moment, she squirmed on his lap, practically grinding against his crotch. This was how a stripper would have behaved! She was basically giving him a lap dance! 
 
    With one hand, he held onto her hair. "Stop it," he said. 
 
    "Yes. Yes, okay." 
 
    "Address me as Sir." 
 
    What? No! I won't do that! 
 
    "Yes, Sir!" 
 
    "Did you come without permission?" 
 
    "Yes…" 
 
    "Do you need to be punished?" 
 
    "Yes, Sir," she said even though she outranked him. He was just a teacher, and he didn't even have tenure! Emily, meanwhile, had become the university's youngest department chair over the course of its entire history! And yet, she called him "Sir"? It wasn't right. It wasn't fair. It wasn't just! 
 
    "Good," he said. "I'm glad you can see the truth. Now, I'm going to spank you hard. I’m going to turn this ass a bright shade of red. And when I'm done, you're going to thank me." 
 
    "Yes, Sir. I, I think I can do that…" Her voice trailed off, like she had no faith in her own talents and abilities. 
 
    But right then and there, she was just going to endure the humiliation of a spanking. 
 
    The rage simmered behind her eyes, but he struck once, and she let out a desperate little moan, like yes, it hurt, yet it still triggered that primal need. He spanked her three more times in quick succession, going for the same spot. Sure enough, she could feel the heat simmer along the surface of her skin even as he explained, "You know, I think a lot of women would be better off if they got spanked just like this. It puts you in your place, don't you think? It gives you a better perspective." 
 
    "Yes, Sir! Whatever you say!" 
 
    With this beautiful woman still spread out across his lap like some disobedient pet, he leaned down, and he whispered into her ear, "Smart girl." 
 
    She had been called intelligent, insightful, and even brilliant on occasion. And yet, hearing him say "Smart girl" made her want to slam her fist into a wall. She wanted to kick down a door and rip a house apart with her bare hands. The "complement" was so incredibly humiliating and patronizing. She wouldn't stand for it! 
 
    Actually, she couldn't stand up. The implant still maintained control, so she shivered and smiled gratefully. She giggled like she didn't know what to do, and suddenly those sounds were quickly replaced by those painful gasps of dismay as this man asserted his power over her. He spanked her again and again, going for that same spot at first. Then, he switched to her other side but she didn't feel better. If anything, the humiliation became even more powerful. 
 
    "Are you still wet? Are you still turned on? He slid his hand along her backside, and then he started fingering her. She lifted her hips up, giving him easy access. As he touched her and teased her, he said, "Wow. You really are turned on. You like being treated like a slut, don't you?" 
 
    "Sir, I am a slut!" The words were automatic and preprogrammed. The rudimentary AI power to her implant knew exactly what to say to please this man. Nothing else could be important to her or the small device hidden away underneath her flesh. 
 
    "Very smart," he said. "But you still haven't said thank you." 
 
    In that instant, she would have gushed out her gratitude, only the spanking resumed. His hand flew down hard and fast, a blur of movement as he struck. Her backside started to turn a bright shade of pink, then crimson. Her nipples were so hard, and her eyes were wet, yet she was panting. Her mouth turned dry, and she could barely think straight, not that it mattered while this implant dictated everything she did and said. 
 
    "Say it," he commanded. 
 
    Like the grateful slut she had become, she called out, "Thank you! Thank you so much for punishing me, Sir! Yes, I came without permission, but I won't do that again. I swear!" 
 
    "Good girl," he told her, chuckling. "Now, what would you like to do to show me your gratitude?" 
 
    "Would you like to have sex with me, Sir?" 
 
    "Seriously, if I told anyone about this, they would never believe it." 
 
    "You could always record this," she said. 
 
    Emily, the true version of herself that could still think clearly, hesitated beneath her beautifully dumb and grateful facade. She genuinely seemed to be incapable of processing that suggestion. Record this? What did that mean? 
 
    Oh, no. No way! 
 
    It seemed utterly impossible to her, but he grabbed her hair and tilted her head to the side so that he could look down at her. In her peripheral vision, she watched as this sly smile stretched across his lips. 
 
    "You really are a desperate slut, aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Sir!" 
 
    Inside of her body, she raged like a prisoner, beat against the walls of her captivity, yet she still couldn't break free! She couldn't roll off of his lap, crawl away, stand, or even speak for herself. 
 
    His fingertips brushed along her naked body, and he chuckled, "This is going to be fun." He grabbed his phone, pulled up the light, and then he set the device they are against the crook of the couch. While he worked, a silly smile remained fixed across her pretty mouth. And when he finished, he turned back to her and said, "Okay, slut. Go down on me." 
 
    "Yes, Sir!" She dropped to her hands and knees, sat up, and then she reached for his crotch. "May I?" Even here, she seemed incapable of asserting herself or attempting to take even the thinnest thread of control. 
 
    "You may," he said. Now he leaned back, spread his legs, and he rested his arms on the back of the couch like he owned the place. Despite technically being married, Emily had always viewed this house as her home. Her money bought it, and she picked it out. Even so, Andrew sat there like a king as she unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. 
 
    The implant knew exactly what it was doing. It guided her fingertips, granting her the skill and dexterity she needed. Suddenly, his erection was out. The tip of his shaft glistened with pre-come as he got ready to enjoy himself. 
 
    Right here. This was supposed to be the moment when Emily managed to break through the implant. By letting electricity snap through her body, she had damaged the device, which meant she should have had an advantage. She should have been able to reassert herself and take control. 
 
    Instead, she grinned up at him as she leaned down, and she kept her eyes on his face as she started licking. She started with the base of his cock before dragging the soft give of her tongue up along his length. Once there, she swirled the tip of her tongue around the end of his shaft. He growled, groaning with pleasure. His fingers braced against the couch's frame. 
 
    At first, it sounded like he wanted to laugh at her, like he could have mocked her. It made sense, especially considering the professional veneer she had worn at work. But there she was, naked on her knees, practically dripping with arousal even as her tongue darted and played along his sex. He must've been savoring the play of her tongue against his most sensitive appendage. 
 
    "Start sucking, slut," he said. 
 
    She glanced up at him, and maybe he saw some old flicker of the woman she was supposed to be. In any case, he grinned at her, but then she dipped her head down, and she started licking, sucking, and slurping at the tip of his cock. Then he placed his hand on the back of her head, and he pushed her down, practically impaling her pretty mouth on his shaft. In fact, she sensed her gag reflex for just a moment. Belatedly, the implant kicked in, halting those reflexes and allowing her to serve like the plaything she was becoming… 
 
    She bobbed her head forward and back, down and out. She tightened her smooth lips along his manhood. 
 
    Lots of guys would have killed for the chance to get a blow job like this. Emily worked diligently, sucking slowly, then quickly. She moved eagerly, like she was so grateful for the opportunity. Clearly, she simply wished to impress this man, and she would do whatever it took. 
 
    Out in the world, especially when it came to dating, girls might have claimed that they would be open to this kind of service, but it wasn't really true. If they went down on their boyfriend at all, it would always be a chore, something they would do perfunctorily and stop as quickly as possible. 
 
    Not Emily. Not this slut. 
 
    She worshiped him, gliding her lips along his length until he finally grabbed her hair and pulled her head away. 
 
    "Look at the camera and tell everyone you're a slut." 
 
    "I'm a slut!" 
 
    "Tell them your name," he said. 
 
    Behind her eyes, she raged against this again. She attempted to break the psychological and neurological shackles that the implant used against her. And yet, second by second, she could feel her lips start to move. 
 
    "My name is Professor Emily Cantor." 
 
    "And?" 
 
    "And I'm a grateful slut!" 
 
    "Yes, you are," he said. "Get down on your hands and knees." 
 
    No, not this, not again. 
 
    And yet, despite the silent pleas and protests, Emily still couldn't get her body to obey her. As far as the implant was concerned, Andrew Clark was the only one who mattered. 
 
    When she didn't move fast enough, he shoved her down into position. She spread her legs, lifted her haunches, and she didn't even have the latex mask to protect her, not this time. 
 
    He came up behind her and rammed into her, hard and fast. After that blow job, he needed this right now. 
 
    Emily lifted her head, and she looked up at the camera. Deep down, she told herself that maybe she could destroy the device. But how? She was just a dumb slut now. She was grateful, and she wanted to be used. Worse, he pushed forward, pulled back, and shoved into her again. With every motion, hot pleasure roiled through her. 
 
    Suddenly, she didn't care about the footage or what this might mean for her career. "Take me! Take me hard! I'm just a slut. Oh yes, just like that! Yes, give it to me! Thank you...thank you, Sir!" she called out as her lungs pumped and struggled to keep up with the demands of her body. 
 
    Sir. Even now, that honorific ripped through her ego and her arrogance. She wasn't supposed to respect this man. Yes, she could offer the platitudes about how they were all members of the faculty, how they were all teachers and educators, but she knew she was better: smarter, more aggressive, and far more capable… 
 
    But she had to call him "Sir"! Then he plunged into her again, thrusting, and she turned back to the camera. In that moment, she knew exactly how she looked. She couldn't control her movements, not while the implant remained active, yet no one else would know that. They would see this. 
 
    What would happen if the fraternities got a hold of this? What would happen if the other teachers saw this? 
 
    She would lose her position… 
 
    She might lose everything! All of her hard work would amount to nothing! 
 
   
  
 

 She tried to worry about that, to whimper or cry. And yet, she kept panting, desperate for more. Her lips moved, and she gushed out her gratitude, pleading with him for more even as he took advantage of her. Andrew continued to use her, thrusting and pumping into her, drawing back, taking whatever he wanted. He smacked her ass, grabbed her hips, and he pulled on her hair at different points, all while the camera watched and recorded every second of this. 
 
    "One more time," he growled. "Say it one more time." His voice came out, graveled and broken by the exertion of claiming this girl for himself in that moment. 
 
    "Thank you! Thank you for using me! Thank you for giving it to me. Thank you for giving it to me so hard!" 
 
    As those words leapt from her lips, she experienced the pulsing thrust of his shaft as he came. Her own orgasm mirrored his growls of pleasure. He was almost frantic now, desperate, one thrust after another in quick succession. Hot pleasure cascaded through her body, morphing as she lost control all over again. She cried out, practically screaming. Yes, there was that same gratitude, but now it was something else. 
 
    Then he jerked away, spent. 
 
    She rolled onto her side, and she waited for the words to leave her mouth. 
 
    She had to say them, right? 
 
    But what if the implant was damaged? What if it didn't know how to shut off? 
 
    The thought clinched her insides, only then her mouth started moving again. "Have I satisfied you?" Emily asked, barely able to voice the words. 
 
    "Yeah," he said, laughing now. "That was amazing. I, I had no idea you were like that." 
 
    "Yeah, well…" Emily said, unsure of what to do or say. She flexed her fingers and discovered that she was once again in control of herself. She could speak and control her body, but she didn't know what else to do. Then she glanced over at his phone. 
 
    "If you want to wash up or anything, the bathroom is right down the hall," she told him. 
 
    "That sounds like a good idea," he agreed. He got up, stretched his hands above his head, and Emily watched him. From the corner of her eye, she focused completely on the phone. It was still braced right there, still recording… 
 
    This wasn't much of a plan, but it could only work if he wandered down the hall without remembering the device. At the same time, he had just enjoyed some pretty incredible sex (she had to acknowledge this point, even if she hated it), but now she just waited, holding her breath even as her heart started pounding faster. 
 
    He turned and started walking. Clearly distracted by the satisfaction that continued to reverberate through his frame, he drifted away. Once the bathroom door closed, Emily scrambled up onto her feet. She grabbed the phone, and she turned the screen to face her. 
 
    Yes! The screen lock hadn't activated. Maybe he didn't have one, or maybe the recording kept it from turning on again. She didn't know, and she didn't care. 
 
    As she listened to the sound of the faucet coming from the bathroom, Emily scrambled to figure out his phone. She found the recording, she pulled it out for a second, and then she saw herself. 
 
    There she was, naked. There she was, desperate. There she was, horny. 
 
    Little bumps ran down her body as this cold, sickening sense of total failure seemed to permeate every inch of her flesh. For a very, very long time, Emily had concentrated totally on her work. In school, that meant studying and homework. Since she graduated and earned her PhD, that meant pursuing different opportunities for her career, and it all led up to here. 
 
    But if anyone saw this recording, her career could be destroyed. 
 
    Emily deleted the video. 
 
    A loading icon appeared, and she watched as the animation played out with a film reel flying over to a trashcan. The percentage bar started to fill, but it was taking so long. Her grip locked around the phone, and she glanced over her shoulder, down the hall. 
 
    Finally, it was done. 
 
    The bathroom door opened, and Andrew came out. 
 
    "So, I guess that means you're not sick," he said with a chuckle as he picked up his phone. Emily had returned it to the exact same spot, but he didn't check anything. Later on, he might be disappointed to realize that the film was gone, but that wouldn't bother her in the slightest, especially if he didn't have any proof. 
 
    "I need to get back to work," she said. "Tell Margaret that I'm fine but I appreciate her concern." 
 
    He smirked. "And now you're back to your old self? Did you just need some sex? Is that it?" 
 
    "You can go now," she said. By this point, she had pulled on her T-shirt and her sweatpants again. 
 
    "Yeah, fine. Whatever." 
 
    After he left, Emily scoured the living room for her underwear. At first, she assumed she had just tossed it off to the side somewhere, but she checked behind the couch, between the cushions, and near the TV. Slowly, the truth finally occurred to her. He may not have been able to keep the recording, but Emily realized he was able to keep a souvenir for himself: her panties. 
 
      
 
    Nothing important happened for the rest of the day. 
 
    Emily watched him go, and she locked the door after him. From there, she decided to turn off her router. For a little while, at least, she needed to stay away from the rest of the world. In fact, she was about to turn off her phone when she got a text message from her little sister. 
 
    Emily didn't even read it. As long as Alyssa was fine, she didn't need to worry about her. Besides, she was eighteen and a college student. She could handle herself, especially for a couple of nights. 
 
    Since she didn't have anything else to do, Emily started working on a different budget for a different part of the department. As a scholar, she had always told herself that she despised paperwork, but now she enjoyed the prestige that came from being a chairwoman. Of course, that meant she was basically an administrator. She did teach a couple of classes each year, but most of her time was spent in meetings and on conference calls, dealing with the minutia of various committees, policies, and university standards. 
 
    Finally, Monday arrived. 
 
    She had to turn on her phone, and she made the appointment. 
 
    According to the automated program, the technician would be out later that morning. At the same time, right when she turned on the device, one of her alarms activated. It was a reminder: she had a meeting with Caleb Dresner. 
 
    "This is going to suck," she told herself. 
 
    Hoping to delay the inevitable, she sent her secretary a quick email. Emily let her know that she had a flat tire, and that she would be late to work. 
 
    Yeah, this could do it. She just needed a little more time. When she got the implant out, she could forget about everything that had happened. 
 
    And yet, she still remembered Trevor and Andrew. That morning, as she waited for the technician to arrive, Emily actually started pacing back and forth. First, it felt good to be in control of her body. Simply walking from one side of her living room to the other had become an exercise in her own autonomy. But at the same time, there was a different kind of excitement still thrumming through her body. 
 
    It was almost like she needed to go back to her bedroom, slide under the blankets and sheets, slip her hand between her legs, and… 
 
    Each time, Emily refused to finish the idea. She wasn't going to mess around. She definitely wasn't going to touch herself! 
 
    Over the course of the morning, she resisted that temptation. Then, she finally heard someone knock on her front door, and she froze. Instantly, this regret swelled through her body, but she suppressed it. Emily loved concentrating on her work, her to do list, and on the sense of achievement she could enjoy each time she accomplished something new. That's what she tried to concentrate on, not to the longing sense of disappointment as she wished she had slipped her hand down into her panties… 
 
    "I'm going to get this fixed," she told herself. 
 
    She rushed to the front door, checked the peephole, and she saw a man in a uniform. 
 
    She opened the door, and he said, "I'm the technician from Human Modification Services. You have a faulty implant?" In his blue jumpsuit, he looked quite professional, especially with his satchel hanging from his shoulder. 
 
    "That's right," she said. 
 
    "May I come in?" 
 
    "Absolutely," she replied, stepping back in motioning for him to enter her home. 
 
    "Is there some place to work? Maybe a couch or dining room table?" 
 
    "Either one would work," she said. Seconds later, they were in the dining room, and she was sitting there with her back straight. He pulled out some kind of scanner. It looked a little bit like a cell phone, only he lifted it up and ran a red light along the back of her neck as the device started to connect. 
 
    "What are some of the issues you're having?" 
 
    "Accidental activation," she said. 
 
    He pulled the device away from her neck, and then he typed in some commands. She glanced over her shoulder at him, and she could easily read the confusion as a played across his features. She bit down. He pursed his lips. He tried again, scanning the implant. 
 
    "This is strange…" said the technician. "Did you modify access to your Wi-Fi network? It looks like I'm going to need to bring in some help." 
 
    "Sure," she said. "Go for it." She gave him the password, and he accessed her network. He made another couple of scans, and then he got up, excusing himself. 
 
    Seated there, still dressed in her T-shirt and sweatpants, Emily didn't know what to do. Nervous energy coursed through her veins, and she realized what she wanted to do. Finally, she admonished herself. No. She obviously couldn't indulge. And yet, what if she excused herself and went back to her bedroom just for a few minutes…? 
 
    Although it would have been easy, and she figured it would probably work, Emily needed to focus on this. Besides, her arousal had to be a function of the damaged implant. Right? 
 
    As her impatience mounted, Emily rose to her feet, and she wandered over to the window. She could see the technician pacing back and forth just outside of her house, on the porch. He had his phone to his ear, and he seemed to be locked in a conversation with several other people. 
 
    She watched, but she didn't know what to do. Go get dressed? Wait politely? 
 
    Eventually, she drifted back to the dining room. 
 
    "Come on," she whispered, tapping her foot. From there, she grabbed her own phone, and she saw the messages. 
 
    There was another one from her little sister, Alyssa. Then there were several messages from her secretary. 
 
    Emily decided to check them, and she saw that there was a problem. 
 
    Caleb Dresner. 
 
    Of course, he would be the issue. 
 
    Exhaling slowly and telling herself that this wouldn't be a problem, Emily called her secretary. The phone only rang once before she picked up. "History Department. How can I help you?" 
 
    "Hey, it's me," she said. "What's going on?" 
 
    "Emily!" cried out her assistant. But then the young woman seemed to get a hold of herself, and she continued, quieter this time, "Caleb Dresner is here, and he is pretty insistent about talking to you. He seems agitated." 
 
    "You can tell him to leave," Emily said. "I will meet with him when I'm able to make it to campus. That might not be until tomorrow." Emily really hadn't liked the expression on the technician's face. 
 
    "He's threatening a full protest." 
 
    Emily's grip tightened. Yes, that had been a possibility, and yes, it happened to some of the other departments, but Emily had figured she would be able to handle Mr. Dresner. Her nostrils flared, and she said, "Okay, tell him that I'm going to be on campus as soon as I possibly can but that I'm dealing with an emergency. Tell him that I will meet with him right away. He can wait right outside of my office. Hell, he can wait in my office if he wants. Okay?" 
 
    The secretary sounded more relieved of this time, "Yeah. I think that will work." 
 
    "Good," she said and hung up. 
 
    Silently cursing, Emily climbed back up onto her feet, and she glanced back toward the porch. 
 
    The technician was still talking to his associates, whoever they might be. 
 
    On some level, Emily wanted to blame him for messing this up, but she knew that wouldn’t really work. She had gotten inpatient and impetuous. She had tried to deactivate the implant on her own, which meant trusting some random people online. Those DIY specialists always looked so good in their videos, but now her freaking implant was activating, seemingly at random. 
 
    She heard the front door open and close. 
 
    Emily remained standing, and he came in, "I talked to some of our specialists, and it looks like we’re going to need some time to figure this out." 
 
    “Some time?" 
 
    "Did you tamper with the implant?" 
 
    Emily's lips parted, but she didn't know what to say this time. Telling the truth? Lie? She was a cute girl, and she had an impressive career, so she knew that credibility would be on her side. And yet, she also understood that feeding the technician incorrect information might make it harder for him and the other engineers to figure this out. 
 
    "Yes," she finally admitted. As she spoke, she sounded like some little girl who confessed sticking her hand in a cookie jar. "It was already acting funny, and I needed to shut it down." 
 
    "To be honest, we aren't sure exactly what has happened." He seemed to be carefully avoiding the point of how she messed this up. "I have been going over the test results with my colleagues, but we haven't seen anything like this before." 
 
    "Okay," she answered, doing her best not to freak out or get upset. "How do we proceed from here?" 
 
    "Basically, I'll go back to our office, I'll start running some simulations with our engineers, and we will figure out the best way to proceed." 
 
    "How long is that going to take?" 
 
    He rolled his shoulders and exhaled slowly, "Honestly, I don't really know. Like I said, we have never seen anything like this before." 
 
    "They can't just shut it down?" 
 
    "Apparently not," he said. 
 
    With her temper rising, Emily opened her mouth, and she wanted to snarl at him, only to remind herself that this guy was just an employee of a large corporation. Besides, she needed his help. Throwing a tantrum wouldn’t work, especially because this was proprietary technology. As far as she knew, she couldn't even go to a hospital since their doctors would be forced to call the exact same corporation. 
 
    "Okay…" Emily said, sounding deflated. 
 
    "Don't worry," he told her. And this time, did he smirk? Was there a little hint of amusement in his voice? "I saw the parameters, and it looks like they don't really come up in normal conversation. You should be fine." 
 
    "Right," she answered, her voice flat. 
 
    The technician left, and Emily glanced down at her phone. It was quiet for the moment: no new messages. And yet, she understood perfectly well that Dresner wasn't going to wait much longer, especially with everything going on at the college. 
 
      
 
    Emily got dressed. She donned a red dress and black vest. She brushed her hair, washed her face, and she made sure she felt human. At the same time, she ignored the itch of desire between her legs. Yes, her thoughts kept spiraling back to Trevor and to Andrew Clark, but she wasn't going to think about a graduate student or a subordinate. At least, that's what she told herself. 
 
    Once she was appropriately prepared, Emily drove to campus, she parked in her usual spot, and she headed into the department office. She skipped the elevator and took the stairs, if only to work off some of her frustration. 
 
    She made it to the department, walked past the secretary, and she went straight into her office. Sure enough, there he was. 
 
    Caleb Dresner. 
 
    The moment she opened her door, he rose to his feet, still holding his phone, and he smirked at her. "Thank you for making it," he said with just a hint of sarcasm. 
 
    "I apologize for being late," she said, although she refused to offer any other excuse. 
 
    "It's fine," he said. "But we really need to talk." 
 
    Emily sat down behind her desk. As she did so, she straightened her back, rested her forearms, and she leveled her gaze on this man. 
 
    He wore jeans and a button-down shirt. Even so, there was something about his build and physique. Most of the time, Emily worked with individuals, but there was something about Caleb here. He seemed somehow more primal, broader and more powerful. He seemed more animalistic or primitive. 
 
    "What can I do for you?" 
 
    "The university's administration is thinking about firing all the support staff and going through a corporation. Basically, we would be stripped of our rights, your pay would be cut, and everything would just get a lot harder," he stated. 
 
    "The administrators are looking for efficiencies," she said diplomatically. 
 
    "You know exactly what that means," he said. "You also know that this is a rich campus. There is a lot of money here." 
 
    "I don't really have anything to do with that," she said. "I'm not on those committees." 
 
    "But you are still a department chairwoman, and you are also a member of the faculty senate," he said. "You have a voice, and you have a vote." 
 
    "Are you sure you shouldn't be talking to the University President instead?" Her question sounded very diplomatic and very reasonable. 
 
    Despite this, Caleb leaned back in his chair. He seemed to study her for several seconds, and then he asked, "That's going to be your strategy, is it?" 
 
    "This isn't a strategy. We're just having a conversation," she said. 
 
    "That's nonsense," he replied. She blinked, surprised. Few people could confront her like this. 
 
    For a moment, she started to get nervous. She started thinking about the implant and what would happen if it activated accidentally. But then, she thought back to Andrew Clark, and the device only came to life because a key phrase came up. At least, that's how she assumed it worked. Right there in her office, they were talking about paychecks and employee classifications. None of that could activate the implant, right? 
 
    "I know what you're doing," he continued. "Lots of administrators use the exact same strategy. Basically, you say that it isn't your fault. It's a committee. But you're on the committee, and no one knows exactly what anyone talks about during your meetings. Maybe you suggested the idea. Maybe someone else did. But one way or another, no one takes responsibility. The University President blames the faculty Senate. The faculty Senate blames the administration, and it goes around and around again. But I'm asking you, right here and right now, to help us. We have people who need these jobs. They work hard, and they are a part of this community." 
 
    At that moment, Emily resisted the urge to roll her eyes. She could have been completely truthful with her feelings and told him, "You know what? You're right. Those people might need those jobs, but that's their fault. If they wanted a better life, they would have worked harder and made better choices. It's a brutal world out there, and no one has to help anyone else. If we can save money by turning you into subcontractors, why shouldn't we?" Of course, Emily didn't utter any of those words. She understood how most teachers felt about education and social responsibility: specifically, a society should be judged by how it treated its weakest members. 
 
    Instead, she said, "If we decide to hire a contractor and reorganize employment on campus, I can assure you that this company will follow the highest ethical standards." 
 
    "No, they won't," he said. "These companies exist for one reason and only one reason: save money. They generate a profit by assuming your moral responsibilities. After that, it won't matter if the contractor makes the employees work extra hours or if they don't pay benefits or if people get fired for trying to take a sick day. Yes, everyone here will be able to say that it's such a shame, but it won't be your fault any longer because we won't be employees of the college, will be? We will work for someone else. And it will be their fault, and that's how they will get rich." 
 
    "I'm sorry you feel that way," she said. Then she blinked once and continued to watch him with an impassive expression on her face. 
 
    His frustration was obviously growing, but Emily told herself she had nothing else to say. She continued to sit there and watch, waiting for him to break. He would, obviously. As far as she was concerned, everyone was allergic to awkward silences. 
 
    He rose to his feet, and he shook his head. "This is wrong. This is wrong. You can't treat us like slaves." 
 
    At once, her expression shifted again. It was almost imperceptible. Before, she had remained impassive, only there was this smug little shine in her eyes. Maybe it was the way the corners for eyes crinkled with barely suppressed amusement. Or maybe it was the tension at the corners of her mouth. Either way, true neutrality spread across her features, and her mouth started moving. 
 
    But this time, Emily wasn't offering some bland platitude because she wasn't in control. 
 
    "Sir, would you like to activate the Slave Girl Protocols?" 
 
    No. No. Not here. Not now! Emily practically screamed inside of her own head, only her lips refused to shape those words. 
 
    "What did you say?" Caleb asked her. 
 
    Emily fought with everything she had to bite down and keep her lips sealed. That was all she had to do. If she remained utterly silent and immobile for the next few seconds, he would probably just get up and leave, right? That had to be her best strategy, especially because she could already tell that she couldn't move the rest of her body. From her toes all the way up to her face, she had lost control. 
 
    Then her mouth started moving. She didn't even hesitate! The implant connected with her nervous system, and it hijacked control. "Sir, would you like to activate the Slave Girl Protocols?" 
 
    Say no! If you say no, then I can control myself again. Just say no! 
 
    "What are these protocols?" 
 
    "This unit is fully equipped for sexual subjugation and total subservience. Use me as a reluctant or eager slave. For the duration of this unit's activation, I will serve you." 
 
    "Is that what you want?" 
 
    No! 
 
    "Yes," she said. 
 
    Caleb glanced over his shoulder, and he lowered his voice like he couldn't really believe this. The door to her office was closed. The secretary had no idea what was going on here. "This is a sex thing for you?" 
 
    "Yes," she said. 
 
    If she had been in control, her breathing would have quickened. She would have looked utterly disheveled and panicked. Instead, she seemed, into this, like she couldn't wait for this man to take control of her. 
 
    Caleb rose to his feet, and he walked around her desk. He leaned down, and he looked into her eyes. "You really want to do this, don't you? You want to be used." Something close to disgust rippled through his voice. "But I'm okay with that. If you feel like you need to be degraded, then I'll give you that." 
 
    "Yes, Sir," she said. "What kind of slave would you like?" 
 
    "I want a slave who understands that she belongs to me and that she can't get away. You can beg, but you can't scream, and you can't call out for help." 
 
    "Program initiated," she said. 
 
    Suddenly, something else happened. There was this flash of warmth along her body. It started near the back of her neck, and it shot down into her shoulders, along her arms, all before it reverberated through the rest of her body. 
 
    Not only that, Emily realized she could move! 
 
    She started to squirm, and then she reached up to push him away. He grabbed her wrists, and he said, "Get down on your knees." 
 
    For just an instant, it felt like the unit had actually shut down. The implant was no longer functioning because she could blink and think for herself. She could control her body...or so she thought. But now, his voice cut through her other thoughts and desires, so the professor dropped down onto her knees just as he had commanded. 
 
    "Good girl," he said. 
 
    "Look, I don't get exactly what you're doing here, but I don't really care. If you feel like you want to be used, then I'm going to take you. Oh, and we are done talking about the rest of it. If you really are a slave, then I'm going to make sure you do whatever I want. Directly you’re going to work for someone else, not just yourself. You won't get to be a selfish bitch." 
 
    "Yes, Sir. I am your slave." After those words left her lips, she looked up at him. "Look, you don't have to do this. You can just let me go now, okay?" 
 
    He glanced back down at her; now he wore this feral grin. 
 
    Yes, Caleb Dresner knew how to be diplomatic and polite. At the same time, this man must have accumulated so much frustration. He had to go from one office to another and deal with these entitled, privileged administrators over and over again. Maybe he didn't really understand this, or maybe he knew something else: the administrators at this college had already made up their mind, so he was probably going to get fired anyway. What was he going to come back to? A minimum-wage job, one that wouldn't even pay enough to cover his rent? If that was what he had to look forward to, then maybe he could play with this girl, even if she called it sexual harassment later or tried to get him fired. 
 
    "Okay, slave. Let's see what you've got. Stand up, and strip down to your underwear." 
 
    "No. Please, don't make me," she said. 
 
    His eyes narrowed, probably because he couldn't tell whether or not she really wanted this or hated it. Either way, it hardly seemed to matter because she "willingly" rose to her feet. Now she shrugged off her vest, and she unzipped her dress. She let it fall down around her shoulders, and it pooled at her feet. 
 
    He saw her there, standing with her beautiful body on display. She wore a black bra, silky and shining. She also had on matching panties with little ruffles along the edges. 
 
    "Let's see if you really want this," he said, feeling bold. 
 
    Her eyes widened, and she knew exactly what was going to happen. Worse, she understood what he would discover… 
 
    He grabbed her, and she tried to push away, but it was no use. If the implant had allowed her to truly fight, then she could have punched him in the stomach or slapped him across the face. Instead, she answered with these halfhearted little shoves, and they weren't anywhere near strong enough to convince Caleb. 
 
    Worse, he slid his hand right down into her panties. Holding onto her tight, he pressed his fingers along her sex. 
 
    "You're hot and you’re wet," he said flatly. 
 
    Then his breathing became more racked. "I think the slave girl is struggling, so she needs to be punished. She needs to be tamed." 
 
    "Yes, Sir," she agreed automatically. 
 
    "But you know what? I'm thinking we should do something else. I could use you right now." 
 
    "Yes, Sir!" 
 
    "Or…" 
 
    Or? No! There wasn't supposed to be an "or"! They could just have sex, she could ask if he was satisfied, and it would all be over. Right? 
 
    Only she glanced up at Caleb again, and she realized something. He wasn't like other guys. Maybe Andrew Clark didn't like her very much, and maybe Trevor had been intimidated by her, but this was different. His eyes narrowed slightly, and he nodded to himself. "Yeah, I think I know exactly what you're going to do." 
 
      
 
    Minutes later, she found herself driving. Yes, she had her dress on again, but felt disheveled. He had told her to get dressed and to leave, to go downtown and to hit a very specific shop. 
 
    The commands still echoed inside of her head, and Emily tried to fight them. She kept thinking about other things she would rather be doing. Did she need to stop and go to the bathroom? Did she have another meeting later that day? 
 
    And yet, another impulse continued to glow brighter than anything else behind her eyes: she had to obey her Master. 
 
    Master? 
 
    The idea was ridiculous! 
 
    Soon, she was parking her car, and she blinked as she looked up. 
 
    She peered out through the windshield, and she found herself looking up at a sex shop. Her eyes widened, and she couldn't believe that she was really here. Fortunately, the rest of the parking lot appeared to be empty. It was the middle of the day, and she doubted they got a lot of business on a random Monday anyway. Still, what if someone saw her? What if someone drove by? 
 
    With some modicum of control of herself, she got out of her car and practically rushed inside. Once there, she froze as she looked around. First off, there were the posters all along the walls. Women were spread out in each image, ready to be taken, ready to be used. 
 
    "I want my Master to use me," she mouthed the words. 
 
    "Hello," said a friendly looking young woman from behind the counter. "Can I help you find anything?" She was younger than Emily, probably somewhere in her mid-twenties. 
 
    For just a moment, Emily endured this overwhelming urge to ask the young woman for help. After all, her Master had given her a list of items to procure. Emily tried hard to bite down, and she actually succeeded this time! 
 
    After a moment of silence, she even managed to talk. "No, I don't think so," she said. 
 
    Striding forward, she seemed completely at ease, but Emily could hardly believe it. She blinked as she walked between the different racks of lingerie and sexy costumes. She saw outfits for horny schoolgirls, harem slaves, slutty maids, latex uniforms, and more. Despite this, she strode straight ahead. 
 
    When she saw this equipment, Emily attempted to turn around. She told herself she could walk straight back to her car. She could go home, lock the doors, and just hide from the world. Yeah, her career might take some damage, but she could handle it. She had no choice. At this point, she didn't even care if Caleb organized a protest right outside of her office. They could burn effigies of her, for all she cared. 
 
    Those thoughts sounded big, bold and brave inside of her head, but the implant had reasserted itself. Had she damaged it? Maybe if she tried especially hard, she could regain control? 
 
    But now, she felt tired, and she didn't know how to think through all of this, so she considered the different items. Then she started grabbing them, one after another. At several points, she didn't even look. The implant had already registered the visual data based on her its connection with her optic nerve, so it knew exactly what to do. 
 
    After that, she deposited the items on the counter. 
 
    "It looks like you're going to have a wonderful night," said the clerk. 
 
    I don't want to buy this, and you need to help me, she wished she could say. 
 
    Instead, Emily smiled and headed back toward the racks of clothing. 
 
    She seemed to consider the different options, and then she saw one that made her throat clench. Hot aggravation burned through her body, but she picked it up anyway. 
 
    From there, she paid for the purchases. The outfit, plus the equipment, turned out to be way more expensive than she wanted. If she had been in control of herself, she would have balked at the price. 
 
    And yet, she wasn't in charge of her body, or her credit card, it turned out. 
 
    She took the deep black, plastic bags, and she loaded up her car. From there, she drove back to campus. 
 
    With every step, she brought herself closer and closer to the department. At the same time, she silently hoped that Caleb got bored and wandered off. That was a distinct possibility, right? Besides, he probably had other meetings with other members of the faculty and administration. Rabble rousing took a lot of time, right? 
 
    Emily struggled to hold onto those possibilities, but when she passed her secretary, and she found him seated behind her desk with his feet up. He had his phone out again, and now he saw her. 
 
    "You're back," he said, almost sounding surprised. 
 
    "Yes, Sir," she said. 
 
    When she was in the middle of the room with her bags dangling from her grip, she didn't know what to do. For a second, she was tempted to drop the bags, turn, and run. 
 
    Before she could try, he said, "Come here." 
 
    "What, what are you going to do?" Emily asked, yet the implant had already heard the command and seized control of her legs. She walked around the desk and stood there in front of him. He pulled his feet back down to the floor, and then he stood. He grabbed the hem of her dress, and he lifted it up, exposing her black panties once again. 
 
    Her nipples stiffened. She knew what was going to happen, yet the embarrassment still flared beneath her skin. It rushed along every inch of her body. This was so humiliating! Somehow, it was even worse than just being a passenger. Back when the implant had total control, Emily had recognized the futility of struggling. But now? She felt like she had to try, only she kept losing. Worse, she understood precisely what was about to happen next. 
 
    His fingers brushed along her panties. He rubbed her with his middle two digits, and she shivered. Her nipples stiffened even more, and her face probably flushed a bright shade of pink as the arousal rushed through her system. 
 
    "You soaked into your panties," he said. "Does that mean you're a slave and a slut?" 
 
    "Yes, Sir." 
 
    "Good," he growled. 
 
    He stroked her faster now. No, he didn't slide his fingers directly up against her slit, but the thin layer of silk didn't offer her any protection. He rubbed her, and she soon started to grind against his digits. She rubbed herself up against him like some horny dog. She needed to stop. She needed to pull back, yet the implant flooded her system with arousal. (It had to be that. Emily refused to acknowledge the possibility that maybe it simply unlocked something within her, and these instincts had been with her all along.) 
 
    "Stop," he commanded. 
 
    Like an obedient slave, she drew back. 
 
    "You really will do anything I want, won't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Sir!" 
 
    "Intriguing," he said. Then he tilted his head to the side, and he seemed to consider her again. "Strip for me." 
 
    She wanted to call out, "You can't be serious!" At the last second, she stopped herself. Or maybe the implant halted those words because he had told her to stay quiet. She could speak, but she couldn't shout or scream, and instead, she obeyed him. 
 
    She pulled off everything this time, stripping away the layers until her naked body was on display. This was the third man in as many days, so she tried to tell herself that she should be getting used to this. And yet, she couldn't. After spending her whole life as a prim and proper young lady, she couldn't believe that this man's eyes now could roam along her naked body. Worse, her slit was so hot and wet. Her nipples were so stiff! Her skin was hot to the touch! 
 
    "Nice," he said with an appreciative nod. "Very, very nice. Now, get dressed." 
 
    He sat down at her desk, and he glanced back at her as she started to pull on the different pieces of her "outfit". In reality, these garments were little more than a sexy costume, the kind of demeaning choice only a horny college girl desperate to impress the boys would make. 
 
    First, she pulled on the knee-high socks. Next, she grabbed the white, cotton panties and slipped them up her legs. The pleated skirt went on next. Finally, she pulled the white top over her chest, and she tied the ends together, revealing the flirtatious curves of her cleavage. 
 
    When she finished, she posed. Emily tried to stop. She wasn't going to cooperate at any stage, yet the implant knew what she was supposed to do, so she shifted her weight, raising her toes and pressing them down against the floor. She bent one knee, placed a hand on her hip, and she cocked her head to the side, like she couldn't wait to see what he thought of her "uniform". 
 
    For his part, Caleb seemed intent on her computer. He was typing something. 
 
    But what? 
 
    At least her desktop didn't have a webcam. Then again, they both had headphones, so he could record this if the thought occurred to him. 
 
    For a moment, it felt like she might make the suggestion, only she channeled all of her energy, and she managed to keep that the silly, stupid smile plastered across her face. She concentrated on her arousal and how much she wanted to feel this man on top of her. He could pump into her, thrusting again and again until he came hard. Or maybe he would slide his shaft deep into her mouth. 
 
    Those thoughts frustrated her; they horrified and angered her, yet she couldn't ignore the arousal as it sloshed through her body. Those desires continued to spin and swirl. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn't suppress them! 
 
    With the eager, willing slave in front of him, he finally turned away from the computer. 
 
    "What are you right now?" Perhaps he wished to hear her say it again, or maybe he needed the reassurance. Either way, he rose from her seat, and he strode right up to her. 
 
    "I'm your schoolgirl," she said, wiggling her hips from side to side. 
 
    "Then put on a show, schoolgirl," he instructed. He perched himself on the edge of her desk, and he pointed to the middle of her office. 
 
    Her office. 
 
    This was supposed to be her domain. In this space, she was supposed to be in charge. Professors with years of experience and dozens of accolades to their names showed up here, nervous and suddenly frightened because she was the Department Chairwoman. She was in charge, and they would defer to her. 
 
    And yet, she skipped to the middle of the room, and she cocked her head to the side. 
 
    "What would you like to see?" 
 
    "Dance, slave." 
 
    She bristled. Not only that, she wished she could have rolled her eyes. Was she supposed to be a schoolgirl or a slave? 
 
    Oh, she realized. At this moment, she would do anything for this man. Caleb had become her owner, and she had to please him. She pressed her lips together, and she pouted adorably. Then she flipped her hair to the left, to the right. She leaned forward, and she started to spin around, quick enough to make her skirt fly up. 
 
    Then she scurried to the left, to the right. She moved around, following some imperceptible rhythm, all of which was dictated by the implant's AI. She felt ridiculous as she danced around in front of him, but then she came close, so close. She leaned forward, and she nuzzled his chest the tip of her nose. She pulled back, she grinned at him, winked, and then she drew back several steps. From there, she grinned, and she bit down on her lower lip. Almost on display now, she spread her legs, reached down between her thighs, and she slid her hand right into her panties. 
 
    "Slutty girl," he said. 
 
    "I'm your schoolgirl," she replied. "I do whatever you want, Sir." 
 
    "Yes, you will," he replied. Wait. What was that supposed to mean? At that moment, she could discern something else, something more than his simple arousal. Yes, he had male appetites, but there was something else, another plan. Again, she snuck a glimpse over at her computer, and she had to wonder what he had been typing. What was his plan? What did he think he was going to do? 
 
    Although she attempted to ask a question, he grabbed her by her hair, tilted her head back, and then he kissed her hard. For several seconds, she lost herself. 
 
    Emily couldn't think. She couldn't breathe. As those sensations pounded through her body, she faded into the oblivion of delicious heat rampaging along her nerves. Then he broke away, and he headed back to her desk. He sat there, and he watched as she danced for him. She flipped her hair again, twirled, spun, kicked her feet, and his eyes moved along the jiggle of her breasts down to the way her stomach tightened, and how her skirt kept bouncing up, showing off her underwear. 
 
    "Not bad," he said. "But I think you should be honest with me. Before I came in here today, did you think you were better than me?" 
 
    She pressed her lips together for an instant, and she fought so hard not to say anything. "Yes. Yes, Sir." 
 
    "Let's try something," he said. "First, you’re going to get a spanking. Then, I'm going to make you feel like a real slave." 
 
    Her eyes got big, but he grabbed her again. He pulled her close, shoved her down against her own desk, and he lifted her skirt. When she tried to rise, he said, "Stay down, schoolgirl." 
 
    For so long, she had been a student, and she had always marveled at her own independence and freedom. Even when she had to negotiate against different instructors' unreasonable desires or expectations, she had always viewed herself as the smartest person in the room. 
 
    Until now. 
 
    She had become a schoolgirl, yes, but she was also a slut and a slave, and then his hand flew down, and he spanked her hard, his hand crashing against her panties. The pain flared up into the rest of her body. 
 
    "Did you buy the paddle?" 
 
    "Yes, Sir!" 
 
    "Fetch it." 
 
    Just like that, he issued a command, and Emily had to obey. This vaunted and well-respected young woman straightened her back, and she practically skipped over to one of the black, plastic bags from the shop. She found the wooden paddle, and she brought it back to him. She held it out, and he took it before smacking the solid wooden surface against the palm of his hand. "This is going to sting," he promised. 
 
    She looked up at him. 
 
    "Would you like to beg for a second chance?" 
 
    Nibbling on her lower lip now, Emily didn't know what to do. Realizing she didn't have much choice, she lowered herself down onto her knees. In that moment, she recognized something else: she had control. 
 
    She might be able to make this work. 
 
    For another second, she thought of trying to run for the door, although she already knew the implant would stop her. But what if it didn't? She could run through the door only to have her secretary see her dressed like this. And what about the other students? What would they say? What would they think of her? 
 
    As her insides tightened and her heart started kicking faster, Emily brought her hands together. She was acting on her own now. The implant seemed to be dormant as she looked up at Caleb. "Please, Sir. Please, I'm sorry. I'm sorry I have been acting like such a bitch. Please, what can I do to make it up to you?" 
 
    "We'll get to that later," he said. "For right now, suck." 
 
    She didn't understand, not until he unzipped his pants, freed his erection, and showed her his length. Her eyes widened, but it was too late because he grabbed onto her hair. He pulled her up against his shaft, and she started sucking. 
 
    Not this. Not again! 
 
    Fresh waves of humiliation burned through her body, only it was worse this time. She didn't even have the dignity of nudity. Instead, she was dressed like some twisted fantasy. 
 
    Even so, she bobbed her head down and up, worshiping, licking, and sucking. 
 
    He enjoyed the blow job for several seconds, perhaps several minutes. She quickly lost track of time. And he grabbed her by her hair, bent her over the desk, and he said, "That was good, but not good enough." 
 
    Her lips parted. She could still taste some of his excitement along the flat of her tongue but then he lifted her skirt, and he touched the paddle right there. "Say it again." 
 
    "I'm your slave, Sir." 
 
    "Good girl," he replied before he pulled the paddle back into the air. He had been rough with that spanking. But now, paddling was going to be worse! 
 
    It crashed down against her petite backside, and the pain flashed along her nerves, drilling into the center of her being. She let out a quick gasp. In fact, she wished she could have screamed, yet his other command remained in effect. 
 
    He struck the other butt cheek. He bounced back and forth, paddling her again and again. The pain plowed into her, making her whimper, making her moan. Yes, it turned her on, just as the spanking had, but she didn't know how much of this she could take. 
 
    "Tell me how much you want to be used. Tell me how much you lie about being a proper young lady. What are you really?" 
 
    "I'm a slave and a slut!" The emphasis reverberated through her voice as she called out the syllables. "I, I can't help myself." All of that was true. 
 
    "Good," he said. "Come with me." He grabbed her again by the dark tresses of her hair, and he brought her right up to the window. 
 
    Oh no! 
 
    Instinctively, she understood what was going to happen. She couldn't believe it. She didn't want to accept it, but then he growled into her ear, "Lose the panties." 
 
    At once, she shimmied out of her underwear, dragging the panties down and kicking them free. 
 
    Then he shoved her right up against the window. Her cheek and chest shoved up against cold glass. Not only that, he came at her as she spread her legs. He pumped into her tight opening, thrusting once, twice, three times. 
 
    "Don't you dare come," he snarled. He still held onto her hair, and she looked down. 
 
    Emily didn't want to do it. In fact, she wished she could just shut her eyes and hide from the rest of the world. Instead, she could see young women and men strolling along the concrete walkways between the different buildings. She saw the vibrant green fields of grass, the quad off in the distance, the library, and a few of the college's statues and art installations. 
 
    No one had noticed her, not yet. 
 
    "This is how you like it, isn't it? You want to pretend that you're a good girl, but you really are a dumb slave. This is what you need, isn't it?" 
 
    "Yes. Yes, this is what I need," she gasped. She couldn't stop those words as they fluttered out of her pretty mouth. 
 
    "Good," he growled, tightening his grip on her hair and yanking hard. The pain shot down into her scalp, but she still couldn't do anything about it. Worse, she couldn't deny how this turned her on. The arousal played along her psyche, growing more and more intense with every moment. 
 
    He pumped into her, thrusting harder and faster. 
 
    Then, when he was finally done with her, he jerked back. 
 
    "One more," he said. 
 
    But wait, he hadn't actually climaxed, she realized. His shaft was wet with her excitement, and he had been so hard, but he didn't finish… 
 
    Why not? 
 
    Then he grabbed her again, crossing her wrists and trapping them over her head. Still spread out right there against the glass, she didn't understand what was going to happen. Her imagination couldn't stretch that far, only he used his free hand. He grabbed his shaft, and he aimed for her other opening. 
 
    He shoved forward, thrusting into her, and she tried to clench down, but he was going to take her one way or another. 
 
    "No, not there," she begged. "You can't do it, it’s not fair!" 
 
    "I can do whatever I want with you, slave," he answered. He wasn't wrong. 
 
    He forced her body to relax. He forced her to take him, inch by inch as he penetrated her. 
 
    "Take it," Caleb told her. He yanked on her hair, and that jolt of pain forced her to relax for just a second. She didn't understand how or why. Perhaps it was the implant. It didn't matter because now he stretched of the walls of her ass, and he drew back, only to thrust into her again. 
 
    This wasn't what she truly craved, or so she told herself. Emily tried to hate every second of this. It was like having sex against her will, only she couldn't deny the pleasure that coursed through her body. 
 
    "You're going to come for me," he said. "You're going to come for me, and you're going to know that I can use you however I want whenever I want." 
 
    "Yes, yes, Sir!" 
 
    What if he meant it? What if he really tried to keep her? He could send her back to his place, and she would stay there, eager and obedient because of the stupid implant! 
 
    But then she stopped thinking as he pushed her closer and closer to an orgasm. Her fears about the future suddenly faded away. 
 
    She wished she could pull her hands away, but he kept her pinned there against the glass. 
 
    Another group of students walked along the paths. Some of them had their eyes down on their phones. A couple looked like they were on the verge of running, like they couldn't decide whether or not they were going to be late. 
 
    Again and again, she had to hope that none of them would look up. 
 
    But now he grabbed onto her hair, pulled, and kept her trapped right there as he pumped her, slow, then fast, then slow again. As he sped up for the final time, she knew he was right there on the edge as he claimed her. 
 
    With her eyes locked shut, Emily could only hope that this would be the end of it. Then she arched her back, and she stopped worrying about the consequences as the pleasure cascaded through her petite frame. It echoed and reverberated, rushing through her like a tsunami. He was throbbing, pumping into her, claiming her, and then he finally jerked away. 
 
    "You liked that, didn't you?" 
 
    "Yes, yes, Sir," she said, panting. 
 
    "Go to your desk. I want you to see the email you wrote." 
 
    But she didn't write an email? 
 
    Even so, the implant seized control over her, and she walked back to her desk. She sat down, obedient, and then she saw the message waiting for her. 
 
    It was an email, it was already prepared. If she just hit the Send button, she could launch that missive out to dozens of different powerbrokers on campus. In her email, she made it abundantly clear that she supported the workers. She would give Caleb everything he wanted too, and once she made this declaration, she wouldn't be able to take it back. That much was obvious. Everyone would know where she "stood." 
 
    "I can send this," she said, turning back to him. 
 
    "Send it," he ordered. 
 
    He watched with a satisfied grin as her hand reached out for the mouse, and she brought the cursor up to the Send button. 
 
    Emily tried to fight this. The other guys had used her body, sure, but this was her career! 
 
    Up until now, there was one very good reason why she thrived: Emily didn't care about the people around her. She did what was politically expedient, forming alliances and getting the support from other people. The janitors, groundskeepers, parking enforcers, secretaries, and administrative assistants didn't deserve her protection. If they wanted to get influence, then they should have worked harder and been smarter. 
 
    None of that mattered, however. She tapped the button, and she sent the email off. 
 
    "I had a lot of fun with you," he said. Then he chuckled and started to saunter off. "Maybe I will get to see you again." 
 
    Still dressed like a horny schoolgirl, Emily sat there. He opened and closed the door, but she hardly noticed. 
 
      
 
    Emily remained in her office, but she didn't take any other meetings. Obviously, she pulled off the ridiculously short, pleated skirt and the schoolgirl "blouse". At first, she started to worry as she wondered what would happen if Caleb returned. What if he came back and decided to mess with her? 
 
    She wouldn't be able to do anything. She wouldn't be able to stop him, especially because he knew the truth now! 
 
    Fortunately, he didn't return, and she refused to check her email, so she didn't know what kind of firestorm she had unleashed. Maybe the other administrators didn't really care. Perhaps they were too busy with their own projects and committees to pay much attention to her bold declaration. She was just one department chairwoman, after all. 
 
    In any case, she wasn't going to see for herself, not yet. 
 
    Over the course of the day, she waited. She tried to do as much work as she could, but she kept drifting. She would start writing report or double checking some new policy statement, only to find her gaze sliding away from the text in front of her. Within a few minutes, she would zone out. 
 
    Emily shook her head from side to side, and she knew what she wanted. 
 
    She glanced over at the bags, and she wanted to grab them, to take them out to one of the garbage cans, and to throw away all evidence of what Caleb had done with her. Why did he even leave that stuff in the first place? 
 
    Because he wanted her to have it. 
 
    The answer was obvious, yet she still attempted to suppress those thoughts. 
 
    Eventually, it got dark, and Emily waited for most of the students to leave campus. By now, almost all of the administrators and their support staff had left. 
 
    Emily grabbed the bags along with her purse, and she started to sneak out. When she passed the first garbage can, she really thought about tossing away deep black, plastic bags. And yet, she couldn't. She stopped in front of one, and she held up the first sack, but she couldn't do it. Something stopped her. What was it? What was wrong with her? 
 
    "This is crazy," she said. Caleb didn't make her use every single item. But she didn't want to think about this either. She didn't want to envision the outfits. 
 
    Her mouth felt dry, and then she finally gave up. Telling herself that she could just throw it into the garbage or something, she quickly scurried back to her car. She threw the bags with her illicit purchases into the trunk, and she drove home. 
 
    When she got there, she was surprised to see someone sitting on the porch. 
 
    Curled up with her knees held together, Alyssa had her phone out, and she was busily typing out a text message or playing a game. 
 
    For a second, Emily froze. But then she remembered that this was her little sister, so it would be fine. Besides, she had called her and left a message, right? 
 
    Emily tried hard to put the different pieces together, but then it didn't matter because she parked, she got out, and Alyssa jumped up onto her feet. "Emily!" 
 
    Between the two of them, Alyssa had always been Emily's opposite in so many different ways. As the big sister, Emily had always been far more serious and focused on her studies and career while Alyssa had been playful and shined bright with her gleeful disposition. Blonde and pretty much always smiling, she may have shared the same nose and eye color as Emily, but she would always be the more vivacious of the two. 
 
    Alyssa proved it again as she ran down the steps and threw her arms around her big sister. 
 
    "It's so good to see you!" 
 
    "What are you doing here?" 
 
    "Well, I thought I would visit my big sister," she told her. 
 
    Emily pressed her lips together. She didn't know if she could deal with her little sister right now, but then she didn't think she had much choice either. She wasn't going to send her away. 
 
    "And I'm getting the impression you have a good reason for being here." 
 
    "Okay, so nothing is official, but I'm thinking about it, and I think I might want to transfer to Thorpe..." She paused for a moment, pushed her fingers down against her hands, and then she started jumping up and down as the excitement and energy seemed to radiate off of her. "Wouldn’t that be fantastic?" 
 
    "Really? You're thinking about transferring?" 
 
    "Yes!" But then Alyssa stopped for a second. "I mean, that'll be okay with you, right?" She seemed really nervous, like she had never considered the possibility that Emily might not want her there. 
 
    And yet, this was supposed to be good news, especially since Emily had encouraged her to apply there in the first place. "No, this is great," Emily finally said. "Actually, this is really, really great." 
 
    "You think so?" 
 
    "Yes," Emily said emphatically. And at that moment, she started to feel a lot better, if only because she didn't have to think about the implant. Focusing on her little sister seemed a lot easier, especially when she had to be a freshman, "What you thinking about majoring in?" 
 
    "At this point, I really haven't decided," she said. 
 
    Emily nodded along, and she did her best to look nonjudgmental, but apparently she didn't succeed. "What?" Alyssa asked, only half frustrated, "It's not my fault. It's really hard to know what you want to do." 
 
    "I know," she replied. 
 
    Alyssa put her hands on her hips. As she pouted, Emily had to wonder if she adopted the same mannerisms. Was that one reason why the guys enjoyed using her? When they saw her get upset, did they think she looked flustered and innocent? Did that arouse something primal within them? Suppressing those thoughts, Emily knew that her implant was a serious problem. But eventually, the guys at the Human Modification Corporation would figure it out, right? 
 
    She just had to wait. She just had to be patient. 
 
    Of course, there was still Caleb… 
 
    But what if he decided to use this information against her? 
 
    Again, she tried to suppress those thoughts. Worse, she had to push down another wave of heat that cascaded through her body. 
 
    "It's just not fair," Alyssa said. "I mean, a lot of people don't know exactly what they are going to do. Picking a major is so hard, especially because it is supposed to influence what you learn and how you grow over the course of your entire life. Isn't that a lot of pressure?" 
 
    Emily resisted the urge to smile; she couldn't help it. For her, it always been so easy. At some point in high school, she decided she wanted to study history. Yes, people warned her that she wouldn't be able to make any money, but she had done her research, and she knew that any field of study could potentially be lucrative. It was always a question of finding the right angle. Besides, Emily had already known that she was smarter and more diligent than pretty much everyone else. With her dedication, she would succeed. 
 
    "You're right," Emily said. "But hey, you still have time, you can mess around and figure out what you want to do." 
 
    "Thanks," she said. "But hey, I was on campus for a little bit today, and I met a couple of guys." 
 
    "Oh?" Emily asked. 
 
    "Yeah. I guess they're having a party tonight. You want to come with me?" 
 
    Emily opened her mouth and inhaled. For just a moment, she wanted to stop her little sister, but then she remembered that she didn't actually have any authority over Alyssa, especially because she was an adult. 
 
    Then she processed the second half and smirked, "No. I don't think I want to go to a party. But thank you for the invitation." 
 
    "Are you sure? It's going to be a costume party," Alyssa told her. And hey, if you put on something cute, I’m sure a lot of guys would want to flirt with you. I mean, they might make Stephen jealous. That could be fun, right?" 
 
    Emily tensed noticeably. 
 
    "What? What did I say?" Alyssa seemed really confused. "By the way, I haven't seen him. I came by earlier, but neither of you were around." 
 
    "About Stephen…" Emily exhaled slowly, and she told her, "We are separated right now." Before Alyssa could ask any questions, she rushed ahead, "I'm not sure exactly what's going on. I'm not sure if we are getting a divorce or what. He basically decided he wanted to run off for a little while, and I’m letting him go." 
 
    "He ran off?" Alyssa repeated the words like they didn't make any sense. From one second to the next, Emily had no choice but to brace herself. What was her little sister going to say? Was she going to blame Emily for being cold, for being a bitch? But then, the blonde just shook her head. "I hope everything works out for you, but I'm for you. Okay?" 
 
    Emily glanced back at her sister. "What?" 
 
    "Look, I get it. Guys can be erratic and weird, and I don't know about your relationship, so I'm not going to judge one way or the other. All you need to know is that I'm here for you. Okay? If you want to talk or we could go get some ice cream and put on our pajamas and just cry all night, I'm down." 
 
    "What about your party?" 
 
    "It's one party. There are going to be others." 
 
    In that moment, one urge rushed through Emily: she wanted to say something about how her little sister had grown up so beautifully. Or maybe she could have said that Alyssa had finally become mature. When they were growing up, with ten years between them, they had never been especially close, especially because Emily had been so focused on her studies. She always had another test, another paper, or more research to complete. She never had time for her baby sister. 
 
    "No," Emily finally said with a shake of your head. "That's incredibly sweet, and I really appreciate it, but you know me. I'm comfortable being alone. I mean, I do have a guest bedroom, so if you want to borrow it while you're in town, you're more than welcome, but go to your party. Have fun just be safe, okay?" 
 
    Alyssa glanced back at her sister. "Absolutely." 
 
      
 
    They did chat for a little while. 
 
    Alyssa actually seemed to be pretty surprised. While she had been growing up, her sister had always seemed like some mysterious entity. Yes, they occupied the same house, but Emily had always spent most of her time in her bedroom, reading, writing, and learning as much as possible. If she wasn't actually working on some project for a class, she was researching the college she wished to attend, reading course syllabi as she planned out upcoming semesters, and basically losing herself to those long-term ambitions. 
 
    Emily seemed so cool! 
 
    Most of Alyssa's friends, if they had sisters, were a lot closer in age. Yeah, those older siblings could seem strangely powerful, but at least they still felt like kids. Emily had always seemed like a miniature adult. 
 
    But eventually, Alyssa headed out. She was going to pick up a costume on her way to the party and change there. 
 
    For her part, Emily checked her phone, wondering if she would hear from Caleb or the Human Modification Corporation. 
 
    It really, really sucked that they had a proprietary hold on the implant technology. Yes, she was sure those devices had helped lots and lots of people. They helped people quit smoking, drinking, and gambling. They helped certain people shift their priorities so that they could focus on work or enjoy some particular task. The technology was amazing, but Emily needed to get it out. 
 
    At the same time, after Alyssa left, Emily wondered about her husband. 
 
    When she checked her phone, she almost expected to see his name by a message for a notification for a missed call. 
 
    But now, it seemed that he had wandered off. Where had he gone? She didn't know. 
 
    Not only that, she realized something else. She wasn't sure she really cared. It was an odd realization, but how much of their relationship had been designed for the sake of appearances? Like, when she wanted tenure and to eventually become the department chairwoman, she needed someone to attend the faculty events with her, so she found Stephen. And obviously, he wanted something from her, but she hadn't given it to him, so maybe they weren't supposed to be together? 
 
    Those thoughts fluttered behind her eyes, but Emily was alone now, and she found herself back at her desk. 
 
    Reluctantly, she logged into her email, and she read through the firestorm. Apparently, many of her fellow administrators were quite upset with her for her endorsement of Caleb's position. None of them actually said it, but she could read between the lines. Yes, the administrators recognized the vital importance of the support staff and how they made the college function, but this was a matter of efficiency. Besides, just as Emily had suspected, the administrators would never hire a company that would treat their workers with anything less than dignity and respect. 
 
    Emily told herself that she didn't really care, but she remembered what it was like to get spanked, to get paddled. She remembered that kind of powerlessness. 
 
    Those discoveries were fresh and new over the last couple of days. 
 
    Emily knew she couldn't back down. She couldn't completely reverse her position, but she tried to mitigate the damages much as she could. She sent out personalized messages to the administrators who were especially offended, and she hoped that would be good enough, especially because she still didn't know what Caleb might do next. 
 
    Her phone started ringing, and she grabbed it. 
 
    She didn't recognize the number, but she didn't care. She answered, and that's when she heard a man's voice, "Emily Cantor?" 
 
    "Speaking," she said. 
 
    "My name is Philip, and I'm with the Human Modification Corporation." 
 
    "Is this about my implant? To figure out what's wrong?" 
 
    "Apparently, there were some unauthorized modifications or repairs, so we're still having trouble figuring out what is going on with the software." 
 
    "I don't care what's going on with the software. Can you remove it?" 
 
    "Yes, I believe we can," he said. "If you like, we can schedule you for six months from now." 
 
    "Six months from now?" Emily repeated. By now, she had risen to her feet, and she stared off into some random wall as she processed those words. 
 
    The protocols had activated accidentally three times in as many days! She couldn't go six months! What would she become by then? 
 
    Her insides twisted with a strange mix of fear and arousal. For just a moment, she pictured herself as some sex slave, completely owned. Her slit started dropping at the prospect, but she turned away. "Look, I have insurance." 
 
    "I'm sorry, but our specialists are very busy," he said. 
 
    "I thought your company was one of the most powerful corporations on the planet," she shot back. 
 
    "Ma'am," he said as though he had to uttered these words dozens of times every day, "I appreciate your perspective, but these are the resources we have available. If you like, I can schedule you right now." 
 
    "Yeah, sure," she said. 
 
    "In the meantime, would you like our specialists to continue working on the software issue?" 
 
    Her lips pulled back for a moment, and she wished she could bite something. She had no idea where that primitive instinct came from, but then she gave in, "Yes." 
 
    The employee confirmed her credit card number, and she hung up. She dropped the phone down to her side, her arm suddenly limp. Then she exhaled and shook her head from side to side. 
 
    She had to figure something out. That much was obvious. 
 
    But what? 
 
    She nibbled on her bottom lip, and she wondered if she could go tell the University President about her situation. Or maybe she could fake some kind of illness? 
 
    Before Emily could come to a conclusion, she tossed her phone back on the desk, and she went back to work. She typed out fresh emails, and she started grinding her way through the different tasks that awaited her. 
 
    Before long, it got dark, and her phone started chiming for her attention again. She grabbed it, she didn't recognize the number, and she wondered if maybe it would be the Human Modification Corporation again. Even as the hope blossomed in her chest, she recognized the area code. This was a local number, but neither she nor her device recognized it. 
 
    "Hello?" Emily asked. 
 
    "Hey, Emily!" 
 
    When the noise washed out from the receiver, and Emily pulled the phone away from her ear for a second. Even so, she still heard the next shout. "Emily! You have to get over here! This party is totally on fire!" 
 
    "Alyssa?" 
 
    "Yeah, silly! Who else would it be?" 
 
    "Are you drunk?" 
 
    "Super drunk!" Fresh noise made it impossible for Emily to hear the next part. It may have been something like, "But that doesn't matter. What you need to do is get over here right now!" 
 
    "You need me to come get you?" 
 
    "Come get me? No! You have to come over here!" 
 
    "Where are you?" 
 
    "I texted you the address. Or maybe I emailed it to you? It could be on online. But, you know, like you can totally find it, you know? Come on. Just come over here! We are having so much fun!" 
 
    "I can't believe you're doing this," Emily muttered. "Fine. I'm going to come get you." 
 
    "Remember, I'm in the house with the walls and the doors, and I think there are a couple of windows too!" 
 
    "If you haven't done so already, just text me the address, okay?" 
 
    "Are going to come over here?" 
 
    "Yes," Emily said. "I'm going to come get you." 
 
    "Perfect! Remember, windows and doors!" 
 
    "Text me the address," Emily stated again. 
 
    But it was too late because her sister had already hung up. 
 
    Strictly speaking, Emily told herself that she wasn't responsible for her little sister. Alyssa was an adult, and she could do whatever she wanted. But at the same time, she was a cute, drunk girl without any friends at this campus, so things could go badly. She could make a lot of stupid mistakes… 
 
    Emily pulled on a pair of jeans, a T-shirt, and a jacket. She also grabbed her phone, wallet, and keys. Right as she started to leave, however, there was this little itch at the back of her neck. The implant. 
 
    Something else occurred to her. 
 
    This was probably a fraternity party. Just then, her phone buzzed for her attention, and she recognized the address. 
 
    Kappa Gamma Delta. Yes, that was definitely a fraternity. Worse, it was one of the most of noxious groups of boys Emily had ever encountered. They were young men who showed up at college, thinking the entire thing was going to be a party. They were the kinds of boys who routinely cheated, paid other people to write their papers, and were still frustratingly smart. If she remembered correctly, one of their members had been suspended for a semester after creating a new type of plagiarism software. It had been pretty brilliant, but of course he and his buddies used it to make some extra cash. 
 
    It was a costume party, right? 
 
    Emily thought of the schoolgirl uniform and quickly discarded the idea, especially because some of the boys might recognize her. Kappa Gamma Delta had been involved in a couple of hearings. As an administrator, she had been required to attend, although she didn't do much. She sat there and looked important while the Dean lectured these boys, most of whom could barely keep the smug smirks off of their faces. 
 
    During the hearing, Emily remembered another one of her colleagues muttering something like, "I wish these boys were stupid. Then it would be a lot easier to deal with them." Half of their members were legacies and enjoyed a lot of family wealth. The other half were genuinely smart and would succeed in any meritocracy. They would thrive just as Emily had. 
 
    Since she obviously couldn't wear her schoolgirl uniform, she needed to figure out something else. Knowing that these boys paid attention, they would recognize her immediately. 
 
    What else could she do? 
 
    She considered calling the police, but that would be too obvious. In particular, she could completely wreck Alyssa's reputation. Emily may not have paid a lot of attention to the social intricacies of college, but she wasn't going to hurt her little sister. Besides, she didn't know if the police would even pay that much attention. Or worse, they might show up, and that could take hours. 
 
    What did that leave her? 
 
    If she didn't want to show up in some skimpy lingerie or a slutty costume, she could wear… 
 
    "Oh no," she whispered. 
 
    Because those boys would recognize her, Emily needed the mask. She needed something that would completely cover every facet of her identity. And she did have a costume, a robot costume… 
 
    Her heart started pounding faster. Worse, she remembered Trevor, his touch, and what it had been like when he shoved her down onto her hands and knees. He had taken her quick and hard, and it had been so delicious. 
 
    Before she realized what was happening, Emily balled her fingers into fists, and she bit down, clenching as the desires swirled through her. 
 
    No. She wasn't going to allow herself to get turned on. 
 
    Instead, she focused on something annoying. 
 
    She remembered Max. 
 
    Max O'Brien, a member of the Kappa Gamma Delta fraternity, had walked up to her after the hearing. He smirked, and he carried himself with the kind of undeserved swagger that Emily genuinely hated. After looking her up and down, he asked, "So you are the cute administrator. Does that mean you're going to play good cop? Does that mean you're going to work hard to make us happy? Because I have a couple of ideas…" 
 
    He wasn't clever or cute as he uttered those words, and she was an administrator, so she had no problem shooting him down, "If you really think you’re that smart, take my class. I would love to see you fail." His face had turned red, and his friends started hooting at him. Emily had turned around and sauntered away, proud of herself for humiliating him. 
 
    Of course, that would not be enough to make him reconsider his choices or his strategies. Maybe he would be annoyed with her, but that was it. Later on, he could go out again, and he would get whatever he wanted, she was sure. 
 
    When he walked into a party, Emily assumed he could succeed with the other girls around him. But they had to be bimbos, all because Max had the social capital from his fraternity. It was obvious that his friends liked him and respected him for one reason or another. Yes, they might tease him for a few seconds, but he was still in control. He was still someone they wanted to impress. That was good enough to get the girls to think he deserved some attention. A zoologist might've said something about how he carried himself like an alpha.. 
 
    Thinking of Max should have dissipated the desires swirling through her body. Thinking of this arrogant, entitled jerk should have allowed Emily to focus entirely on her sister and exactly what strategy she wanted to employ. Instead, she started thinking of Max, and she remembered his height, his broad shoulders, and that cocky smirk. Without meaning to, she wondered what it would be like if they were in his bed, and he held her down. He could be on top of her, and he would look so triumphant as he pumped into her, thrusting again and again, and she would be so wet. 
 
    She was already wet… 
 
    Before Emily could stop herself, she reached between her legs. 
 
    If she didn't take care of her arousal, she was going to go crazy, she quickly decided. 
 
    Emily didn't know if this was the implant or some awakened instinct. For so long, she had easily and casually suppressed her own urges. 
 
    But what about now? Could she do it right now? 
 
    Probably not. 
 
    Emily hated that answer, so she went back into her bedroom, she stripped, and she told herself that she was just getting dressed. But then she lowered herself down onto the bed, she spread her knees, and she brushed her fingertips along her crevice. She just barely touched herself, just for a second. And yet, her fingertips came into contact with her slit and this wild jolt of electricity ran through her body. 
 
    Her nipples stiffened, little bumps gathered along her neck and down her shoulders, and the heat spread across the surface of her skin. Her cheeks were probably bright red. 
 
    If she went out now, she wouldn't be able to think clearly. 
 
    In fact, she imagined some scenario where there would be some guy, and he might try to hit on her, and he would only have to say any of the command words. He wouldn't call her a slut, and he wouldn't accidentally activate the slave protocols, yet none of that would matter because she would see him, and she would ask if they could find an empty bedroom because there'd be plenty at the Kappa Gamma Delta house, just waiting to be used... 
 
    Then that bedroom wouldn't be the only thing to get used! 
 
    No. She had to focus. She had to concentrate. 
 
    But why was it so difficult? 
 
    Emily thought about trying to run another diagnostic on the implant, but she knew it would come back as an error message. Maybe it was missing with her nervous system. And yet, that didn't feel true. Instead, this young woman knew the truth. This was something she craved. This was something she needed. If she just touched herself a little bit, then maybe she would be able to think clearly. She would be able to clear some of the desperation out of her mind, and she could focus on what needed to be done. 
 
    For a moment, Emily started to chuckle, thinking maybe she could go online and hire someone to track Alyssa down. 
 
    But no, that wasn't going to work, not on such short notice. 
 
    Besides, where could she go online and post a random comment like, "I think my little sister might be at a party, can you track her down for me?" 
 
    Would she even trust a stranger to track down her cute, drunk sibling? 
 
    Emily shook her head from side to side. 
 
    Her frustration mounted, and she needed to figure something out. 
 
    Strictly speaking, Alyssa was fine. In fact, she would probably be upset when her big sister showed up and insisted on taking her home. Alyssa was a smart girl, after all. 
 
    Better yet, she was probably having fun! 
 
    Emily imagined showing up, and she thought about what it would be like if someone could grab her and hold her down. This time, she didn't consciously let her mind drift in that direction. It just happened. She needed to think about sex. She wanted this. 
 
    If she had been focused, maybe she would have gotten annoyed with herself. Again and again, she would have told herself about her real priorities. She had her little sister. And if she didn't want to think about Alyssa, then she could think about work instead. There were always more projects that needed her attention. 
 
    Instead, her fingers brushed along her exposed slit, and she was so damp at this point. Her pussy was probably glistening! 
 
    With her free hand, she cupped her breast, and she started fondling herself. She stroked her opening, savoring the sensations as they pulsed through her body. It became more and more powerful. From one second to the next, she couldn't help it. 
 
    She needed this. 
 
    And she had to think of someone, anyone. 
 
    For a moment, she started picturing that jerk from the fraternity. Obviously, her mind went to him because he was the only guy there whose name she knew. She remembered that he wasn't especially handsome, but he didn't need to be either. He carried himself with the right kind of swagger. Maybe Emily herself had experienced some little flutter of nervous energy around him, like he had always known that he was the most popular guy around, and that was good enough. 
 
    No. 
 
    She had to think of someone else. 
 
    Trevor. 
 
    She recalled the graduate student, and now she wanted to feel his powerful hands on her wrists. She craved the weight and pressure of his body down against hers. 
 
    This time, she would be on her back, and he would be smiling down at her. In her fantasies, it was almost romantic. 
 
    Almost. 
 
    And yet, there would be that shimmer of desire along his eyes, and she would know that he wouldn't stop. Like some wild beast, he would take her, and maybe his lips would brush along her neck. Better yet, his teeth would glide for her skin, and she would succumb. She would arch her back, squirm, and moan beneath him as he held her in place. Hot satisfaction would shoot through her body, and she would...! 
 
    Emily couldn't finish the thought, as her fingers frantically slid along her opening. She touched herself, teasing, fondling, and massaging her opening until the pleasure burst through her body. It flared from between her legs, into her torso, along her limbs, and all the way to her lips. She cried out, practically screening now. Back in her office, when Caleb used her, she had to be quiet. 
 
    Not this time. 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    She finished, pulled her hands away, and she just rested there. 
 
    She grabbed her phone and checked the time. 
 
    Alyssa had only called a few minutes before. 
 
    Even so, everything felt slower. 
 
    She needed to put on her costume. 
 
    But as she started to move, she realized that she was still aroused. She wasn't as turned on as before, and she could think more clearly. That's why she decided to take a cold shower. 
 
    With the chilled water beating down against her body, her nipples stiffened again, but the cold did douse some of the arousal. Good. 
 
    Emily stepped out of the shower, she toweled off, and then she found her robot "costume". She looked down at the tight latex, and she knew exactly what it would mean if she put it on. 
 
    She slipped into the outfit, sliding her legs into those openings, embracing the snug feel of the costume before it hugged against her chest, her arms, and her back. She secured the zippers and tried to hide them as best as she could. She tried not to think of the last time someone had used them. 
 
    Next, she tied her hair up, and she slipped the mask over her face. 
 
    When she checked out her reflection, she knew exactly how she looked: robotic. 
 
    But this was a costume party, so she could slip in, find Alyssa, and get out. 
 
    That was her plan. That was her goal. 
 
    This was going to work. 
 
      
 
    Emily drove to the party. Once she got there, she glanced out through the windshield, and she hesitated with her hand still locked on the steering wheel, like there was this instinct to just turn around as fast as she could and drive away. 
 
    But now, she had to check on Alyssa. If her little sister was drunk, then there was a good chance she would get into trouble, especially at a Kappa Gamma Delta party. 
 
    Some of the arousal remained, but Alyssa could control herself now. Even so, she sat there and watched. There were a couple of girls dancing on the house's wraparound porch. Guys leaned against the railing and drank. On one side, a couple of boys were shouting to one of their comrades, encouraging him to drink harder and faster. On the other side, a couple of girls twirled and spun. Within seconds, they seemed to decide that wasn't good enough, so they turned back to one another, and they gazed longingly into each other's eyes. 
 
    Emily wrinkled her brows, mostly because she hated this kind of performance. Obviously, those girls wanted more attention. Maybe they were upset that the boys on the other side of the porch were still focused on one another. 
 
    Then the girls started to kiss, tentatively at first like they had never done this before. Within seconds, however, their lips pushed together, and they were making out. 
 
    That was enough to break the spell of the game on the other side. The guys drifted over, and they started cheering. 
 
    This was disgusting. 
 
    Yeah, they were just a bunch of kids messing around and having fun, but Emily hated it. She could hear the music pounding against the air, she knew that pretty much everyone in there would be drunk, and she had never gone to a party like that before. 
 
    Something inside of her twisted for just a moment, but Emily suppressed the feeling. She got out of the car, slammed the door, and she felt so conspicuous as she approached. For a moment, she wondered what she would do someone confronted her and demanded to see an invitation. But this was a house party, and that wasn't how this worked. 
 
    Sure enough, she strode up the steps. Better yet, a couple of guys glanced in her direction. Emily felt awkward as she turned her head from side to side, but they couldn't see where her eyes went, not exactly. That was the advantage. The disadvantage was that her mask pretty much annihilated her peripheral vision. 
 
    When she looked around, she experienced something surprising. A couple of the guys glanced at her for a moment, only then they reconsidered, and their eyes lingered on her. She could feel them evaluating her, studying the curves of her breasts, the lines of her waist, and the contours of her legs. She had purchased this costume for Stephen. It was supposed to be for him, and she knew exactly how she looked. At this moment, she could have been a sex doll, and these guys knew it. 
 
    They were younger than her and inexperienced. 
 
    She was a powerful administrator, and if they messed up, they could end up in her office, begging for mercy or leniency. And yet, she saw them like predators in that moment. There were so many. They could have been jackals or hyenas, and even if she was some proud lioness, they could encircle her, nip at her, drag her down, and take what they wanted… 
 
    Emily tilted her head to the side, stopped thinking about it, and forced herself to march forward. Fortunately, none of the guys followed her. 
 
    The house was big, bigger than she had expected. In the front room, there were a bunch of kids dancing. Emily quickly looked around, scanning one face after another as she tried to find Alyssa. She noticed plenty of petite blondes, but none of them looked like her sister. 
 
    For a moment, Emily was tempted to shout, but there was no way her voice would carry over the pulse of the music. 
 
    With just a hint of frustration, she marched into the next room. There were couches all around, a foosball table, and another table where a couple of guys were playing beer pong. Someone just scored, raucous cheers competed with the music, and Emily just shook her head again. She needed to stay focused. 
 
    Only then, she turned, and she saw someone. Trevor? 
 
    He turned away and headed off into the corridor at the center of the house. Emily decided she would check that area last. For now, she headed over into the dining room. At this point, she spotted a couple of guys and girls shouting back and forth. She couldn't pick out exactly what they said, but she heard something about Nietzsche and something else about Freud. Obviously, these kids were enjoying a "philosophical" discussion. But then someone pointed and someone else said, "You said id! Drink up!" 
 
    With the chagrin etched across his features, the other guy grabbed his cup, and he threw it back, drinking the last of his beer or whatever he had in that red, plastic cup. 
 
    Again, Emily shook her head. For a moment, she smirked, thinking that all of these college students could probably have the cure to cancer if they skipped out on these parties. She could feel the energy roiling between the different eddies of people. Horny guys and eager girls. 
 
    Emily went into the kitchen, and she found a couple making out. There was a young woman dressed like a slutty schoolgirl, and now he had his hand up her skirt, and he was fingering her right there. She was moaning, panting, it was like they couldn't even find a bedroom to fool around in. They had to do this right then and there. 
 
    With another shake of her head, Emily continued her search. 
 
    In the dark, she spotted someone else. He was seated on a couch, and there were two girls, one his left, another on his right, and they both wore these vacant smiles. Even in the gloom, Emily recognized him: Max. 
 
    He glanced up, saw her, and he cocked his head to the side for a moment. Then, without pulling his arms away from the other girls, he smacked his lips, like he was about to blow her a kiss. 
 
    This time, Emily was grateful for the mask and the fact that it didn't allow her to see anything from her peripheral vision. He was probably making some obscene gesture at her. 
 
    Disgusting. 
 
    Even as that thought crossed her mind, there was a little flutter of desire that ran down her back, but Emily refused to think about it. 
 
    No way! 
 
    Since Emily had checked out the first floor, she wondered if she should go down into the basement or up to the second floor. The second floor would probably have the bedrooms, so that would be especially awkward. 
 
    Emily decided to head downward. 
 
    Once she got there, she found a large, open space. There were benches, couches, and loungers. Most were occupied by different couples as they kissed and made out. She could see hands roam along bodies as they played with one another. 
 
    For a moment, Emily had to clench her eyes shut, especially when another girl walked past her, reached out, and brushed her fingers along Emily's flank. "I love your costume. What are you, a robot?" When Emily turned, she found herself facing a sexy cat. This girl had on a black leotard, a cute little tail dangling from the small of her back, and ears poking out from her blonde hair. 
 
    "Yeah, I'm a killer robot," Emily said right away, hoping that would sound unappealing. 
 
    The girl wrinkled her lips and shook her head. "You know, my boyfriend and I are having some fun. Maybe you’d want to join us?" Emily didn't understand. Maybe this girl assumed that Emily would be very attractive since she picked a costume with a mask? Or maybe she just really wanted to please her boyfriend? Either way, Emily shook her head. She actually smiled sheepishly behind her mask and say, "Thank you, but no. I'm good." 
 
    "We'll be off in the corner if you change your mind." 
 
    "Thanks," Emily said. And as she spoke, did she hear actual regret in her voice? 
 
    Locking her teeth together, Emily told herself that she hadn't missed anything. She never wanted to go to these parties. After all, this wasn’t a party. It was practically an orgy! 
 
    Emily headed back up the stairs, and then she thought she saw him again. 
 
    Was that Trevor? 
 
    She never got a good look at his face, so she told herself that it could be. Besides, Trevor was just a broad shouldered guy. He wasn't anything special. 
 
    Once she made it upstairs, she found herself in a narrow hallway with lots of doors. 
 
    Then another thought occurred to her. Before she started making random guesses, maybe she should try calling her little sister again? 
 
    She pulled out her phone, she found her number, and it started to ring. 
 
    Alyssa didn't pick up. 
 
    What did that mean? Probably nothing, especially considering the noise. Worse, Emily knew that Alyssa could have wandered around the party. While Emily was down in the basement, maybe Alyssa when outside. If Emily when outside, then maybe Alyssa would wander upstairs. 
 
    Emily decided to do this systematically. She checked out the first door, tentatively knocking. Obviously, there wasn't an answer, not with all of the noise splashing against these walls. 
 
    Tentatively, she reached down, took a hold of the knob, and slowly turned it. She opened the door, and it was...empty. 
 
    After one quick breath, she pushed aside her nerves and checked another room. In here, she found a Hispanic girl making out with some blonde guy. They were panting and kissing slowly in the dark as their hands played across each other's bodies. 
 
    Emily watched. 
 
    When she first opened the door and snuck a peek inside, she intended to move on quickly. Unless she spotted Alyssa, she would have disappeared again into the hallway and moved on. And yet, that girl arched her back, and the light played along her black hair as her bottom lip quivered. She was moaning something, maybe the guy's name, and he had his hand right between her legs. Then he climbed on top of her, and he unzipped his pants. 
 
    They were both lost to the passion, so they didn't notice that they were being watched. They couldn't bring themselves to think about anything but the hot contact of skin on skin, the soft caresses, the rubbing and squeezing, the delicious pleasure racing along their bodies… 
 
    Emily knew she needed to turn away. This wasn't right. This wasn't fair. 
 
    Maybe the girl opened her eyes just long enough to see Emily standing there like a robot. 
 
    Maybe the girl smiled. 
 
    Emily couldn't tell one way or another, but her grip tightened on the door, and she continued to stare. 
 
    The guy plunged down into her, thrusting slowly, taking his time. 
 
    Underneath the heavy latex, Emily started to squirm. She could feel the arousal and the heat and moisture right between her legs. Her nipples stiffened and pushed up against the material of her costume. Worse, her breathing came faster, her heart kicked, and she knew she needed to move, yet she still couldn't avoid this. 
 
    It was like an itch. She had to scratch it. She had to watch! 
 
    No, she didn't! 
 
    Emily pulled herself away, she closed the door, practically slamming it, maybe the couple noticed. Perhaps they didn't. For all she knew, they kept going. 
 
    They never even noticed or heard at all. 
 
    Gulping, Emily told herself that she had to find Alyssa. 
 
    Even so, she stepped back. She lifted her head, and she took a long, slow breath through her mask. In an instant, she desperately wished she could remove the mask altogether. It would have felt good to breathe easier, but that wasn't an option, she knew. She couldn't risk anyone finding out who she was. 
 
    Laughing loudly, a couple of guys came past her, and then went into one of the bedrooms. Emily's brows creased for a moment. She had no idea what they were going to do. Play some videogames? Smoke? 
 
    For a second, she wanted to interrupt, like maybe she could get them in trouble as an administrator. But then she glanced down at her outfit again, and she really wanted to laugh. Dressed like this, she knew that no one would take her seriously. Even if she called the police, there was a good chance they would want to arrest her along with all of the kids at this party. They would see her as another spoiled brat. They wouldn't take her seriously or believe that she could possibly be the highest-ranking faculty member of the History Department on campus. 
 
    These thoughts centered her, so she skipped the door where the guys just went in. Maybe she would have to check there later. 
 
    Step by step, Emily made it down the hall. Several of the other bedrooms were empty. There's just one left. 
 
    She started to reach for it, when her phone buzzed for her attention. She felt the vibrations against her thigh. She pulled out the small device and glanced down at the screen. 
 
    It was Alyssa! 
 
    "Hello?" 
 
    "Hi," came a strange, uncertain voice. "Is this Emily?" 
 
    "Yes, who's this?" Emily asked of the girl on the other end. Who was the stranger? More importantly, why did she have Alyssa's phone? 
 
    As a dozen different horrifying scenarios played out in her imagination, the other girl said, "Sorry, yeah, I'm Tiffany, and I just met Alyssa. Basically, she got a little bit sick at the party tonight, so I took her home. She's fine now. She's asleep, and everything seems to be good. I made sure she drank a lot of water, and I think she's going to be fine. She's in bed, but she made sure that I would call you to let you know." 
 
    Tiffany kept talking, explaining everything like she was worried she was about to get in trouble. 
 
    At that moment, Emily exhaled, suddenly feeling a lot like someone had just cut her strings. She had been so nervous, worried that something terrible was about to happen, but now she knew that her little sister was back home, safe and fine. 
 
   
  
 

 "Thank you," Emily said. "Thank you so much for letting me know." 
 
    "I can stay with her if you want," Tiffany said. 
 
    "That's really kind of you, but it's going to be fine. I'm going to be back in a little bit." 
 
    "Oh, okay," she replied before hanging up. 
 
    Emily glanced back down the hallway, and a different instinct seized her for just a moment. She glanced over at the doorway where she had watched the couple making out. She was tempted to creep over there. For a moment, she even wondered what would happen if she presented herself. Could she have a threesome right there? Her little sister was safe, so she could indulge. 
 
    But no, she obviously wasn't going to do that. She was a professional, and she still had her reputation, and she wasn't there to join in the orgy. 
 
    It took most of her willpower, but she shoved down her worst impulses, and she made her way toward the staircase. She would head back to the first floor, navigate her way past the different people, and get out of here. 
 
    It was late, and she was tired, and she could go to sleep. Or maybe not. Sleep, Emily decided, was probably going to be difficult. For once, the idea of throwing herself at a bunch of emails, policy proposals, research, and more paperwork didn't really appeal to her, especially because there was something different about the energy and atmosphere of this party. It was the excitement, the ecstasy, the joy, and the reckless enthusiasm. 
 
    For so long, Emily had remained focused on her goals, her grades, her career, and her ambitions. Every step she took had to serve some larger purpose. Tonight, she watched as these college students followed their instincts and pursued this incredible pleasure. 
 
    For a moment, she wanted to join them, but she knew she couldn't. She had a different path in life, and she told herself that was fine. 
 
    Besides, if anyone realized that she was here, all of her efforts might just get wiped away. She understood how important an individual's reputation can be, especially at a place like Thorpe University. 
 
    Smiling almost wistfully behind her mask, she turned back, and she headed down the hall. Again, it took extra effort to walk faster to that one specific door. She remembered the girl with the shining black hair, and she had to harden her resolve as she moved. 
 
    She made it to the stairwell, and that's when she saw them. 
 
    Three guys came up the stairs, practically running now. 
 
    Emily was about to get out of their way, but then she recognized one of them. 
 
    Max. 
 
    He saw her at the same time, and he pulled himself up onto the landing before he grinned at her. There was something she didn't like in his expression. Even with the music thumping downstairs, she had no problem hearing the sound of her own pulse. 
 
    "Hey," he said. "I like your costume. I like it a lot." 
 
    Emily's expression remained frozen behind her mask, but she knew she had to do something or say something. 
 
    "What's your name?" 
 
    Because she couldn't think of anything else to do and she had always been terrible at games that required improvisation, Emily shrugged. 
 
    "What? You don't know?" Max asked, and the other guys chuckled like this was somehow funny. 
 
    Emily glanced to her left and right. She hated her lack of peripheral vision, especially because she could feel those guys starting to step closer. She saw them, and she wanted to push them back, only she couldn't summon the courage to do so. Fear coiled along her insides. 
 
    If they had seen her face, they would have...what? Something inside of her made her stop thinking about it. She couldn't face the possibilities. 
 
    Worried he might recognize her voice or was simply too shy to utter a sound, Emily glanced back at the others again. 
 
    "It is a really nice costume," he said. "You look exactly like a robot. Does that mean you came here to serve? Are you ready to obey your superiors? Is that it?" He chuckled, and the others followed his example. Another jolt of fear ran down her back. 
 
    "I should get going," she finally said, careful to alter the pitch of her voice. As she spoke, her tone came out breathy and higher pitched, making her sound ditzy and silly, like she couldn't possibly think for herself. 
 
    "What's the rush?" Max asked as he stepped in front of her path. Now there was one guy to her left, another to her right, and the third in front of her. Behind her mask, she pressed her lips together, and she really, really wished she could assert her authority, but no one could know that she had been here. 
 
    "I love your costume," he said. "It really makes it clear that you came here to have some fun. So why run off? You know, my friends and I are going to hang out for a bit. Maybe you should join us." 
 
    She shook her head, and she started to step around him, but he blocked her path again. As he did so, he smirked, and the others started chuckling again. 
 
    "I'm pretty tired," she said. "I should get out of here." 
 
    "Then we can find a place where you can lay down for a while." The others definitely started laughing at that, and her cheeks glowed behind her mask. As the moisture drained away, she fought hard not to imagine those worst-case scenarios. "Come on. You obviously put on that hot little number so you could have some fun. It's okay. No one here is going to think of you as a slut." 
 
    No! 
 
    Emily tried to lunch forward, to leap ahead of them, and she didn't even care she threw herself down the stairs. Unfortunately, the implant instantly activated, and another set of words left her mouth. "Please indicate your chosen protocol." The words felt alien as they left her mouth, probably because she didn't pick them herself. She lost control, but she blinked, which meant she could still influence what her body did. 
 
    The others glanced back and forth at one another, clearly confused for a moment. Max, however, chuckled again. He stepped closer, invading her personal space. Emily attempted to retreat back, but the implant wouldn't let her! She sent the command down into her body. She tried over and over, yet her legs wouldn't obey, and Max seemed intrigued. 
 
    "Chosen protocol?" 
 
    She wanted to laugh and say something like, "it's just a joke. But I really need to get going now." If she had dipped her head down and brushed past him, then maybe she could have made it down the stairs and out into the living room. 
 
    Instead, her lips refused to move for another moment, and then she found herself saying, "Please indicate your chosen protocol." Then it got worse because she added, "Baseline protocols include Obedient Slave, Reluctant Slave, Rebellious Slave, Horny Schoolgirl, Eager Servant, Eager Secretary, Grateful Slut, and Standard Slut." 
 
    The other guys started whispering back and forth to one another, but Emily fought her body, and that's when Max came even closer now. He looked down at her, and he reached up, stroking her neck with the back of his hand. Little quivers ran through her body, and her nipples were definitely stiff. At the same time, she was terrified of what would happen if they figured out who she was. 
 
    Trevor had been a graduate student, so he respected her. Even if he had pulled away her mask, he probably would have backed down. Yes, he might have been able to blackmail her or something, but Max? 
 
    This was the kind of guy who would get "creative". She just knew it. 
 
    "Dressed like that, I don't think you could be a slave or a slut," he said. At the same time, she hoped that would be enough. Maybe those words would free her? 
 
    They didn't. 
 
    "What do you think, guys? Should we explore this girl?" 
 
    Explore her? Who even talked like that? 
 
    But then he grabbed her by the arm, and he pulled, and Emily found herself following along, right back down the hall. 
 
    He picked the door, pushed her inside, and she stood there, vacant, like some robots. She had become an automaton, especially because he hadn't given her the command yet. 
 
    "What did you say again? What are the protocols?" 
 
    "Baseline protocols include Obedient Slave, Reluctant Slave, Rebellious Slave, Horny Schoolgirl, Eager Servant, Eager Secretary, Grateful Slut, and Standard Slut." 
 
    "What do you think?" 
 
    The two guys seemed to study her for several long seconds. "Horny schoolgirl sounds like a lot of fun," said the first one. 
 
    "I don't know," said the other. "This might be unoriginal, but I guess I like the idea of a standard slut." 
 
    Behind her mask, Emily raged. She fought as hard as she could, pushing her best efforts into retaking control of her body. Maybe she couldn't actively fight, but what if she just pulled off her mask and said something like, "I'm an administrator, and I'm not messing around. Forget you ever saw me here." Then, prim and proper, she could march out of that party, and no one would have to know she had ever been there… 
 
    "Maybe," Max said. "But I think I want a slave girl. How about a reluctant slave?" 
 
    "Protocol initiated," Emily stated. 
 
    In the next moment, she realized something. She could move. She stepped back, and she looked at him tentatively, but she didn't understand exactly how these parameters operated. 
 
    "You're not going to get away with this." 
 
    "Get away with what? Enslaving you?" Max asked. 
 
    "Yes," she hissed back at him. 
 
    "Wait a second," he said. She had made a mistake. This time, as she hissed back at him, she hadn't lowered the volume of her voice or raised the pitch. This time, she didn't sound like some breathy coed eager to spend some time with a hot guy. "Do I know you?" Maybe he recognized some of her hair? Maybe he recognized that imperious tone? 
 
    "No," she said. She sounded way too nervous now. "You definitely don't know me." 
 
    "But you are my slave?" 
 
    She grumbled out her answer, "Yes, Master." 
 
    "Master?" Max repeated with an amused chuckle. "I like that. I like that a lot." 
 
    She glanced back at the door, and he ordered, "Look at me." 
 
    Immediately, she turned around, and she faced him. "Okay, so you tell me that you're my reluctant slave. What does that mean exactly?" 
 
    "It means I have to do whatever you say," she growled back. "But I don't have to be happy about it." 
 
    At first, she hoped maybe some look of disappointment would flash across his features. But then he lifted his head, and he started laughing at her. The others joined in, and she chose that moment to try to escape. She didn't know what prompted her. Maybe it was the excitement. Maybe it was the energy thrumming through the party or that room. 
 
    She took one step, and he called out, "Stop." 
 
    She froze immediately. 
 
    "Turn around, walk over here, and get down on your knees, slave," he said, immediately adapting to his newfound power. Other guys might have been nervous. Other guys might have been reluctant, but Max was accustomed to power, and he had no problem taking advantage of his superior position… 
 
    Like an automaton, she turned around, lowered her hands to her sides, and walked right over to him. Then she lowered herself down onto her knees, and she lifted her head. Finally able to speak, she snarled, "You're going to regret this." 
 
    "And why is that? Are you some little rich girl who can't control herself, so you think you're going to complain later? Maybe you just need a good spanking. Or maybe you need someone to put you in your place." 
 
    "You're going to regret this," she said again. 
 
    "I don't think so," he said. "Let's find out who's underneath that mask." 
 
    "No, you can't!" Emily howled out. 
 
    Max reached down, and his fingers were right there at the base of her mask when he stopped. He didn't let go, not exactly, but he glanced over at his friends, "Bets?" 
 
    "Spoiled rich girl," said his first friend. 
 
    "Definitely," said the other. 
 
    With her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps, Emily tried to push his hand away, and she found she could flex her fingers and make a fist, but that was it. Her reluctant slavery wouldn't allow her to stop him… 
 
    Then he pulled the mask away, and they all saw her. 
 
    "I know you," Max said, letting his voice trail off. 
 
    "No, you don't," she said way too quickly. 
 
    Stupid! 
 
    "This is getting weird," Max said. 
 
    She opened her mouth, and she was about to agree with him. She could have said something like, "Yeah. This is getting way too weird. Just let me go. Maybe he would have nodded or waved her off, and she could have taken that as permission, and she would be able to flee… 
 
    But then he snapped his fingers, and he pointed right at her, "Professor Cantor." 
 
    No! 
 
    Her eyes must've been easy to read, however because he chuckled, and he shook his head. "Look at you. I mean, when I saw you at that hearing, I knew you probably had a nice body. But damn! You look good. Really good." Now he tilted his head to the side like he needed a different angle as he evaluated her. "Of course, that brings up a really good question. What are you doing here? What are you doing here dressed like that?" 
 
    "She's looking to have some fun," said one of his friends. 
 
    "Definitely," agreed the other. 
 
    "Just tell me I can go, and I will get out of here," Emily said. 
 
    "Tell you? You can't leave?" 
 
    Instantly, she regretted her decision, especially because Max wasn't like Trevor who thought she was an actual robot or Caleb who was perfectly content to take advantage of her. Instead, Max seemed to consider this situation much more carefully. 
 
    Then he said very clearly, "Tell me exactly what is going on." 
 
    No. No. No! Emily couldn't allow herself to do this. The others hadn't been able to figure out what was going on. They said a word, they triggered something, and she had behaved, fulfilling their fantasies. 
 
    Still down on her knees, Emily looked at him, and she tried to lock her teeth together. If she had been able to clench her jaw, and maybe she would have mumbled or something, but he wouldn't have understood. Instead, the implant seized control of her body. She looked up at him, her eyes darting around the room as she tried to fight the influence, yet she couldn't defeat the bioorganic mechanics. This was a matter of science, of physiology, and her desperate desires couldn't change that! 
 
    "I recently had a Human Modification Corporation device implanted within my body in order to satisfy my husband. I attempted to modify it on my own, and I apparently damaged it. Now, the Reluctant Slave protocol has been activated." 
 
    "And I’m your Master…" Max asked, but he wasn't asking a question. 
 
    "Yes, Master," she said. 
 
    "Let's see what you're willing to do," he said. 
 
    He stepped over to the others, and he reached up. He found the zipper near the base of her neck, and he pulled it down inch by inch as he slowly revealed more of her body. As her skin was exposed, she shivered. Little bumps gathered along her flesh, and then he peeled the latex off of her. 
 
    "You can't do this. I'm an administrator," she said. 
 
    "Are you sure about that? Right now, it looks like you're a slut." 
 
    That's when he grabbed her, pulled her close, and he had his hand on her left breast almost immediately. His palm rubbed over her nipple, and she tensed as the point stiffened. "You like this," he said. "You want me to take you, don't you? You want all of us to use you." 
 
    Emily quickly glanced over at the other boys. She expected them to shake their heads or step away. Instead, they looked at her hungrily. 
 
    "I like the idea of keeping you as our reluctant slave," he said. "We can have some fun with you, use you a bit, and maybe even rent you out. Yeah, I like that idea. You can be the Kappa Delta Gamma slut!" 
 
    Rent her out? 
 
    Emily started to protest, but he grabbed her by her hair and snarled, "Shut up, slut." She may have been reluctant slave, yet her Master had just given her a direct order, so she couldn't resist. 
 
    Still, she tried to tear herself free from his grip. 
 
    "I want to kiss you before we ruin that pretty mouth of yours," he said next. 
 
    Her eyes widened, but he grabbed her by her hair, pulled her close, and she tried to shove him back. Max may have been entitled jerk, but he was stronger than she expected. She couldn't break free, and now he was kissing her, his lips pressed to hers as his tongue slid along her teeth and deeper into her mouth. 
 
    Unable to stop herself, she let out a desperate moan. It was obvious that, on some level anyway, she loved this! 
 
    He broke off that kiss, and then he shoved her down onto the floor. Emily hadn't known what she was expecting, but the others grabbed her. They pinned her immediately with one of the guys holding her hands over her head while the others spread her legs and locked them down. 
 
    She struggled to free herself, twisting and bucking, only it didn't do any good. 
 
    Max straddled her, and he looked down at her naked body. "What should I play with first? Your breasts or your pussy?" 
 
    "You're not going to get away with this!" 
 
    "Tell us you want to be here," he said. 
 
    She gritted her teeth, yet the words came out anyway. "I want to be here." 
 
    "Tell me that you're in love with your Master. Tell me that you're just some dumb slut who can't think for herself. You want to be a slave. You're tired of making your own decisions, aren't you?" 
 
    The words washed over her as she watched him unzip his pants and free his erection. Even so, she still uttered those words, just as her owner commanded. "I'm in love with my Master. I, I just want to be some dumb slut because I can't think for myself. I want to be a slave. I’m tired of making my own decisions!" 
 
    "There. You see. You know who you are," he said. And then he shoved down, thrusting into her. When she got penetrated, she arched her back and cried out. Her toes curled, and the others were laughing at her. That much was obvious, but Emily still couldn't help herself. 
 
    He pumped her, starting out fast and speeding up even more. Then she experienced his orgasm as he throbbed hard, and she curled her toes. She hated this, yet the flash of pleasure ran through her body. She climaxed no matter how hard she tried to fight it, she couldn't. 
 
    "Your turn," he said one of his friends. 
 
    The other guy let go of her wrists, and Emily started to push herself up as she attempted to struggle, but Max grabbed her. Now, pinning her wrists to the floor, he looked down into her eyes. At the same time, his friend got ready to use her. 
 
    Begging now, Emily called out, "Please. Please just, stop this. Stop this right now. Okay? You don't have to do this!" 
 
    "No," he agreed. "We don't have to do this, but we want to. Besides, you obviously want it. You need it. That's why you got that chip in the first place." 
 
    Emily was about to disagree, only another cock penetrated her, sliding in slow, tentative, like he wasn't really sure he could do this. But then he experienced the tight heat of her pussy, and he drew back. 
 
    Emily fought hard. Determined not to enjoy this, she squirmed and struggled while the other guys held her down. A stranger was using her! He was having his way with her, claiming her, and she still couldn't break free! Worse, Max had been right. She had practically begged for this. 
 
    He could honestly tell everyone that she had asked for the privilege of getting taken… 
 
    "You, you're not going to get away with this," she called out. She held onto that refrain, uttering those words again and again because they were the best she could manage. She kept trying to pull away, yet Max's powerful hands held her in place. She couldn't do anything more than twist and wiggle to the left or right, all while this guy pumped her, plunging down, pulling back, forcing her closer and closer to another orgasm. 
 
    At this point, Emily promised herself she wouldn't climax. She wouldn't lose control, not again. She wouldn't! 
 
    Yet even as those thoughts pulsed through her mind, he pushed into her. With every thrust, the pleasure coalesced, coming closer and closer. She was almost there! 
 
    No! 
 
    Emily tried to fight it; she summoned up all of her will. 
 
    She imagined this powerful bulwark, an unassailable wall. 
 
    Just as that image formed in the dark of her imagination, it faded away just as quickly, wiped into oblivion by the pleasure building throughout her body. She pushed her heels and elbows down against the carpet as he pumped her, hard and fast, brutal and relentless. Right as his shaft started to draw out, she lost control again. Her defenses broke apart, and she cried out, desperate for more. 
 
    "Don't worry, Professor Emily. We are just getting started with you," said her captor. 
 
    "Are you, are you satisfied?" Emily forced the words out. 
 
    "No, not yet," he told her with a grin. 
 
    Her eyes widened, all because she had no idea what he had in mind, but she wasn't going to like it. 
 
      
 
    Several minutes later, Emily headed down the stairs. She was moving, but the Obedient Slave protocol had been activated. It had been so easy for him to simply say, "Switch protocols. Activate Obedient Slave Protocol." 
 
    "Protocol switched," she replied. She didn't even know he could do that! 
 
    Worst of all, it was so easy for him. 
 
    Now that she had been used thoroughly, she had to lick their cocks clean. She sucked them, one after another. Max climaxed again. He pumped her face, using her. Then she swallowed it all down. He still wasn't done with her. 
 
    He had her get dressed. 
 
    She put on a sexy harem girl costume. The sheer, diaphanous fabric covered her arms and legs while leaving her torso mostly exposed. 
 
    "You know what to do," he told her. 
 
    "Yes, Master," she said, sounding eager to obey. "I know exactly what I must do." 
 
    Max, his friends, and Emily headed down the stairs and into the living room. By now, a couple of people had started to drift off. Others had class or work in the morning, so they departed. Couples wandered away or decided to head back to their apartments or dorm rooms. 
 
    Even so, Emily kept her back straight as she strode to the middle of the room. 
 
    "It's time for a show," Max called out. 
 
    Like some ringmaster at a circus, Max raised his hands, drew the attention of everyone at the party, and he called out, "Ladies and gentlemen. Tonight, we have something special. This is Emily, and she's going to be our party slut tonight. If she does a good job, maybe we'll keep her. So yeah, just think of her as a slave. If you give her a command, she will follow it!" 
 
    The words hit the air, one after another. 
 
    Most of the college students were tipsy or drunk, and they just nodded along like this made perfect sense. As far as they were concerned, Emily was just some random college girl, and she wanted some attention, and she had convinced this guy to give it to her. 
 
    But now, the girls looked on, curious and competitive. The guys stared too, eager to see her tight little body on display. 
 
    The music changed, and Max called out, "Dance!" 
 
    A couple of others started to chant the same command, but it wasn't necessary. 
 
    Emily started to dance, twirling and spinning in front of the others. She shook her ass, jiggled her chest, and raised her arms above her head. It was so humiliating! Any one of these students could have been in her class. They could have been asking her important questions about historical interpretation, radical record-keeping, and so much more. And yet, Emily had to amuse them! 
 
    "Crawl!" 
 
    She didn't see who called out that command, but the implant registered the order nonetheless. She was an obedient slave, so she had to do as she was told. She dropped down onto her hands and knees. Fortunately, the order only persisted for a few seconds. Then she jumped back up, and that's when Max decided to be especially cruel with her. 
 
    "Strip!" 
 
    This time, the others started chanting immediately. The guys probably thought she needed the encouragement, like she would be some shy freshman who wasn't ready to put her body on display. 
 
    But then she stripped off her top, peeling away those layers. Soon, she just had on her bra covering her breasts. That didn't last long either. She danced back, and someone unhooked the clasp. 
 
    The barrage of commands continued, "Strip! Strip! Strip!" 
 
    Emily had no choice. She peeled off her bra, and she revealed her breasts. 
 
    "Get over here!" 
 
    She headed in the direction of that voice, and suddenly there were hands along her thighs, up her short skirt, and along her breasts. They pinched and twisted her nipples, teasing her and taunting her. 
 
    Emily glanced over toward Max, and she desperately hoped her Master would tell them to stop. Better yet, he could have ordered her away, back to the center of the room. 
 
    Instead, they grabbed her hair, yanked, pulled and made her moan. 
 
    She only had one good piece of news. Max had put her back in her robotic mask. She could hide just a little bit of her identity. No one would recognize her. No one would expect any respected administrator to be in a place like this, behaving this way. 
 
    She finally stumbled back, and no one else ordered her to return, so she would resume her dancing. 
 
    She peeled off her skirt, revealing the pink thong underneath. 
 
    She danced and twirled, spun and lifted her hands. She jumped to the music. The implant didn’t grant her any unique or special skills, so she wasn't a skilled exotic dancer, yet it hardly mattered. Most of the boys there were just grateful for the chance to see a free show. The girls snorted and whispered back and forth at one another, talking about how she was probably just some dirty, desperate slut. 
 
    A new chant roiled across of the crowd, "Lose the thong! Lose the thong! Lose the thong!" 
 
    By this point, Emily was practically naked anyway. 
 
    It didn't matter. They still wanted to strip away this last vestige of her dignity. Those few inches of her covered body meant something. They allowed her some modicum of self-respect or dignity. They wanted her naked and on display! 
 
    "Yes!" 
 
    She obeyed, wiggling her hips, her thumbs slid into the elastic of her thong, pulling it down, stripping until she was completely naked except for her mask. 
 
    This time, her Master didn't even bother. He strode up to her, grabbed the mask, and pulled it off. 
 
    "This girl is a slave, and she's here to perform, to do anything you want." 
 
    "Make her masturbate!" called out an anonymous voice. 
 
    "You heard the man," Max ordered. "Get on your knees and touch yourself like the slut we all know you are!" 
 
    Her cheeks burned bright red, especially because people pulled out their cameras, and they were taking pictures. But what if they recognized her? 
 
    Obediently, she found herself down on her knees, and she brought her left hand up to her right breast. With her right hand, she stroked her fingertips along her sex. The worst part? 
 
    She enjoyed it! 
 
    Emily couldn't deny that pleasure as it ran through her body, growing more intense with every wave. Those deluges crashed down on her, and she arched her back. 
 
    Suddenly, there was a guy in front of her, and he said, "Suck it." 
 
    She obeyed. She leaned forward, wrapped her lips around his exposed cock, and she started bobbing her head forward and back. Her eyes were wet, shame burned through her body, and she still hated this, but then someone else came up behind her. 
 
    Some of the girls were disgusted and turned away. They didn't understand how anyone could put on this kind of performance. They were all supposed to be college students. Weren’t they supposed to be the future leaders of America? 
 
    But another guy was behind her now, and he wasn't going to give up the opportunity. 
 
    Distantly, she thought she heard Max laughing at her, but someone shoved into her. Someone else was pulling on her hair. Another guy grabbed her hand wrapped her fingers around his cock. "Stroke me, slut!" 
 
    She couldn't see what was happening, but she obeyed nonetheless, doing her best to pleasure the strangers. They used her, taking her hands, pumping her mouth, and thrusting into her opening. With every second, the shame burned along her body. She had never been humiliated like this before, but she still couldn't stop it! 
 
    They used her and claimed her. They seemed to put every part of her body to use! In one moment, she was getting pumped from behind as some guy penetrated her ass. Seemingly just seconds or minutes later, another guy came up behind her. They smacked her ass, pulled her hair, spat in her face, and used her. 
 
    Worse than all of this, some part of her craved more. She couldn't help it, not with the excitement running through her body, burning brighter and hotter with every moment. 
 
    From somewhere far away, she could hear him laughing, "I can't wait to put this slut to work. We're going to have so much fun with her. She was always such a bitch, but we are going to make sure she gets properly trained, marked, and used. I’m sure there are lots of guys who would love to have some fun with that ass!" He was laughing as she stroked and teased, squeezed, sucked and served. 
 
    Emily strained to hear the rest of his words, but someone else plunged into her, pumping her harder and faster until she cried out. She nearly choked on another cock, but she kept licking and sucking, swallowing, obeying one command after another until it felt like she had nothing left. 
 
    At several points, she looked around, and Emily even recognized some of the students. She couldn't read their faces. As guys pumped her face with their shafts, jerked on her hair, slapped her cheeks, or pinched at her nipples, Emily couldn't focus. She couldn't tell whether or not any of the students, male or female, figured out who she was. 
 
    But she did see the cameras. 
 
    They recorded this, every second from a dozen different angles. Guys were laughing, pointing and making one obscene joke after another. Others called out encouragement to their friends as she got used. The young women just shook their heads. A few of them sneered at her, probably because they couldn't understand how someone like Emily could engage in that sort of behavior. 
 
    As far as they were concerned, Emily had to be some starry-eyed, lovesick coed, a girl who had met Max and decided she would do anything for him. It was disgusting! Didn’t she have any self-respect? 
 
    At one point or maybe it was two or three, Emily thought she saw Trevor. She thought she saw some disappointment spread across his face. But maybe it was just her imagination. Besides, she was busy sucking and spreading her legs, stroking and teasing, squeezing and getting used. Hands grabbed her ass, pinched at her sides, and kept pulling on her hair, again and again and again! 
 
    Then it all finally came to an end. 
 
    "Have I satisfied you, Master?" Emily asked. 
 
    By this point, she could barely move. She was utterly exhausted, stretched and spent. She had never experienced anything like that before. She had lost count of the orgasms. Her heart continued to pound, and it felt like she could barely catch her breath. Sweat covered her brow, and she was exhausted. 
 
    "No," Max said with a little sneer. "But you're a mess. Go upstairs, find an empty bathroom, and take a shower. We can talk after you're done." 
 
    Because he gave her a command, the slave girl had to obey. Blinking tentatively, she climbed back up onto her hands and knees, and she crawled for a second. Her hair fell forward and obscured her vision even as she started to rise to her feet. Naked, she looked down and around the living room. 
 
    It was a mess. There were empty cups, torn paper plates, discarded bottles, and crushed cans. If she had held onto any kind of extra energy, she would have shaken her head from side to side. Instead, Emily trudged forward, and she did as ordered. 
 
    With each step up the stairs, Emily couldn't believe that she was obeying someone like Max. He was a brat, a spoiled brat, and nothing more. 
 
    But if that was true, then she would have been able to manipulate him. She would have figured something out. 
 
    She made it into the bathroom, turned on the hot water, and she let the jets of heat race down her body. It felt so good to wash her hair, to scrub her skin, to rinse out her mouth, and to get clean. 
 
    Even after she finished, Emily continued to stand there. With every second, she expected to hear someone start banging on the door to order her out. 
 
    What would happen? 
 
    I'm going to obey, she thought. Although Emily hated the thought, she knew that it was the logical conclusion. 
 
    Straightening her back, she thought of something else. What if she just snuck out? The same strategy had worked with Trevor. Maybe that was a possibility? 
 
    Tentatively, she turned off the water, stepped out, and she found a towel. Surprisingly, it was clean. 
 
    Once she toweled off, she felt dry and much better. She felt like she had some self-respect again. And yet, she closed her eyes, and she remembered getting used in the living room by so many different guys… 
 
    She licked her lips and se reached down between her legs. Second by second, she could hardly believe it, but her fingers rubbed along her opening, almost as though she could still crave more. 
 
    "No way," she whispered to herself. 
 
    Because she didn't have any other choice, she wrapped a towel around her torso, and she decided to sneak out. It was the best she could do. She could get out, get onto the street, and then she would ask someone for a ride back to her house. 
 
    It was late, really late, but she would walk if she had to. She didn't care if she didn't get her shoes or if she left her phone behind. None of that mattered. 
 
    Emily opened the door as quietly as she could, and she saw Max standing there with his arms crossed over his chest. 
 
    "And there's the slave," he said, his eyes shining with precocious amusement. 
 
    "I'm not a slave," she growled right away. 
 
    "Tell me you’re a slave," he ordered. 
 
    "I'm a slave, Master." 
 
    "And so, you're going to go downstairs, and you're going to start cleaning. As far as you're concerned, you have been demoted to the status of a maid. As far as you're concerned, every guy here is your Master. We all own you, and we can all use you however we want. If we tell you to do something, you will follow our commands to the best of your ability. Now, I think you probably want to be a smart girl, so you'll do fine." He reached out and patted her on the head first, then on her cheeks second. 
 
    "Get to it, slut." 
 
    "Yes, Master." She turned and scurried. The frustration clawed at her, and she may have been a reluctant or resistant slave, but she still belonged to him…and he was training her. 
 
    As she turned away, Emily realized something, He's serious about this. He wants to keep me. But no, he can't, can he? He has to know that I'm an important woman, and he can't just keep me here. Even as she held onto those thoughts, Emily wasn't quite so sure. What if none of these frat boys talked about her? What if she simply didn't go to work? 
 
    No one would be able to find her, and Stephen was gone… 
 
    Yes, there would be the pictures online, but those could be confined to these college students. If one of her colleagues saw her down on her hands and knees, sucking and getting used with her legs spread as she moaned for more, they wouldn't believe that this could possibly be Professor Emily Cantor, PhD. Right? No, it was obviously just some random girl who obviously had zero self-respect and who just happened to look like Emily… 
 
    "You look amazing," he said. "Seeing you in that towel is kind of funny, but I think you can clean up naked, don't you?" 
 
    "Please, don't make me," she said. 
 
    "Lose the towel, slut." 
 
    She dropped it, and her naked body was once again on display. The humiliation burned across her cheeks and down her neck as he grinned. "But hey, that reminds me. We bought this for a different activity, but I think it's going to work nicely on you." 
 
    "Don't you want me to clean?" 
 
    "Quiet," he said. "Pull your hair back. I want to put this on you." 
 
    She still couldn't see what he held behind his back, yet she obeyed. Not only that, she closed her mouth. 
 
    It wasn't fair. Under normal circumstances, Emily could assert herself with her voice. She had built up an incredible career by always having the right answer. From one situation to the next, she had always spoken to teachers, advisors, and professors. Now, there was this kid in front of her, and he could dictate her behaviors however he saw fit. 
 
    With her breasts on display in her legs slightly parted, she watched as he pulled his hand out from behind his back to reveal a black, jeweled collar. 
 
    It looked like something from some fancy dog story! 
 
    "No," she insisted. "There is absolutely no way you are going to put that on me. You can't make me where this! You can't!" 
 
    "But you can't stop me," he said. "Besides, I want everyone to know that you are the fraternity bitch." 
 
    Her eyes narrowed, her brows tightened, and she raged with silent aggression. At least she didn't have to sound like a horny, grateful slut. Even so, he pulled the collar tight around her neck, clasped it on, and then he said, "Don't touch it." 
 
    Just like that, he removed her ability to remove the dog collar on her own. 
 
    "Get to work," he said. 
 
    And then he sat there for a minute, crossed his legs, and studied her. 
 
    Emily had no option but to obey. Even if she glared at him from time to time, she still picked up cans, threw away garbage, and rushed around the living room, all to please her Master. 
 
    Even as she moved, with every breath, she could sense the snug band around her throat. It served as a constant reminder of her status. 
 
    Eventually, he couldn't help himself, "I love knowing that your implant makes you do whatever I want. I swear, this might be a feature. I don't think it's actually a problem." 
 
    "You have no idea," she shot back. 
 
    "Don't I? I’ve got this beautiful woman on her hands and knees, picking up garbage for me. Look at that, if I just stand in front of you and unzipped my pants, would you go down on me again? Would you eagerly and gratefully start sucking my cock?" 
 
    Emily knew the answer. 
 
    "Answer me." 
 
    "Yes, Master. I would grateful and eagerly suck your cock." 
 
    He patted her on the head, raised his hands over his shoulders, and he stretched. "You know, I think I'm pretty tired. I had a lot of fun with you already, and I'm sure going to want to use you in the morning. For now, just finish cleaning." 
 
    "Yes, Master," she said. 
 
    He turned and strolled away. 
 
    Once he was gone, Emily glanced over at the door, and she tried to force her body to take the first step. If she could make it toward the exit, then she could leave. 
 
    But it didn't work. 
 
    As hard as she tried, Max’s slut still couldn't wrench away control from the implant. So instead, she continued to clean the fraternity house like she was nothing but a servant! He called her a maid, and that's how she behaved. She did all of this completely naked. 
 
    And then she heard footsteps behind her, which made her stop and flinch for just a moment before the programming reasserted itself. 
 
    She glanced over her shoulder, and then she froze because she recognized the young man standing just a few feet away. 
 
    Trevor. 
 
    "That wasn't a robot I picked up at your house, was it?" 
 
    "No, Sir," she said. 
 
    "And now, he has control over you, doesn't he?" 
 
    "I'm a slave. I'm a slave, and I have to do what anyone tells me," she said. Then she realized something. "But you overheard him, didn't you?" 
 
    "I did." 
 
    In that moment, Emily had to wonder what he had in mind. What was he thinking? What did he intend to do? 
 
    She picked up some more garbage and threw it away, yet her gaze remained locked on this man. 
 
    "I want you to know that I didn't take advantage of you tonight. I wasn't one of them." 
 
    Emily opened her mouth, like she should answer, only then a different thought occurred to her. "I don't know who took me." Yes, she had to use that euphemism. She couldn't face the truth and admit what had really happened. 
 
    "This is what you want?" 
 
    Her brows tightened, "No! I'm not a slut! I'm not a slave!" 
 
    "But you got turned on," he said. It wasn't necessarily an accusation. Instead, it seemed like Trevor simply wished to understand what was going on, especially because he saw this beautiful woman who he had once respected, only he couldn't explain her behavior. "You came. A lot." Again, he wasn't insulting her. He was simply stating the facts like a good historian. 
 
    "I did it," she said. 
 
    "I understand," he said, and then he turned around, and he started to walk away. He headed down the hallway on the first floor, and she attempted to follow, but the living room was still a mess, so she had to obey her owner. 
 
    Emily struggled as hard as she could against of those invisible commands, yet they refused to break or yield. She was still trapped, still compelled to obey. 
 
    Realizing that he was gone and he probably just went out through the kitchen or something, Emily returned to her task. Even as she worked, however, she still felt that combination of guilt and regret. He had respected her. He was probably the one guy here who was willing to listen to her, but he still decided that she was just a dumb slut. 
 
    Then he came back, and he tossed something down onto the floor in front of her. "Get dressed," he said. 
 
    It was Trevor, and he had returned! 
 
    Emily glanced down, saw the bundled clothing, and she didn't recognize the outfit, but it hardly mattered. She saw panties, socks, a loose pair of pants, and a T-shirt. There wasn't a broad, but she wasn't about to complain. Dropping to her knees, she quickly pulled on one layer after another, and it felt so good. Then he took her by the hand, and she glanced up at him. For a moment, she wondered exactly what he had in mind. 
 
    Maybe she would go from being a slave in this fraternity to this man's personal plaything. 
 
    "What's wrong?" 
 
    "The collar," she said. "I can't take it off." 
 
    He hesitated for just a second, then he reached for the clasp, and he opened it, pulling it away. 
 
    "Thank you," she said. 
 
    He took her by the hand again, and he practically dragged her out through the front door. Moments later, they were in his car and driving away. 
 
      
 
    As they drove, neither Emily nor Trevor said anything for several minutes, almost like they couldn't believe what was happening. Before she could ask their destination, she realized that they were headed back toward her place. He was going to let her go! 
 
    Those thoughts made her feel a lot better, only then he cleared his throat and asked, "Okay, so you don't want to be a sex slave, right?" The question came out awkward and stilted, probably because he never envisioned the scenario where he might ask something like this, especially when it came to an accomplished woman like Emily Cantor. 
 
    "No," she said. "At first, it was just supposed to be a gift for my husband. I thought I would get the chip, turn it on once or twice, and then have it removed." 
 
    "But something went wrong." 
 
    "I tried to deactivate it myself. It didn't work," she said. 
 
    "I know a little bit about programming," he said. "If you want, I can see if I can find the master deactivation protocol and activate it." 
 
    She glanced over at him. For several seconds, she couldn't believe it, especially because this guy knew the truth about her. If he wished, he could activate her program again right there, forcing her to go down on him, to a day him and serve his every whim… 
 
    "Do you think you could really do it?" 
 
    "What has the company told you?" 
 
    "Nothing useful," she said, rolling her eyes disdainfully. 
 
    "Then yeah," he told her. "Let me give it a shot. I can't make any promises, but I might be able to figure it out." 
 
    "When?" 
 
    "I don't know. It depends on how complicated is. I can go home and try right now." 
 
    She opened her mouth, and she wondered if she should go with him, but then they pulled up in front of her house, and she wanted to check on her little sister. Just as importantly, she wanted to get away from everyone. 
 
    "Are you sure want me to leave you here?" 
 
    "It's fine," she said. "This is my house." 
 
    "Okay," he replied. 
 
    Emily got out, and she turned back to him before she shut the door. "Trevor?" 
 
    "Yeah?" 
 
    "Thank you. Thank you so much." 
 
    From there, she turned around and practically ran back inside. 
 
      
 
    At first, Emily didn't know what to do. Go back to work? 
 
    No way. 
 
    It was freakishly late, and she was exhausted, but she had already showered. Even so, she decided to take a bath. She filled the tub, stripped, and slid down beneath the luxurious hot water. She savored the liquid against her body, and she relaxed, closing her eyes. The door was locked, and she didn't have her phone anywhere near her. 
 
    It was still back at the frat house… 
 
    Emily realized that this fairly quickly, and her eyes opened, but she decided she didn't care. She didn't need the device, not now. Besides, after everything else that happened, it wasn't like Max would be need to use that to blackmail her. 
 
    After her bath, she slipped into her own pajamas. Finally, she crawled under the sheets of her bed, and she closed her eyes. Within moments, she fell asleep. 
 
    While asleep, she pictured herself chained down. 
 
    She dreamed of weighty shackles around her wrists and ankles. As she pulled against those imaginary restraints, she couldn't remember that this was a dream. It felt so real and she twisted and pulled. And then there was someone placed above her. She had her arms and legs stretched out, her body on display. She tried to see his face, but he wore a mask. His hands roamed along her body, caressing her flanks, moving up along her rib cage, circling her nipples, and sliding down toward that spot between her inner thighs. 
 
    "No, don't do it," she heard herself begging. "Please, don't make me enjoy this. Not again!" 
 
    In her dream, the professor struggled as hard as she could, twisting against the restraints, fighting them with everything she possessed, and failing each time. The matter how hard she worked at it, she couldn't break free! She was still chained down, and then he fingered her. 
 
    He started with just one digit. But the masked figure wasn't going to settle for that. As she became more and more aroused, he climbed on top of her, and then he pushed down, thrusting into her and penetrating her. He pumped her, working her. The friction of her body against his throat and crazy, and she tried to hate it, but he kissed her, then he pulled back, and he licked and nipped at her neck. He fondled her breasts, and he didn't even have to worry about pinning her to the bed, not while she was chained in place, stretched out and powerless before him. 
 
    Emily woke up! 
 
    She had her hand between her legs. She was masturbating! 
 
    She jerked her fingers away, crawled up onto her hands and knees, and she looked around, suddenly confused. She glanced down at her wrists, and she was somehow surprised or disappointed to see that there weren't shackles encircling her limbs. She was free… 
 
    Then someone knocked on her door. 
 
    "Emily?" 
 
    Alyssa! 
 
    Doing her best to sound groggy and disoriented, Emily asked, "Yeah. What is it?" 
 
    "There's some guy here to see you. He says he's one of your graduate students?" 
 
    Trevor! 
 
    "Yeah," she said. "I, I will be down in a minute. Just tell him to wait, okay?" 
 
    Instantly, she pictured Max standing there on her front steps with some Cheshire grin stretched across his reasonably handsome face...No, I can't let him catch me. 
 
    Still, Emily forced herself to move. At the same time, she told herself it would be Trevor. It had to be Trevor. 
 
    Soon, she found herself leaning upward on the tips of her toes as she checked the peephole. She looked out, and she exhaled, spotting Trevor on the other side. 
 
    For just a moment, she reached down toward the knob, and she stopped. What if he had changed his mind? What if this had all been some kind of elaborate trick? What if he was messing with her? 
 
    It would be so easy for this man to enslave her—because anyone could. 
 
    Could she trust him? 
 
    It seemed so obvious, especially since he had saved her from Max and the rest of his fraternity. And yet… 
 
    What if Trevor just wanted her for himself? 
 
    "No, he's not like that," she whispered. At the same time, Emily told herself that she didn't have much choice. She didn't understand the technology, and it wasn't like she could just hire a stranger. Any programmer, no matter who she relied on, could quickly come to the conclusion that he could control her. 
 
    With those thoughts in mind, Emily opened the door, and he raised up his phone. "I have it," he said. 
 
    "Come in," she replied. 
 
    She motioned for him to head deeper into the house, especially because she didn't want Alyssa to overhear any of this. 
 
    Seconds later, she closed her bedroom door, and then she glanced back at Trevor as she realized where she had brought him. Then again, she didn't like the idea of trying to do something like this in the garage, so it had to be here. She locked the door, glanced back at him, and asked, "What do you have?" 
 
    "Okay, so I know a programmer, and he said that there's a good chance this will be enough to shut down the implant. You will still need to get it removed, but this might get it back on track, at least as far as making sure it doesn't activate accidentally." 
 
    "You don't sound very sure," she pointed out. 
 
    "To be honest, I'm not. He basically said that the implant is kind of messed up, and it's behaving erratically. According to the diagnostic, this should work, but there's a pretty big caveat there." 
 
    "Right," she said. 
 
    "You know, you don't have to do this," he said. "Maybe we could try something else? If you want, I could help you talk to the company again?" 
 
    "No, that's not going to work." 
 
    "But they did a diagnostic for you, right?" 
 
    "They did," she allowed. 
 
    "And?" 
 
    "And this is one company that owns all of this proprietary tech, but I don't think they want to take any risks." 
 
    "What if you went public?" 
 
    Emily smirked at him. "Really? I should just tell the world that there’s this implant in my body and that if it accidentally activates, I can be turned into…" The last moment, she let her voice trail off, especially because she didn't want to say it. What if she accidentally activated one of those protocols? She hadn't tried to do it herself, but she wasn't going to start now either. 
 
    "Right," he agreed, quickly recognizing his mistake. 
 
    "So what do you have?" 
 
    "According to my friend, this program should work," he said again. "Do you want to do it?" 
 
    That simple question struck her, probably because the implant had robbed her of her independence and her freedom. It routinely turned her into a plaything for other people. 
 
    She peeked at him again, surprised by the depth of her response. But then Emily nodded. She walked over to her bed, she sat down, turned her back to him, and pulled away the dark strands of her hair, exposing the back of her neck. 
 
    "Okay," he said. "My guy told me I should try to get this as close as possible. He isn't sure that the connection is going to be terribly stable, so any extra distance could make it more likely to fail." 
 
    "Do whatever you have to do," she said, slightly amused as she figured out that he was just nervous about sitting on the same bed as her. Yes, he had penetrated her from behind, thrusting his cock into her with hard passion, but this was different. He actually knew who this young woman was now. 
 
    When he sat behind her, he touched his phone to her skin, and a little shiver ran down her back. 
 
    "What are you thinking?" Emily asked as he worked, bringing up the program and starting the pairing sequence. 
 
    "Nothing," he said quickly. 
 
    "Nothing? Or nothing professional?" She smirked as she asked. 
 
    "Maybe nothing professional," he replied, which surprised her. 
 
    "How will we know if this worked?" 
 
    "I can run another diagnostic," he said. "Or…" 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "No, never mind. It's stupid. Something my friend said, but I don't think we should take that route." 
 
    "Tell me," she said. When he hesitated, she repeated her command with extra force and emphasis, "Tell me." 
 
    "He said we could activate one of the protocols and see whether or not you are affected." 
 
    "Right." 
 
    "But if the protocols get activated, I would…" Emily knew exactly what would happen, but she uttered those words anyway, and they felt almost like a fantasy, especially with Trevor sitting right there behind her on her bed. 
 
    She wasn't wearing anything sexy, just her pajamas, and yet she remembered what it was like to have him thrust into her. For just a second, Emily closed her eyes, and she was grateful that she had her back to him, especially because her lower lip started to tremble. What was happening to her now? 
 
    Since she couldn't answer that question, Emily forced her reaction to side, and she said, "Let's just see what the diagnostic reveals, okay?" 
 
    "Sounds good," he said, a little faster than was necessary. 
 
    As the seconds ticked past, Emily found herself torn between nervous anticipation and something else: arousal. It was still there, lurking deep beneath her skin. She could feel it between her legs and along the contours of her nipples. She could feel it in the curves of her lips, along the sensitivity within her neck and along her palms. Despite this, she still expected something dramatic, like some spike of pain. 
 
    They were messing with a neurological implant, she reminded herself. This could go very, very badly. 
 
    Part of her couldn't believe how blasé she had been about trying to fix the implant on her own. What had she been thinking? 
 
    I was focused on my career, on getting my work done, and retaking control. I didn't want to think about this. I didn't want to be patient, she told herself. Then she smirked and resisted the urge to shake her head. She wondered how often this happened. 
 
    The world had become an incredibly complicated place. Yes, she was an expert when it came to historical events, especially those pertaining to American history, but that didn't mean she knew a lot about biochemistry or neurology. She smirked at that special niche of irritation that always came whenever people started talking about her own field. Just as an easy example, people loved to decry "revisionist" history, all without recognizing one simple fact. Historians worked hard to uncover new information. Revision happened all the time. Not only that, many facts may have remained obvious and fixed, yet they could be interpreted differently by one generation after another. Recently, she had read a treatise about two American revolutionaries and their analysis of the relationship between slaves and their ability to act. The letters were perfectly fine at the time, but they had become rightfully awkward and difficult to analyze, especially when one of these two men apparently made a joke about just cutting off a slave's legs. 
 
    Frankly, it was brutal and horrifying. The ease of violence against one portion of the population was terrible, which raised an interesting question for scholars like Emily. To what degree should they focus on the brutality? To what degree should they focus on these men and their heroism when it came to resisting the British? 
 
    They were heroes and monsters, benevolent and cruel. 
 
    Unfortunately, neither of those questions could be answered by simple facts. This wasn't something anyone could ever verify, and yet it was one of the most important components of historical interpretation. When looking back, what should historians (and society) focus on? For the people who viewed history as sitting around and memorizing dates (a very, very silly and superficial understanding of what historians actually did), these questions seemed stupid and incomprehensible. But in reality, especially when historians would sit down to write about what happened, there would always be questions of judgment and valuation. 
 
    Still, people got upset as interpretations faded or came to prominence. 
 
    Emily allowed herself to drift through these questions right until that moment when she heard his phone beep. 
 
    "What was that?" 
 
    "The program has been uploaded," he said. 
 
    "And?" 
 
    "It looks like the implant is processing it." 
 
    "Is that good?" 
 
    "I think so," he said. 
 
    Emily was about to ask him why they didn't bring his programmer friend over here, but then she told herself that could be a bad idea, especially if he got "tempted". She was vulnerable, she knew. She could be taken advantage of quite easily… 
 
    "Okay," he said. "The program has been successfully uploaded." 
 
    "I don't feel any differently," she told him. 
 
    "I think we still have to activate the implant to see how it interfaces with you." 
 
    She puffed out her cheeks. She had been hoping for a simpler version of "deactivation," yet she understood how technical jargon could get problematic. Maybe in this case, deactivation signified that she would still be able to control herself. Or maybe there were only deactivating the portions of the implant that actually interfaced with the rest of her body… 
 
    Unwilling to debate the semantics, Emily said, "Okay. Let's try it." 
 
    "Are you sure about this?" 
 
    "What's the worst that could happen?" Emily asked before the answers popped into her head. "Never mind. Don't answer that. Let's just do this." 
 
    Nervous now, he asked, "I guess I should try to activate one of the protocols?" 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    All at once, she almost smiled because he looked nervous as he tried to figure this out. Then he said, "You want to be a slave?" He probably meant that as a statement, yet it sort of sounded like a question instead. 
 
    It worked. 
 
    Emily could feel the words right there at the edge of her lips. She wanted to speak. She wanted to make those sounds, and yet, she started fight them back. The temptation was right there, building, growing more and more powerful, yet she managed to hold it back! 
 
    She bit down at first, and she said, "I think it's working!" Right after that, the implant took over, "Specify parameters of slave protocols." 
 
    The phrasing was different, but the words sound mechanical. This definitely wasn't Emily speaking, not this time. 
 
    His shoulders slumped for a moment, and he quickly said, "I'm sorry." 
 
    "Specify parameters of slave protocols," she repeated with robotic certainty. 
 
    "You're not going to say anything else," he told her, "So I guess, obedient slave girl?" 
 
    "Obedient slave girl protocols initiated. Increasing arousal," she added. 
 
    "Wait, what?" he said. "Aren't you going to ask if I'm satisfied or something?" 
 
    Immediately, the heat rushed through her body, growing more and more intense with every second. Her nipples hardened even more, and she clenched her eyes shut as she tried to resist. But then she realized something else. She had balled her fist, clenched her eyes, and now she held her knees together. She tensed pretty much every muscle she possessed as Emily struggled not to embrace the fresh impulses running through her body. 
 
    "What's going on?" Trevor asked. 
 
    "I, I think I'm fighting it?" Yes! She could speak for herself! She didn't sound like some idiot bimbo. She wasn't going on and on about how she needed to serve him. And then, before she could reconsider, she said, "Give me a command." 
 
    "What do you want me to say?" 
 
    "Anything!" Emily snapped. 
 
    Trevor seemed to consider this for several seconds, mostly because he didn't know what he was supposed to tell her. "Okay, get on your knees." 
 
    There! Emily sensed it, this rush of instinct and drive. She knew what she needed to do: she needed to slip off of the bed, lower herself down on her knees, and look up at this man. She would be his slave, and then he might grab her. Or better yet, he might tie her down and ride her rough. 
 
    It would feel so incredible. She remembered what it was like to be his robot, to be on her hands and knees, mindlessly obeying every command, and she yearned for that again. 
 
    No… 
 
    Emily managed to hold out. 
 
    For once, she built the psychological barrier behind her eyes, and it actually held! 
 
    Her heart beat faster and boomed in her ears, but at least she didn't move. 
 
    "I want to get down on my knees," she confessed as she spoke through her feelings, "But I'm not going to do it." 
 
    "So now just makes you feel like you want to obey?" 
 
    "Yes," she said. "But that's not all." 
 
    "What? What is it?" 
 
    Unable to stop herself, she hissed, "I’m really turned on right now!" 
 
    She turned back to him, and she blinked, quickly realizing something. "I think I have to give you an orgasm before the implant will let me stop this. Please, Sir. Would you use me?" She couldn't believe those words just left her lips, especially because he was trying to help her. 
 
    And yet, Emily couldn't take them back either. 
 
    "What? No," he said. 
 
    But then this lascivious smile stretched across her face, and she started nibbling on her bottom lip. She lifted her shoulders, and she kept her eyes aimed at him as she leaned forward just a little bit, enough to show off more of her cleavage. 
 
    Then Emily let go. She told herself that she had proven she was capable of resisting the implant, so she lowered herself down onto her knees as those desires swept through her. 
 
    Tentatively, shyly, she glanced up at him. "Please. I need to be used. I need to be taken. Please, won't you use me?" 
 
    "No," he said. "But maybe if I run the program again…" 
 
    "I'm an obedient slave," she said. Emily sounded almost pouty just a little bit confused, "Wouldn't you like to have some fun? You could hold me down. You can take me and use me however you want." 
 
    "Emily…" As he said her name, it was like he didn't know what to do. 
 
    Maybe this was her own idea, or maybe it came from the implant. Either way, Emily asked, "May I touch myself?" 
 
    "Yes," he replied. Perhaps he had some justification. Or maybe he didn't know how to think clearly while she was looking at him like that. 
 
    Now she had permission, Emily peeled off her top, exposing her breasts. Next, she jumped to her feet, and she pulled down her sweats and her panties and the same movement. Suddenly, she was naked in front of him, back on her knees, with her legs spread. She leaned back, bracing her weight against her fingertips. With her free hand, she reached between her legs. Her digit started to play and glide along her sex, all while he botched. 
 
    "Does this please you, Master?" 
 
    "I'm not your Master," he said. 
 
    The teacher stared at him for several long seconds. A small voice of the back of her head and told her that this was correct. He didn't own her. And yet, it felt like he did. With every second, she knew on a purely instinctual level that this man was in control of her. So he owned her. She belonged to him, and she wished please him. 
 
    That singular drive pulsed through her body, and she kept touching herself. On some level, she knew that he was enjoying the show, so she rubbed herself a little faster, she let her bottom lip shake, and she moaned, making those animalistic noises, all for him. 
 
    "Can I crawl toward you?" 
 
    "You're not a slave," he said. "You can do whatever you want." 
 
    She heard those words, and she flashed a wicked little smile. Then she turned toward him, and she started crawling. She made her way across the floor. 
 
    As she came closer and closer, Emily lifted her gaze and stared up at him. "Please, Master. Please, may I serve you?" 
 
    "You…" 
 
    She blinked, and she stared up at him. In that moment, she did everything she could to appear as sincere and is dedicated as she could. "Please, Trevor. Please, I want to be your girl." 
 
    "Is that you talking, Emily? Is that really you?" 
 
    "Yes. It's really me. It's me, and I want to be her slave girl. Please, this is driving me crazy." 
 
    That's when he reached down, and he grabbed her, and he pulled her back to her feet. 
 
    Perhaps he thought he shouldn't do this. Maybe, a dozen different impulses and thoughts and ideals battle for supremacy behind his eyes and between his ears, but Trevor succumbed to that overwhelming urge. He shoved her down onto the bed, and she let out a playful giggle as he climbed on top of her. 
 
    And he leaned down, and he stroked her buttocks, her thighs, and her flanks. He brought his hands up to her chest, and soon he started kneading her breasts. Each time he pressed down, she cried out, panting and moaning as the heat rampaged across her skin. She spread her legs, and she couldn't wait to be used. 
 
    "Yes, Master. I'm your girl. I belong to you. I'm your slave." 
 
    "Don't say that," he said. 
 
    "I won't then," she promised. 
 
    In that moment, their eyes met, and he could have stopped right there. He could have realized that the protocols had seized control in one way or another. Maybe they incentivized her obedience. Maybe they forced her. Either way, this beautiful, intelligent young woman had been completely manipulated. 
 
    And yet, she reached up, she brushed her fingers through his hair, and then she talked to him down. In the next moment, their lips met, and she savored the frustrated growl that vibrated through his chest and down along his lips. 
 
    At first, they kissed slowly and softly, with their mouths just barely making contact. 
 
    Testing herself, Emily attempted to hold out. For a second, she attempted to pull back, to squirm away, yet those same desires and needs overwhelmed her—again. It felt so much better when she was right there, close to him. His hands roamed along her body, which only added to the arousal burning through her petite physique. She was breathing faster even as their lips glided along one another. 
 
    And he pressed up against her, and he was kissing her harder, and it felt so incredible. They rolled around on the bed. At one point, he was on top. The next, she was mounted above him. Even so, she couldn't resist to this. 
 
    What am I doing? This boy is a student! That idea shimmered into existence before quickly evaporating. For another second, she almost wanted to burst out laughing, especially considering everything she had already done. 
 
    Besides, he's my Master. 
 
    Emily heard that thought, and she waited for the disgust or revulsion to ripple through her frame. Something inside of her should have clenched or tensed, twisting as she fought against it. And yet, it felt right. Yes, he was her Master. He had mastered her; he owned her, and she loved him for it… 
 
    They kept kissing, lost in the sensations between their bodies, and she knew she had to pull away. She had to stop this. 
 
    By now, how much time has gone by? Second? Minutes? Hours? 
 
    Emily genuinely couldn't tell one way or the other. All she knew for certain was that she needed to keep this up. She craved more. 
 
    So she tested herself again. She wondered if she could stop at that exact moment. Could she pull away? Could she bring this all to a screeching halt? 
 
    ...No...Yes...No, I can't...Yes, I have to! 
 
    To any outward observer, Emily must have seemed incredibly content and satisfied as she continued to kiss him. Her hands played along his body. She savored the feel of his shoulders, strength of his biceps, and the solidity of his frame. And yet, that battle continued to play out behind her eyes as he enjoyed himself. 
 
    Finally, she pulled back, and she looked down at him. 
 
    "Please, please hold me down and use me," she said. 
 
    "Is that what you really want?" 
 
    "Yes. Please!" For an instant, she yearned to address him as "Master," but she stopped herself. Why? Because she valued her independence? Or because she couldn't help herself? 
 
    Emily didn't have a good answer, but Trevor wasn't about to give up on her. He grabbed her, and he pulled her onto her back. He pinned her there, and he was so powerful. 
 
    Soon, he had his hand back between her legs, and he touched her. He teased her, gently stroking her. 
 
    Whimpering, she arched her back and squirmed against him, but this man wasn't about to let her go anywhere. He knew what she craved, and he was about to give it to her. 
 
    He understands me. He understands exactly what I need, and he's making me wait for it. He wants me to squirm, she realized. And yet, as the spots fluttered through her head, Emily didn't know whether or not she should be annoyed or grateful. 
 
    "Are you ready?" 
 
    "Yes! Yes, I'm ready. So ready!" 
 
    He grinned, leaned down, and in that moment, she experienced something she seldom enjoyed: contentment. She knew exactly what was going to happen, and she couldn't wait for it. 
 
    Her emails, her policies, her research, and her esoteric, theoretical arguments about the nature of recollection and history all faded away. In that moment, she knew she needed to be underneath this man, held in place, locked down and completely powerless! 
 
    Suddenly, fresh thoughts bubbled up inside of her head. She didn't know where they were coming from, but they were so alluring. They added to the passion simmering through her body as he kept touching her, kissing her, and stroking her. He was right there above her, and she looked at him, This man owns me, and I want to be his plaything. I want to be his girl, his pet. I want to use me. I want him to take me. 
 
    In the next moment, Emily looked up at him, and she called out just one word, "Wait!" 
 
    "What is it? What's wrong?" 
 
    Emily bit down without answering right away. Yes, Trevor seemed uncertain now. He could have done anything he wished to her, but he intended to take his time. He would wait for her. He would make sure that she still retained some degree of control over the implant. 
 
    Again and again, the desires spiked through her body, growing more intense and more insistent. She needed to get down on her knees. She needed to suck his cock, to drop down onto all fours and to spread her legs. She ached to feel him pull on her hair, to smack her ass, and to plunge into her, hard, fast, rough, and unstoppable. 
 
    Despite those instincts, Emily managed to hold out. She resisted from one moment to the next until she knew she was the one making this choice. 
 
    Yes, the implant was still affecting her, but she could do this! 
 
    "Now. Please, Sir? Please, take me now!" 
 
    He unzipped his pants, dropped down, and pushed into her almost immediately. His shaft stretched the walls of her opening, and she spread her legs as much as she could. At the same time, she tilted her head back, clenched her eyes shut, and lost herself to the polychromatic haze of bliss. 
 
    Soon, his hands were on her wrists, and he was holding her down. 
 
    Yes! That was what she craved! Yes, this was perfect! 
 
    At first, Emily remained quiet as she nibbled down into her lower lip and the inside of her mouth before she inhaled through her nostrils. This was another exercise in self-control, but it didn't last. As he pulled back, he got ready to plunge down into her again. With every thrust, she lost her self-control, and she started moaning. 
 
    She could resist the implant! 
 
    She could somewhat resist the implant. 
 
    She cried out, gasping and moaning for more. 
 
    In that instant, she knew Alyssa might overhear some of this, but Emily didn't care. 
 
    Forcing her eyes open, Emily looked up at the man poised over her. He had his lips pulled back, his teeth bared like a wild animal, and then he dropped down to kiss her again. He still had his hands on her wrists, and he was still thrusting, pumping into her again and again. 
 
    She climaxed hard. She couldn't help herself. Gasping again, she cried out even as his lips played along her mouth. 
 
    "I'm not done with you," he said, serious and determined. 
 
    "Yes. Please. Please, use me," she begged. 
 
    Emily knew that she couldn't stop herself. 
 
    And yet, she gave herself permission to succumb to him. Yes, he was bigger and stronger. Yes, he was a man, and she was girl, and she needed to be on her back, spread out and used to just like this! All of her ideals faded away. She couldn't think of herself as anything but his plaything in that moment, but she didn't care, not when it felt this good. It was like the implant injected endorphins straight into her bloodstream, driving her wild as he enjoyed himself. 
 
    In that instant, she realized something else. 
 
    Yes, she chose this man. Yes, she wished she could serve him, but it wouldn't have mattered, would it? If some other guy grabbed her and held her down, her body would have reacted just as powerfully. 
 
    She couldn’t be sure one way or the other, but it was impossible to know. 
 
    Emily tried to worry about this, but she couldn't, not as he tightened his grip. She gasped, crying out as her eyes widened. 
 
    He pumped her furiously now, thrusting again and again. He rammed into her, and another orgasm exploded through her body. 
 
    She lost herself to that crystalline, blissful haze of sensation. Distantly, she knew that he was throbbing, that he was pulsating, blowing his load hard as he pumped her. 
 
    Then he finished with an exhausted grunt and pulled back. 
 
    "Have I, have I satisfied you?" 
 
    "Yes!" Dropping back down, Trevor let the tension dissipate from his body. "You managed to hold out for a little while," he said. "That means it's working." 
 
    "I know," she said. 
 
    He started to shift, to slide away, but she reached out, resting her arm against his torso. He stopped, like he wasn't sure what to do. But then, she scooted closer, she rested her head on his shoulder. His arms enfolded her, and she closed her eyes. At this point, she was exhausted. She was ready to sleep again, at least for a little while. 
 
      
 
    They couldn't stay like that forever, they both knew. 
 
    Emily shifted, but then she started to smile because she realized they could actually fix this. More importantly, she glanced back at Trevor, and she knew she could trust him. 
 
    "What are you thinking?" 
 
    "Something my programmer buddy told me," he said. "It's nothing. It's stupid." 
 
    "Are you sure? You looked pretty pensive right there," she teased, surprised that the tone of her voice. 
 
    Emily had dated Stephen for a little while, but their relationship always had this perfunctory edge to it, like she didn't really care about what happened one way or the other. As long as he would walk beside her into her various faculty cocktail parties, it didn't matter. Right then, a new kind of relaxation seemed to seep into her body. 
 
    "Are you sure you want to hear this?" 
 
    "Yeah," she replied. "Go on." 
 
    "He suggested an alternative fix for your implant." 
 
    "What's that?" 
 
    "So from what I understand, the biggest problem right now is that it turns on accidentally, right? Someone says the right word, and suddenly you behave differently. Right?" 
 
    "That's correct," she said, sounding professorial again. Even so, she was still a petite girl, naked and spread out against his body. He remained mostly closed. After all, he had only pulled out his cock to plunge into her. He had never really strict down. If anything, this only highlighted the power imbalance between them. 
 
    "My friend said that he could alter the implant. He could create a program, and it would basically lock you into one of those subservient modes." 
 
    "That doesn’t sound like a fix," she replied. 
 
    "That's what I said," Trevor told her. "But my friend made it pretty clear that this would be one way to make sure everything works properly. Basically, you could get locked in, and you would be loyal to just one person. There wouldn't be any other risk of someone else taking over." 
 
    "So instead of potentially getting enslaved by some random guy, I would be owned by just one person," Emily said. As she uttered those words, she expected to some spike of sarcasm to cut through her voice. Instead, she seemed to consider those possibilities. 
 
    Was it the implant again? Was it messing with her? 
 
    No, she didn't think so. 
 
    "Like I said," he continued, "It's a dumb idea." 
 
    "I, I'm not so sure," she whispered. 
 
    "You know anyone you can trust that much?" 
 
    Emily peered back up at Trevor, and their eyes seemed to fixate on one another for several long seconds. 
 
    "Anyway, that's a possibility," he said, closing his eyes and relaxing again. 
 
    "But we should try to get it fixed, right?" 
 
    "You don't want to be a slave," he told her. Then he chuckled. "You don't want to be a slut." Since his eyes were closed, he couldn't see the expression of played out across her features. As far as Trevor was concerned, Emily was still the department chairwoman, so she still retained her dignity and her self-respect. 
 
    They settled into an amiable quiet for a while longer, right until his phone started vibrating again. 
 
    He picked it up, answered, and quickly glanced back down at Emily, "It's my friend. He wants to show me his next iteration. Do you mind if I head out?" 
 
    With just a word, he could have ensnared and enslaved her, but he still consulted with her and seemed to ask for her permission. Emily studied him for a few more seconds, and then this shadow of a smile curved along her lips. 
 
    "What is it?" 
 
    "Nothing," she replied with a dismissive shake of her head. But then a different question occurred to her, "What is he going to show you?" 
 
    "Basically, he can run some simulations and demonstrate how the program should work based on the previous diagnostics, plus this new information." 
 
    "But he can't just email it to you?" 
 
    "He's a little bit paranoid," Trevor replied with a shrug, like he couldn't explain and the madness of genius. "Mostly, he prefers to program on closed systems. He doesn't trust the rest of the world or open networks." 
 
    "Too many hackers and programmers out there?" 
 
    "Exactly," Trevor answered with the hint of a smile. 
 
    She puffed out her cheeks and nodded, "Okay then. Go on." 
 
    Trevor leaned forward, and it looked like he was about to kiss her for a moment, but then he stopped. He turned away and headed out through the door. 
 
    Once he was gone Emily realized something. She should have said, "Thank you." Instead, she told herself she would do it when he came back. 
 
      
 
    "So…?" 
 
    Emily was down in the kitchen, making herself a sandwich when her little sister wandered into the room. 
 
    "So…?" Alyssa repeated expectantly. 
 
    Studiously, Emily didn't answer. She didn't acknowledge her sibling in any way, especially because she knew exactly what the blonde was asking about. 
 
    "C'mon," she teased. "Are you really going to make me ask again?" 
 
    "Technically, you haven't asked a question yet." 
 
    "Fine," she groused. "Who is he?" 
 
    "He's—?" Emily stretched out the first word and had to stop because she couldn’t come up with a reliable answer. 
 
    "Oh," Alyssa supplied when her sister seemed unable to answer for herself. "Is he someone special? A special friend?" 
 
    "Why would you think that?" 
 
    Alyssa shrugged, "I don't know. I just got a vibe off of him, like he really cares about you." 
 
    "You know, I'm married," Emily pointed out. 
 
    "That's different," Alyssa said. Then she let her gaze drift off in some random direction. 
 
    "What are you talking about?" 
 
    "Everything between you and Stephen has always been really..." This time, she let the words fade, like she couldn't articulate the main idea. Finally, she said, "Businesslike?" Then she raised her hands, fingers splayed and declared, "But you know what? I don't know how your relationship works, so I'm not going to make any judgments one way or the other. I just hope that you and Stephen have come to an arrangement." 
 
    "He's gone," Emily replied appeared "He left." 
 
    "For good?" 
 
    Emily had been avoiding this question, but she hadn't heard from him. She tried not to admit it, but she had stalked him online. He left a few random posts on some of his social networks. She didn't know what to think of those random pictures and those updates about how he was "traveling" and "finding himself," but it seemed pretty obvious. 
 
    They were done. 
 
    Emily kept waiting for some explosion of sorrow. And yet, that seemed more like a relief than a burden. 
 
    "I guess so," Emily replied. "Because I think you're right. I think our relationship was pretty businesslike. I mean, if my husband left me, I'm supposed to be freaking out, right?" Granted, she had the problems associated with her implant, but shouldn't she have panicked at some point? Shouldn't she have called Stephen frantically, desperate for his help? 
 
    Nope. Apparently not. 
 
    "So does that mean about this other guy?" 
 
    "Trevor," Emily said. When she spoke his name, this little flutter excitement ran through her body. This was something special, maybe? Emily had never been especially adroit or adept when it came to reading other people's emotions. She had always preferred the clean simplicity of academic debate. And yet, he had done so much for her. And now, she wanted to do so much for him… 
 
    But first, they had to fix the implant. At this point, she could struggle. She could fight against it, so it wasn't like a single word would turn her into a robot again. Even so, she knew that the implant could strip away so much of her strength and independence. Given enough time, she also knew that the implant could (and probably would) win. It could overwhelm her desires and drives, turning her into a plaything all over again. Maybe she would be able to grunt or growl or fight a little harder, but that's what is make much difference in the end… 
 
    "Do you like him?" 
 
    "I do," Emily replied with a little flush playing along her cheeks. 
 
    "Do you love him?" 
 
    Emily's brows creased as she heard those words. "I, I don't know. I guess it's too early to tell?" She uttered those words, but she didn't know if they were true. Judging by that look of incredulity on Alyssa's face, she didn't know either. 
 
    "What's he like?" 
 
    "He's smart, he's considerate, and he selfless," she replied. Then she thought of what it felt like when he held her down, when he came at her from behind, and when their bodies connected. A different kind of pink played along her cheeks, and her little sister grinned at her.  
 
    "It sounds like you really care about him," she said. 
 
    "It's complicated," Emily answered. Although she liked to think she had a pretty good sense of who Trevor was as a man, she couldn't be sure one way or the other. Maybe he would come back, only the program would be different this time. Maybe it would wipe away all of her independence, subsuming her personality with the drive to obey. But he wouldn't really do that, would he? 
 
    "Hey, so I'm going out with some friends," Alyssa told her. 
 
    "Friends? But you only got here yesterday," Emily pointed out. 
 
    "What can I say?" Her sister shrugged, "I’m popular, and I know how to get along with people. But you know, you could join us if you want." 
 
    Emily smirked for a moment. She thought of what it would be like to hang out with Emily and her new friends. At some point, someone would say the wrong thing, and suddenly the protocols would be triggered. With a rueful smile, Emily shook her head, "Thank you for the offer. It's very kind of you, but I think I'm going to be staying home today." 
 
    "You sure? Do you have to go to work?" 
 
    "I can work from home," Emily replied. But even as she spoke, she wondered how long it would be before Trevor returned. Realistically, she couldn't take any chances. She didn't regret leaving last night, especially because her little sister could have gotten into a lot of trouble, but she had to wonder what would have happened if Trevor hadn't saved her. 
 
    "Okay," Alyssa said with another shrug. "I'm going to go take a shower and get dressed. Have fun!" 
 
    "Yeah," Emily replied appeared "I'm going to have lots of fun." 
 
      
 
    At first, Emily sat down, and she told herself she would be able to concentrate. She aimed her attention at the screen, and she focused on the different messages bouncing back and forth between her assistant, different members of the faculty, and administrators on campus. 
 
    Normally, she was pretty good at working her way through these different questions and issues. Problems of budgeting, resource allocation, and prioritization had always been so easy for her, but now she squirmed in her office chair. She held her knees together, and she tried not to think of Trevor. 
 
    But then Emily jumped up onto her feet, and she started pacing back and forth. At first, she didn't know what she was doing. Maybe she just wanted to burn off some energy, she told herself. 
 
    She walked back and forth in front of her computer again and again. Eventually, she decided this wasn't going to be enough. Or maybe it was the simple fact that her thoughts kept drifting. She couldn't concentrate on that email. She couldn't worry about some intercampus memo. 
 
    Instead, she needed to feel that rush of satisfaction. 
 
    Her fingers pushed down against the palms of her hands, she had to wonder again if this was the implant or something else. Maybe the small device had simply released something. 
 
    But she wanted to think of Trevor again. She wanted to imagine him on top of her… 
 
    Heading back to her bedroom, Emily threw herself down onto the mattress. She pulled the sheet over her body, and then she yanked down her pants and panties all at once. She spread her legs and slipped her other hand up underneath her shirt. She felt so dirty and she started to tease her nipples, gliding her fingertips along the left side of her chest, then the right. She played with those points until they stiffened. 
 
    At the same time, she started stroking herself. Emily brushed her fingers along her slit. 
 
    She remembered what it had been like, to be completely under his power, to be his robotic doll. 
 
    For just a moment, Emily stopped. Her eyes opened wide, and she stared up at the ceiling without really seeing anything. She contemplated what this meant. 
 
    Did she really like the idea of being so completely helpless? 
 
    No! 
 
    "But it felt so good," she whispered to no one in particular. 
 
    She had been stripped of her freedom, her independence, and her responsibility. She had lost everything that made her a powerful woman. 
 
    In that latex outfit, she had become his plaything, and he didn't even know who he was using. As far as he had been concerned, she was nothing but a dumb machine, incapable of really thinking for herself. 
 
    That's what she craved again. 
 
    In the privacy of her own thoughts, she could admit it. 
 
    She remembered standing there in front of him, ready to be used and exploited. She remembered his hands gliding along her body, and then he ordered her down onto her hands and knees. She had been braced with her back straight, her chin up, and it had felt so incredible. He pumped into her, thrusting hard and fast. He plowed her, making her desperate for more. 
 
    Emily started picturing a different scenario, one where he would come back, and he would touch his phone to the back of her neck. 
 
    "Is this really going to work?" Emily would ask. 
 
    "Absolutely," he would promise, and she would be too naïve to really question him. 
 
    Only then, she would feel the program reassert itself. Panicked, she would ask, "What, what's going on? What are you doing? 
 
    "I’m turning you into the sex slave you were always meant to be," he would tell her. 
 
    She would try to spin around, to face him, and to fight him, but it wouldn't do any good. This man would have complete control over her now. As these thoughts coursed through her mind, she could feel the soft swell of her clit against one hand. Her other set of fingers played with her nipples, gently pinching, stroking, teasing and flicking. 
 
    "Face it, Emily. You were never meant to be an independent woman. You were always meant to be a plaything. You need to be a slave." 
 
    "No, you can't do this," she would say. But then, the reinvigorated program would seize control of her mind at her body, turning her into the living toy he expected. In the next moment, her voice would become flat, and her expression impassive, "Please indicate enslavement protocols." 
 
    "Dumb slut," he would say, and then she would turn around. He would slip the mask over her face, and she would become his private plaything once again. Emily would get on her knees and suck his cock. She would spread her legs for him. He could make this woman give up her bank accounts, rewrite his grades with her departmental passwords, and take every iota dignity she once possessed. 
 
    And he would tell her all about it as he rammed into her, pulling on her hair, holding her down, choking her, and using her. He would claim this girl for himself, and her life outside of his service would be over… 
 
    In actuality, Emily kept touching herself, gliding her fingers along her opening. She teased and massaged her clitoris until she was right there, close, so incredibly close! 
 
    Then she heard the knock on the door. 
 
    Trevor! 
 
    Biting down on her lower lip, Emily didn't know what to do. Her heart was pounding fast, and her breathing came in those ragged little gasps. Part of her really, really wanted to finish, but what if he decided to wander off? 
 
    Wishing she could finish, feeling both denied and horny, Emily pulled her pants and panties back on. From there, she scurried back to the front door. Without checking the peephole, she threw the door open, and she saw him standing there, but it wasn't Trevor… 
 
    It was Max. 
 
      
 
    Max O'Brien smirked at her and asked, "What? Did you really think I was just going to let you wander off? As far as I'm concerned, you belong to me now. Now, invite me inside." 
 
    Seeing this man sent a flare of adrenaline running through her body. Worse, his appearance seemed to stimulate the implant as well. Although she had no idea how the different algorithms and mechanisms worked together, she still experienced their effects, and now her mouth started moving. Perhaps Emily would have been able to resist the effects, only the impulses caught her off guard. Her lips parted, and then they started moving, shaping the words this man demanded, "Would you like to come inside?" 
 
    "I would," he said. 
 
    He started to step forward, and Emily realized that this might be her only chance, so she started to swing the door shut. She needed to slammed it right there, in front of his face, and then go lock herself in her bedroom. If she couldn't hear him, that he couldn't give her commands (Emily actually had no idea whether or not this was true, but the idea sounded good). 
 
    Unfortunately, he slammed his hand against the door, stopping it. She kept trying to shove it closed, only he was stronger than her. He pushed his way into the house, and then she stumbled back, suddenly terrified. The fear pulsed along her skin as he grinned at her. "Activate slave protocols," he said very clearly. 
 
    Instantly, her voice shifted. Before, she had fantasized about the robotic directives taking control of her mind and body. Now she attempted to fight those words, but they pressed against her lips as the implant hijacked control. "Please indicate your chosen protocol." Then it got worse because she added, "Baseline protocols include Obedient Slave, Reluctant Slave, Rebellious Slave, Horny Schoolgirl, Eager Servant, Eager Secretary, Grateful Slut, and Standard Slut." 
 
    In the next second, she shook her head, and she stumbled back. "No. No, you can't do this to me." 
 
    "Fascinating," he said. "You're fighting me, aren't you?" 
 
    "Whatever was wrong with me before, it's better now," she said, knowing full well he would see through her obvious lie, especially because of what she had just said. 
 
    He took another step forward, and she braced herself. 
 
    He seemed so powerful. Taller and broader than her, he smirked with an entitled sense of power and control. "What did you ask me for? Obedient Slave? Reluctant Slave? Rebellious Slave? What are some of the other options? Oh yes, schoolgirl, servant, secretary, or different flavors of slut." 
 
    "Please indicate preferred protocol," she said robotically. The words came at her, and her mouth shaped those sounds, but she couldn't fight them back, no matter how hard she tried, not this time. 
 
    He took another step closer. "I'm taking you back with me," he said. "As far as I'm concerned, you're going to become my slave. I'm going to use you and share you however I see fit. I'm going to make sure that you are my personal toy." 
 
    "No. You can't," she said. 
 
    "Why not?" 
 
    "Because…" Emily started. For so long, she had been adept at summoning arguments instantly, but now her mind blanked. 
 
    "That's right," he said, and now he pounced. 
 
    When he moved into grabbed her, Emily almost wanted to surrender completely. She almost needed to yield, to give in and to accept her fate. He could drag her back by her hair to his fraternity house, and she could spend the next days, weeks, even months or years getting taken again and again, used and gangbanged by this boy and his friends. 
 
    He reached out for her, and she tried to stumble back. At the last instant, right before he could grab her by the back of her neck, she slid away, turning and twisting. Her feet nearly slipped out from beneath her, but Emily started running. 
 
    She slammed her feet down against the floor, pushing as much speed into her body as she could. With the panic tightening around her chest, Emily glanced over her shoulder, and she watched as he strode after her. He didn't break into a run, however. Calm and methodical, he took his time as he hunted her. 
 
    Soon enough, she found herself back at her bedroom door. 
 
    "Stop," he called out, his voice echoing through the house. 
 
    Emily froze. Her body locked up, but she told herself she could beat this. She could defeat him! 
 
    The implant can't control me. I'm in control of my own body, she told herself. Emily wasn’t a robot, and she couldn’t be programmed. 
 
    And yet, she still couldn't move. He came closer and closer now, cutting the distance between them with every step. 
 
    Finally, her fingers started to twitch, and she overwhelmed the implant. She could feel the warmth spread from the back of her neck down along her shoulders, but she didn't think about what that meant. She threw herself into her bedroom, and she spun around, ready to slam the door shut and to lock it, but he was right there! 
 
    Like at the front door, he held it open, and now she stumbled back again. 
 
    "This is your bedroom," he said, glancing around. "Very nice. Tell me, do you have any toys here?" 
 
    "This is my house, get out before I call the police," she growled at him. 
 
    "Tell me you want me here." 
 
    Her fingertips pushed down into the palms of her hands, and the words were right there. She could have let them flow forth. She could have gushed with enthusiasm, like some horny kids who couldn't wait to have this boy there with her. She could have giggled, grinned, and twirled her hair around one of her fingertips as she looked at him with eager, bedroom eyes. Instead, she fought back those urges because she knew they were artificial. 
 
    Max studied her for the next one, two, three, four full seconds. 
 
    Then her resistance broke, and she said, "I want you here." 
 
    "Obedient Slave," he said. 
 
    "Protocol initiated," she answered. 
 
    "Let's start with something simple. Do you have any sex toys?" 
 
    Oh no! 
 
    She thought of that shopping trip and how she had been forced to go buy all of those toys and outfits… 
 
    "Yes, Master," she said automatically, her voice sounding mechanical and automated. "I have lots of sex toys." 
 
    "Lots?" Max said, sounding both amused and impressed. "Show them to me." 
 
    No! She couldn't! 
 
    Emily instantly recalled that shop. At the same time, regret twisted inside of her gut because she should have gotten rid of everything. And yet, he had programmed her to be an Obedient Slave, which made resistance so much harder. She took one step, then another and another as she headed toward the closet. As she did so, she had to ask, "How did you find me?" 
 
    "This is your house," he said. "It didn't take much research to figure out where you live. Now, no stalling. I want to see exactly what you have." 
 
    She stepped to the closet, opened the door, and she rifled through the discarded clothing until she found the black, plastic bags. She pulled them out and dropped them at her feet. 
 
    "No, no," he said. "Put them on the bed. Then lower yourself down onto your knees, cross you wrists behind your back, and stay quiet until I talk to you again." 
 
    Emily couldn't do it! She wouldn't! 
 
    Summoning her resolve and willpower again, the obedient slave attempted to hold out. If she could just stand there, then maybe she could break the circuitry inside of the implant? She had no idea whether or not something like that could actually work, but she had to try it, didn't she? 
 
    And yet, the implant knew exactly what to do. Maybe it had been damaged or partially reprogrammed, but that wasn't good enough. It forced her to obey this man, so she carried the bags over to the bed as ordered. Next, she lowered herself down onto her knees, and then she crossed her wrists and her back. 
 
    "You're trying to fight me," he said, sounding amused. Or maybe there was something else hiding underneath those words. He sounded intrigued but maybe concerned as well. "What's going on?" 
 
    No! She couldn't tell him! 
 
    "I was able to upload a partial fix for the implant at the base of my neck, so I am still compelled to obey, but I can fight you now." She tried to smirk, but it didn't work. Even so, she forced out the other words, "You might as well give up. Just leave. You're not going to be able to defeat me." 
 
    "Tell me that I can defeat you," he commanded. 
 
    "You can defeat me," she replied. It wasn't fair, not when she needed most of her strength for one declaration or another. Resisting the implant drained away so much of her strength, leaving her vulnerable and making it easy for this man to order her around. 
 
    "That's what I thought," he said. "Now, stand up slowly, strip, and then spread your legs and cross your hands behind your back again." 
 
    "What, what you going to do to me?" 
 
    "I'm going to play with some of these toys," he said as he looked through the black, plastic bags. 
 
    Emily had done her best to forget about those implements, outfits, and items. She didn't want to imagine what a boy like Max might be able to do to her, but she obeyed his command nonetheless. As she surrendered, she stood up, pulled off her T-shirt, and then she thinks down her pants and her panties. She threw her pajamas off to the side, and then she stood there with her legs spread and her hands locked behind her back. 
 
    He founded the handcuffs, lifted them up, and help them in front of her. "These look lovely," he said. "Should I cuff you, slut?" 
 
    "Don't you dare," she snarled. 
 
    "Yeah, I think you need to be cuffed," he said, but he wasn't done searching through the bags. Then he found a black, leather collar, and he lifted it up. "This looks quite nice. I think a girl like you should definitely where this." 
 
    "You can't put a collar on me!" 
 
    "Tell me you want to be collared. Tell me you need it, slave." 
 
    "Master, I want to be collared. I need to be collared." 
 
    "Because it's a symbol of your status, isn't it? You're going to be a toy, and I'm going to hire you out. I'm going to let guys use you whenever they want. They just have to pay." 
 
    "No!" 
 
    "Yes," Max said with a knowing chuckle. Then he stepped forward, and he slipped collar around her neck, drawing it tight and locking it on. After that, he turned her around, and he slipped the cuffs around her wrists. 
 
    Right as the metal touched her skin, she jerked her arm away. For an instant, the panic gave her enough strength to fight back. She slapped him across the face, her hand striking hard. After that, Emily tried to spin around, to brush off back toward the door and out of there. She didn't care she had to sprint down the street naked. She would do anything to escape! 
 
    His hand shot out, and he grabbed her by her hair. Then he shoved her down onto her knees, and he ordered, "Stop." 
 
    She froze once again, locked in position and held in place by the power of the implant. Emily kept struggling, but she had burned through most of her strength, leaving her depleted and vulnerable to the implant and its influence. 
 
    "You're going to pay for that," he said. "Yes, I saw the paddle. I also saw the nipple clamps. But you know, since I'm going to turn you into my slave, I'm going to have to take you out tonight. I'm thinking a buddy of mine can make a few modifications. Oh, and he owns something else that might be helpful." 
 
    "You're not going to get away with this," she snarled. 
 
    And yet, he grabbed her by her hair, pulled her up, and shoved her across the bed. Then, just as he promised, he pulled out the paddle, and he tightened his grip around it. 
 
    "Are you ready? Are you ready to cry?" 
 
    Emily promised herself she wouldn't make any sounds. 
 
    She broke that promise almost immediately. The paddle came down hard, far harder than she expected. Pain blossomed along her skin, flashing from one nerve to the next and throughout her body. With that pain scraping out her, she gasped. With the next strike, she cried out. Her eyes moistened, and she could feel the tears right there. 
 
    He struck again and again, bringing the paddle down hard. 
 
    Then he couldn't help himself. But this girl bent over the bed, her legs spread, he unzipped his pants, and he fingered her. "Exactly what I thought," he said. 
 
    "No! Not again! You can't!" 
 
    But he pulled on her hair, and she tried to bring her legs together, but the implant seized control of her because it was obvious that her Master wanted to use her. But the humiliation burning through her, he penetrated her, making those whimpers of desperation morph into moments of ecstasy. 
 
    Emily had already been close when he first arrived. 
 
    "I'm thinking about getting you tattooed," he said. "What do you think of that, slut?" 
 
    "I, I will obey my Master!" That wasn't what Emily intended to say, but the implant forced her to tell this man exactly what he wished to hear. 
 
    "And don't forget the piercings," he said. "Maybe later, we can even take you to a surgeon." 
 
    Her eyes grew wide as she stared up at him. Her bottom lip shook as she imagined of those different scenarios and what a wealthy guy like Max O'Brien could do to her. 
 
    "For right now, just enjoy this," he said as he pumped her, thrusting forward, pulling back, and to savoring the heat of her body as he enjoyed her opening. In that moment, Emily understood something: she was nothing but a toy for him to use. He could pump her, but he would never respect her. He would always think of her as an object. 
 
    It didn't matter that she was supposed to be better than this, not while she kept panting and moaning. He yanked on her hair again, but the pain couldn't distract her. If anything, it only heightened her sensitivity. 
 
    Finally, he grunted as he came hard, satisfying himself with her body. 
 
    He pulled back, and he glanced down at her. "Suck me clean, slave." 
 
    Somehow, she managed not to answer even though there was that bright, vivid temptation to say, "Yes, Master. Thank you, Master." 
 
    Her backside was red, her scalp ached, and her cheeks burned with fresh waves of shame, but she turned around. With her hands still trapped behind her back, she kneeled, and then she saw his erection. 
 
    He came, so now there was that mixture of his excitement and her juices. Even so, she leaned forward, but he didn't like the angle, so he grabbed onto her hair again, pulling on her dark strands and using them like a leash. Then he pumped her face, working her slowly, taking his time. 
 
    "Good girl," he told her. "That's right. Show me what you can do. Show me where you belong, slut." 
 
    She opened her eyes and glared at him. Although her expression blazed with hot anger, he just laughed. There was something so entertaining about seeing this young woman, helpless on her knees, especially with that collar around her neck and the cuffs on her wrists. As far as he was concerned, this it was exactly where she belonged. 
 
    At least he just climaxed, she told herself. It wasn't like he would be able to do it again. That's what she hoped, anyway. 
 
    But now, with his fingers interwoven with her hair, he pumped her face, slowly at first. Then he sped up, only to relax the pace again. She kept her lips wet and tight around his cock. She tasted his ejaculate, plus her excitement. As she did all of this, she kept hoping she might hear another knock on the door. Trevor would find her, right? You would come in here and save her. 
 
    His obedient slave clenched her eyes shut, and she imagined what it would be like to see Trevor punching this guy in the face, knocking him out, and rescuing her. 
 
    And yet, the rest of the house remained stubbornly silent. Neither Trevor nor Alyssa came back, getting this man plenty of time to pump his cock into her eager mouth. 
 
    Moment by moment, the excitement burned through her body, becoming more pleasurable, more intense. She hated the fact that part of her could want this, yet the implant altered her physiology. It modified her thoughts, rewriting the way her mind worked. 
 
    "Get ready to swallow," he said. 
 
    Several minutes had gone by. That wasn't enough time, was it? 
 
    It couldn't be! 
 
    Despite those silent declarations, Emily understood what was about to happen. She braced herself, knowing that she wouldn't be able to escape inevitable. 
 
    He pumped her face faster now, sliding his cock deep into her mouth, almost making her choke. As he used her pretty lips, she got ready. 
 
    Yes, she could feel it again, that throbbing pulsation. His load splashed against the back of her throat, and she gulped it down. 
 
    "Good," he said. "Now, let's get you out of here," he said. 
 
    Predictably, he found the leash in one of those black bags. Without hesitating, he attached it to her collar. 
 
    "What are you going to make me wear?" Emily inquired. 
 
    "Make you wear?" Max asked as though he didn't understand the question. With a smirk, he explained, "I'm pretty sure I can just wrap you in a towel and drag you back to my guy." 
 
    He meant it, she realized. 
 
    Max really intended to take her off to some tattoo artist where she could be marked and pierced! 
 
    "Tell me you want to be used," he said. 
 
    "I want to be used," she replied obediently. 
 
    "And tell me you're ready to go." 
 
    "I'm ready to go," she said with her hands still cuffed behind her back and at the leash leading to her collar. Right then, he tugged, pulling her out of her bedroom, and she was still naked! As far as he was concerned, the humiliation had only begun. 
 
      
 
    Max may have enjoyed degrading her, but he wasn't a fool. He understood that dragging a naked woman outside, especially while cuffed, could draw the wrong kind of attention. That's why he stopped at the bathroom, and he grabbed a towel. That was it, just a towel, and he wrapped it around her. This would only provide her with a tiny bit of coverage for a few seconds. 
 
    That's all he needed. 
 
    Holding onto her leash, he pulled her quickly, and she stumbled after him, desperate to keep up. 
 
    Then he opened the trunk of his car, and he barked out one command before she could realize what was about to happen, "Get in." 
 
    Emily hesitated for just a moment as she struggled against the implant's control. Yes, she hesitated, and maybe that could have felt like some sort of victory, only she climbed in nonetheless. He pushed her the rest of the way in, and she fell with her hands locked behind her back. 
 
    "Oh, I grabbed something else for you," he said. That's when he pushed the ball gag between her teeth. Her eyes widened, and she it opened her mouth to protest, but that was a mistake. Now the rubber pushed up against the roof of her mouth, and she couldn't even touch her lips together. 
 
    Immediately, she tried to scream out for attention. Maybe she would get lucky. In her fantasies, a cop could drive by at that exact moment and stopped to ask what was going on. If she could look desperate or panicked just long enough, then Max would have to answer some very awkward questions. 
 
    It didn't work. With the gag in her mouth, she couldn't make enough noise. 
 
    Emily tried to fill her lungs; she tried to inhale deeply, to shout out, to screech, and to draw as much attention as she possibly could. 
 
    But he pushed her down into the trunk of his car and everything turned dark only a few seconds later. Gagged and helpless, she knew she would be stuck there. 
 
    The engine came on with a vibrating roar, and he started driving. 
 
    At first, Emily wondered if maybe she should try to keep track of who their destination. Maybe this information would be useful at some point? 
 
    No, probably not. 
 
    After that, she attempted to figure out some way to escape the trunk. At several points, the vehicle came to a stop. Each time, she wondered if she could pop the trunk open, climb out, and get help. If a naked girl suddenly ran out of a vehicle, everyone would know something was wrong. Plus, if there were a bunch of stop signs or stop lights, then that meant there would probably be more traffic. Right? 
 
    It didn't matter. 
 
    The department chairwoman was stuck down there, on her side, wiggling and squirming like captured livestock. At several points, she shouted, hoping maybe someone would be able to overhear her, but it was impossible for her to know whether or not there were any other people nearby. 
 
    Like it or not, she was stuck as cargo at the back of his vehicle. 
 
    He continued to drive, and then he stopped, he turned off the engine, and she had to wait, wondering what was going to happen. 
 
    Emily braced herself. 
 
    At first, she entertained of this fantasy where he would pop up in the trunk again, and she could leap up, butting her head into the underside of his jaw. Disoriented and confused, he would fall backwards, and she could run off. 
 
    But he didn't open the trunk. 
 
    The seconds quickly turned to minutes, and Emily had to wonder where he had gone or what he was doing. 
 
    Finally, the trunk opened, and there was Max, but he wasn't alone. 
 
    "Cute slut," said the stranger. 
 
    "Jackson, I want you to meet Professor Emily Cantor. She’s supposed to be important at my school or whatever, but it's time for us to get her fixed up." 
 
    Emily tried shaking her head. Although she couldn't speak, not with that red, rubber ball strapped into her mouth, yet she could still communicate something, couldn't she? With nothing but her gaze, she stared at this man, and she attempted to convey how much she didn't want to be right there. She was a prisoner! He had to see this! This was illegal! 
 
    "Let's get her inside and strapped down." 
 
    Strapped down? What did that mean? 
 
    The two men hauled her out of the trunk, and that's when she realized they were in a bad part of town. The police probably rolled through from time to time, but they didn't care about the poor people who lived here. 
 
    She glanced up, saw the dingy brick building with the neon sign, and her insides twisted. 
 
    The neon sign glowed: The Laboratory: Body Modifications. 
 
    Right away, she tried to scream, knowing that whatever happened here would be permanent. She squirmed, thrashing from side to side, like she thought she would be able to free herself. The two men dragged her through the door, and the lights came on and automatically. 
 
    Despite the rough, dirty exterior, the inside area was quite a bit cleaner than she expected. There were different stalls, one after another with comfortable looking chairs. They brought her down to the very end, and that's when she saw another tattoo station, only this one was different from all of the others. 
 
    It came with straps. 
 
    "Want to see something fun?" Max asked his friend. 
 
    Jackson shrugged. He was a taller guy with shaggy hair, stubble, and a distant look in his eyes, like he was always more interested in art rather than anything else going on around him. 
 
    Jackson shrugged while Max studied the woman who could have been his teacher, "Get on your knees, slut." 
 
    No, no, no, she wasn't going to do it! Fighting hard to build up her resistance, she worked to tense the muscles in her legs. If she just stayed on her knees, then maybe she could show the artist that she wasn't going to cooperate. And if she wasn't going to cooperate, the maybe she wouldn't be worth his time… 
 
    This possibility gave her strength for those first few seconds, right until the moment when her knees buckled, and she lowered herself down. Naked and on display, she kept her knees together. At least she was able to keep her dignity intact that way, at least for a few more seconds. Sure, her breasts were on easy display, and her lungs kept pumping, making her mountains rise and fall. Her stomach was flat with tension, and her pubic hair was on display, but she didn't look up. 
 
    "Spread your legs," Max said. 
 
    Again she tried to fight and resist his command, but she lost anyway. 
 
    At once, she obeyed. 
 
    "What else can you make her do?" 
 
    "Anything you want," Max said. 
 
    "Anything?" 
 
    "Later," Max replied. 
 
    "Really? I can't just play with her now?" 
 
    "Dude, I want you to do a good job with her. I want to make sure this is some of your best work. That means you can't tire yourself out with her before you even get started." 
 
    Jackson rolled his eyes, like he hated this justification even if he understood. 
 
    "Fine. Whatever." 
 
    "Slut, sit down in the chair and spread your legs. Put your arms and legs in the straps like a good girl." 
 
    "I'm not going to obey you," she growled back through the gag. Maybe he couldn't understand her or maybe he could figure out exactly what she tried to convey. Either way, she managed to hesitate. Maybe it was already being down on her knees or having her arms cuffed behind her back that granted her strength. In any case, Emily managed to hold out for a few more seconds, but then Max grabbed her by her hair and jerked her onto her feet. 
 
    He turned her around, and then he unlocked her cuffs. From there, she was free, but she still didn't have the strength to spin around and slap him across the face again, no matter how satisfying that smack would've sounded. 
 
    He pushed her down, and she fell against the soft leather. 
 
    Once she was in position, she could have crossed her ankles and brought her wrists up to her lap. Instead, the implant asserted its will over her. Moment by moment, she lost control until she rested her wrists on the arm rests. Then she spread her legs, and she knew how she looked. 
 
    Jackson and Max worked together. They strapped her down, making sure she couldn't go anywhere. 
 
    The moment the leather restraints looped around her wrists and ankles and were drawn tight, she gulped and suddenly felt this surge of freedom and independence. Maybe the AI programmed in the implant recognized her newfound circumstances. Because she couldn't go anywhere anyway, it allowed her to start fighting. 
 
    She jerked to the left, to the right. She through her body as much a she could, but it still wasn't enough. 
 
    "I think I want you to start with her inner thighs," Max said.  
 
    "What am I going to be writing?" 
 
    "Right down here," Max explained as he reached down and splayed his fingers along the right side of her inner thighs, "I want you to write Dumb. On the other side, tattoo Slut." 
 
    "Can do," said the artist. 
 
    "No!" Emily hollered out again. She screamed at the top of her lungs, yet the ball gag absorbed most of the sound. She should have been streaking, but the guys didn't even seem to mind. 
 
    "I think you should pierce her nipples." 
 
    "You want me to use any painkillers?" 
 
    "What do you think, Emily? Should you get some painkillers for that?" 
 
    She gulped. Her throat tensed as the fear pulsed through her body because she understood what that piercing agony could feel like. She had never, ever experienced anything like that before, yet she had a vivid imagination. Besides, it wasn't hard to figure out. 
 
    Still, Emily didn't know whether or not she should cooperate. Taking frantic little puffs through her nostrils, she stared at Jackson, then back at Max. Knowing she wouldn't be able to win any mercy from these males, she still needed to decide whether or not she would play along. If she cooperated and behaved herself, then maybe Max would let her get the anesthetics. Maybe. 
 
    If she tried to protect her dignity, then she already knew what would happen. 
 
    They would make it hurt. A lot. 
 
    Her eyes watered as she remembered how Max had paddled her. At the time, she hadn't been able to see his face, yet it was so easy to picture the sadistic glee playing across his face. 
 
    She gulped, and she nodded. 
 
    "Would you be willing to do anything for them?"  
 
    She nodded again, frantic this time. 
 
    "That's what I thought," Max said. As he said those words, he reached down. The back of his hand slid across her cheek, then down to her collar. From there, he fondled her breasts, pinching her nipples before twisting them. She arched her back and struggled against at the restraints, but she was still held down, trapped there, on display and unable to move. 
 
    Now his hand went down between her legs, and he started fingering her, rubbing her until she moaned. 
 
    Technically, Emily didn't have to make those sounds, but she understood that he intended to play with her. He was showing off for his friend, so she started raising her hips, rubbing herself on him like some horny dog girl. 
 
    At first, she told herself she was doing this to satisfy Max. Even as those thoughts crossed her mind, she knew that some part of her desperately craved this and more. 
 
    Then he pulled his hand away, held up his fingers, and said, "Definitely a dumb slut." 
 
    "What about her face?" 
 
    "I'm going to think about it, but I love the idea of writing something on her cheeks." 
 
    "Just so you know, once we tattoo her, there's no going back." 
 
    "What do you think of that, Emily? There's no going back." 
 
    She gulped, terrified. 
 
    "Get started on her inner thighs, then do her nipples. I’ll be back in a couple of hours." 
 
    "You're the boss," Jackson replied. 
 
    Max turned and started walking away. Once he was gone, Jackson glanced back at her. "Tattoos or piercings first?" 
 
    She tried to answer, but Emily still couldn't speak with the gag in her mouth. 
 
    "Let's to the piercings first," he announced. 
 
    The prisoner’s eyes shined as the tears gathered over her blue irises, making them even brighter than before. 
 
    He pulled out the needles, he swabbed something along her breasts, especially over the tips of her nipples, and then he pinched at her skin. His grip was powerful, pressing down. 
 
    Her breathing quickened, and she tried to tell herself that the sensations had faded. He had definitely applied the analgesic. Right? 
 
    Emily still didn’t know one way or another, but then he pierced her right nipple. The needle punctured her skin, and the pain exploded through her. She arched her back, twisting and struggling, but he moved perfectly in sync with her, making sure she didn't do any unnecessary damage. 
 
    Once the needle was through, he slid a slender study into position, locking it on. 
 
    "Let's try the bell," he said. 
 
    He attached a small, silver bell to her nipple, and she squirmed some more. The pain remained, only the intensity started to fade, at least a little bit. Or maybe it was just her imagination. 
 
    Then he grabbed her other nipple; it was time to pierce it too. 
 
    She looked at him, staring at him with big, nervous eyes. She understood how much this was going to sting, but maybe she could convince them to stop? Maybe she could get him to demonstrate some mercy? 
 
    He pierced her nipple, and she cried out, screaming into her gag. As she fought the restraints, the first bell jingled and jangled. The sweet little sounds resonated on the air along with her panting gasps of dismay. 
 
    Again, she kicked and tried to punch her way free, but she still couldn't break free from those restraints. They held her down, locking her in place, exactly where he needed her. 
 
    When he finished, he slipped another stud into position, and he attached a similar bell. 
 
    "Not bad," he said, flicking the first bell, then the second one. They both jingled again. 
 
    Next, he pulled out his tattoo gun. "Are you ready?" 
 
    Emily tried to say something. 
 
    This time, he seemed to understand, and he reached out, grabbing onto her gag and pulling it from between her lips. 
 
    "Thank you, thank you," she gasped out the words. With the gag dangling down against her rib cage, she worried he might silence her again. She licked her lips, glanced at him, and she started begging. "Thank you, but please, you can't do this to me. Please, I don't want to be his slave." 
 
    "But you agreed to this," Jackson said. 
 
    "I know, but…" 
 
    "You know how much Max is paying me?" 
 
    "I don't, but please, I don't want to be treated like this. Like you said, this is all going to be permanent." 
 
    "I'm just doing my job," he said. 
 
    Emily watched as he leaned down, and that's when he started to outline the letters for the right side of her inner thighs. Suddenly, the tip of the needle bit down, shooting into her skin and depositing those little droplets of ink. One by one, he started working. She clenched her eyes shut and bit down. Strangely enough, the pain still resonating from her nipples helped to distract her. 
 
    And yet, she was getting marked! She felt like a piece of meat! 
 
    "I'm not a slave," she whispered to herself. 
 
    At several points, while Jackson worked, Emily kept glancing over toward the door. In her nightmare scenarios, Max would come back and have her completely mutilated. Maybe he would write something like WHORE along her cheeks. Those letters could be permanently marked, and then she would never, ever be able to return to academia. Her entire career would be wrecked, and she would be utterly dependent on Max and his fraternity brothers. Just as he planned, she really would become his personal plaything, used by him and all of his friends whenever they felt like it… 
 
    As she glanced over at the door, there were other images as well. 
 
    Like some damsel in distress, she envisioned Trevor. He could burst through the door, run up to Jackson, tackle this guy, and maybe knock him out with one swift punch. Then he would release her from the restraints, scoop her up into his arms, and he could carry her away. 
 
    Once Jackson finished with her, tattooing her face and the soft, tender skin of her legs, would Trevor even want her? 
 
    Her heart kicked while being her chest as the adrenaline spread through her veins, but Emily still didn't know what to do or say. 
 
    Finally, she glanced back at the door. 
 
    Trevor didn't appear. 
 
    He wouldn't be able to appear either. 
 
    She had gotten lucky once before, at that fraternity party. It was a huge event, one that attracted people like Alyssa, Trevor, and dozens of other college students who could just show up. But this was a private business, and she didn't see any other artists or customers here. In fact, the Laboratory was probably closed. No one would interrupt. 
 
    No one would save her… 
 
    Emily would have to do this herself. 
 
    "Do you, do you know when he's coming back?" Emily asked as a possibility sprouted. 
 
    "He should be back soon," Jackson said. "I think he said something about getting you a programmer." 
 
    "No…" 
 
    If another programmer showed up, then they would be able to “fix” her. They could make sure the implant had absolute control over her every thought and decision. 
 
    Emily gulped at the possibility, but she was about to say something else when the door to the workspace opened again. 
 
    Sure enough, Max sauntered into the room, and she opened her mouth. She was ready to argue with him, to demand her release, only then she realized it would be a terrible mistake, especially because he wasn't alone. 
 
    Behind Max, there was another guy. He had long black hair, and he wore a leather jacket. 
 
    "Hey, slut," Max said. "This is my friend, Derek. Guess what? Derek he's something of an expert when it comes to programming. So guess what we are going to do?" 
 
    Because she didn't want to be gagged again, Emily knew she had to play his game, "What? What is he going to do?" 
 
    "Since I got you here, and you're already strapped down, I figured now would be a good time to fix your implant." 
 
    Fresh ways of fear bubbled up inside of her chest, "What?" Emily couldn't think of anything else to ask. Her mind to turned fuzzy hazy, like she couldn't put these ideas together. It seemed impossible. 
 
    No, he couldn't be serious. He couldn't really mean it, could he? 
 
    Max sauntered over to her, ran his fingers through her hair, and he grabbed those tresses, pulling her head back so she had to look up at him. 
 
    "That's right. After we’re done with you, the implant is going to work perfectly. And guess what? You're going to worship me. As far as you're concerned, you'll be nothing but a mindless bimbo ready to follow every single command." 
 
    "No," she said. 
 
    "Yes," he answered with a knowing smile. As far as he was concerned, he couldn't possibly lose. He stepped back, and all three men watched as Emily started struggling again. She pulled on her restraints, yanking as hard as she could, but she was a petite girl. She lacked the muscle power necessary to rip through those restraints. 
 
    "Are you ready?" Max taunted. "Are you ready to get fixed?" 
 
    "No...wait!" 
 
    "For?" taunted her captor. 
 
    "Please…" Emily said. Her breathing caught in her throat, and her entire body seemed to lock up. The programmer hadn't touched her yet, but Max seemed to enjoy the abject panic that played across Emily's pretty face. She kept struggling, throwing her body to the left or right as she attempted to free herself. It wasn't going to work, however. 
 
    The worst part? 
 
    The jingling. 
 
    At first, Emily didn't even hear the sounds, mostly because she was terrified by what would happen. If she truly became enslaved to Max, what would happen to her? How would he use her? Different possibilities flashed behind her eyes, so she knew she had to stop this. But how? What could she do? They had her thoroughly trapped. 
 
    "Please, please don't do this. Please, I, I can be your slave!" Once that possibility occurred to her, she knew that this might be her only chance. 
 
    "Go on," he said, motioning for her to continue. 
 
    "You, you don't have to program me. I, I can just be your slave, okay? I swear, I won't fight the implant. In fact, I will, I will do my best to serve you, Master." 
 
    She offered genuine, voluntary servitude. 
 
    Max glanced back at his programmer friend. Then he turned to Jackson. All of these guys were smirking, but Max was clearly the one who enjoyed this the most. The others were artisans. The programmer loved to drift through lines of code, spotting the inefficiencies, reworking the possibilities, and ultimately creating something which he considered beautiful. The artist did the same thing, working with flesh, ink, and needles to craft some of the most beautiful images he could imagine.  
 
    But Max had something else in mind. He simply intended to play with this girl. He wanted to turn her into his ideal toy, the kind of girl who would always be the knee his heel, ready to absorb any time, always eager to please him. 
 
    In fact, women were probably pretty frustrating for a guy like Max. Yes, he had money because of his family connections, and yes, Emily was sure that he could buy a lot of affection from the females in his classes. And yet, those girls would still maintain some veneer of independence, freedom, dignity, and self-respect. It wasn't like virtually every other facet of the economy. With enough money, he could buy anything. Better yet, he could be an entitled jackass, and most people would put up with him. If he mistreated a clerk at some store or a server at a restaurant, the managers would still take his side. He had money, so American capitalism meant that he always deserved respect. So many people would always cling to that idea, "The customer is always right." 
 
    Max could take advantage of that. 
 
    But now, he could really have a sex slave, a girl who would serve him. 
 
    "Please, Master," she said again, her voice quivering. "Please, don't reprogram me!" 
 
    "Would you go down on me?" 
 
    "Yes!" 
 
    "Would you let me use every single one of your holes until you're exhausted, burned out, and begging?" 
 
    "Yes!" She couldn't believe it, but she was bobbing her head down and up. 
 
    "Would you ever try to stop me?" 
 
    "No, Master!" Emily swore. At the same time, she swayed from side to side, making her nipple bells jingle again. 
 
    Max leaned down, and he looked into her eyes. "I want you to know that I'm tempted. I am well and truly tempted to keep you just like this. I love knowing that the implant encourages you to behave. I love knowing how scared you are my friend here. But you know what? I still don't trust you…" 
 
    "What, what are you saying?" Emily had begged to the best of her abilities. That should have been enough. 
 
    "Get what you need," he said. 
 
    Emily started thrashing again as the programmer stepped forward, but this guy just grabbed her by her hair, turned her head to the side, and touched his phone to the back of her neck as Trevor had done. 
 
    She tried to twist free, to break his connection, but he held the phone in place, and she just couldn't go far enough, not while her arms and legs were strapped down into that chair. 
 
    The programmer clicked his tongue and said, "Wow. This stuff is messed up. We got patches, damaged code, and some stuff I have never seen before." 
 
    "So what are you saying?" 
 
    "I'm going to need a couple of hours to get this ready." 
 
    "And then?" Max demanded. 
 
    "And then we can fix her." 
 
    "Do it," he said. 
 
    Max turned back to her. "I guess you got a couple of hours. Then you can say goodbye to that bitchy mind of yours." He drank in the look of fear on her face before turning back to Jackson. "Go ahead and finish. Sorry to interrupt." 
 
    "No problem," he said with just a hint of irritation. 
 
    "You program, I drink, and then we all come back and have fun with this slut," Max announced. 
 
    He slapped his hand down against the programmer's shoulder, and the two of them departed, leaving Emily alone with Jackson. 
 
    In a couple of hours, they would break her. 
 
    It was as simple as that. 
 
    If she didn't figure something out, then she would be trapped as his plaything. She could be bought and sold, taken and used. She would obey every single command. Maybe she would become a passenger in her own body. Maybe some kind of pink fog would fill her head, and she would lose control completely, dissipating into a new set of preprogrammed instincts as though her personality had never existed in the first place… 
 
    Those possibilities made it hard to think. Her insides clenched, and she kept tugging halfheartedly on her restraints without really squirming. 
 
    Then there was the pain of the tattoo gun as Jackson went back to work... 
 
    ...Jackson. 
 
    Wait a second. He didn't know exactly how her implant worked. And Max wasn't here because he didn't have the patience for this kind of endeavor. Instead, he wanted to go off and play. He expected all the work to be completed by the time he came back… 
 
    These thoughts ran through her head, but she didn't know how to put them together, not with the mixture of panic and adrenaline still pounding through her body. Or maybe it with the implant. Maybe it was actively fighting her. 
 
    Then again, it could have been her imagination. 
 
    But what if…? 
 
    One possibility came to her, and she had no idea whether or not this could work, but she glanced down at the restraints around both of her wrists, and she knew it was her only choice. 
 
    Emily started to moan. But this time, it didn't sound like she was in pain despite of the needles jabbing down into her skin. She inhaled, filling her lungs, and she made another desperate sound. 
 
    This time, she got Jackson's attention. He glanced up at her, and her eyes met, and she suppressed to the pain. Instead, she nibbled on her lower lip, and she did everything she could to look like an eager sex slave. Desire seemed to radiate off of this girl as she considered him. 
 
    His eyes narrowed slightly as he considered her. 
 
    "The implant, it has messed with my head. I, I have a hard time with pain. Sometimes, it turns me on." She uttered those words like a confession. "But maybe, maybe you could help me?" 
 
    "What would you want me to do?" Jackson asked, his voice tight with skepticism. 
 
    "Use me?"  
 
    "Use you?" He set down the tattoo gun and stared at her. At that moment, his focus seemed to break, like he wasn't thinking about lines or curves or how the ink would play along her beautiful, previously unmarred skin. Instead, he focused on her curves. He viewed her breasts, her tight slit, and he knew how hot could this could be, especially as she glanced back at him, her eyes big with desire. 
 
    "Yes, Sir," she said, sounding alluring and timid all at the same time. "You could use me. You could take me." 
 
    Then there was the other part, the part he didn't know about, and maybe this could work… 
 
    He was considering it, but he started to shake his head, so she quickly leaned forward as much as the restraints allowed. "Please, Sir. This isn’t fair. Please, you are so hot, and I need it. I can't help it. The implant, the one in my neck, it messes with my perceptions. The pain, it's really turning me on right now. Please, I could do whatever you want. I could go down on you. You could have me. Please, let me serve you. Please, I swear, I would be such a good slut for you." 
 
    Her voice came out, quick and almost ragged as she begged, so it was obvious he wanted to do this. 
 
    He could have had some fun with her beforehand, but Max wanted to get her marked and modified as soon as possible. 
 
    But then, Jackson probably didn't see why they had to wait. 
 
    If she was right there, and she was obviously eager to serve, why not take advantage? Besides, he probably had a rebellious streak. 
 
    By this point, she knew that she could have kept talking, but she was worried that if she pushed him too hard or too fast, he might back down. He might think of his patron and what could go wrong. 
 
    Emily waited, nibbling on the inside of her mouth, fully aware that she had done her best. 
 
    Tentatively, like she was some dangerous animal that might leap forward and bite, he reached out, and he touched his fingertips to her cheek before gliding down toward her collar. Then he flicked at her bells, first of the one on the left, then the one on the right, they jingled, and she moaned again, like she loved every second of this humiliating treatment. 
 
    Yes, she told herself she was acting, yet her slit was still damp with excitement. 
 
    He reached for her pussy, and he stroked her gently, just as some of the other guys had done. Her fingers tensed into fists, and she panted, breathing hard while the anticipation and pleasure shot through her system. 
 
    "You really need it, don't you?" 
 
    This time, Emily couldn't tell whether or not she was lying, "Yes!" 
 
    "Thirsty girl," he said with an amused shake of his head. 
 
    Emily stared at him, waiting, watching, and wondering what he would decide. 
 
    "Please…" 
 
    "I expect you to behave," he told her, sounding stern and serious for just a moment. But then he released her from the restraints, and she peeked up at him like she wasn’t quite sure what to do. In the next second, Emily focused on him, and she said, "You can activate my implant if you're worried about me." 
 
    "How do I do that?" 
 
    "Tell me you want me to be your slut or your slave," she said, hardly able to believe that she was telling a guy exactly how to own and control her. She was encouraging him! 
 
    "I want you to be my slut," he stated with a hint of disbelief in his voice, like he didn't accept how this would work. 
 
    Immediately, her voice shifted, only this time Emily completely ceded control. The naked girl didn't try to fight it; she didn't throw herself at a battle she couldn't win as her voice morphed, becoming mechanical and automated again, "Please indicate the desired protocols." A second later, she added, "Baseline protocols include Obedient Slave, Reluctant Slave, Rebellious Slave, Horny Schoolgirl, Eager Servant, Eager Secretary, Grateful Slut, and Standard Slut." 
 
    "Grateful Slut," he said after just a second of consideration. 
 
    Warmth played along the back of her neck, and it seemed to spread into the rest of her body, although she couldn't be sure, not after everything she had already experienced. 
 
    Next, she blinked and then turned back to Jackson. She started nibbling on her bottom lip, and she glanced down at her naked frame, "Hello, Sir. I, I would really like the opportunity to serve you. May I?" 
 
    He leaned it down, and he seemed to study her for several seconds. "Remember, I'm bigger than you and stronger than you," he said. 
 
    "Yes, Sir!" But then he opened the restraints, first those on her wrists, then the ones on her ankles. 
 
    She crawled forward, out of the chair, and then she positioned herself on her knees right in front of him. She never tried to stand up to him. She never tried to act like his equal because she was just grateful for the opportunity to serve. She hoped to pleasure this man… 
 
    Desperate to satisfy him, she pushed her elbows down against her sides, held her hands together, and she started begging again. 
 
    As these words left her lips, Emily tried to discern whether or not she was speaking them consciously or if they came from the implant. "How may I pleasure you? I just really want to be close to you. Would you like me to use my hands?" 
 
    "Use your hands?" 
 
    "I can use my hands, my breasts, my mouth, whatever you like," she said. Emily batted her eyes adorably, like she couldn't wait for his answer. 
 
    "Use your hands," he said with more confidence this time. Better yet, he grinned down at her as he settled into this kind of authority. A guy like Max may have been accustomed to bossing people around, but Jackson was a poor artist, so he didn't get to enjoy having some dedicated, slavishly eager girl on her knees very often. 
 
    When she had permission, Emily reached up, and she grinned at him, "Thank you, Sir. Thank you for the privilege of serving you." 
 
    She founded the zipper on his jeans, she pulled it down, and she soon found his erection. Unsurprisingly, he was already hard. With this naked, beautiful girl down before him, desperate to serve and grateful for the opportunity, he couldn't help himself. 
 
    He grinned at her, and now she freed his erection before gliding her fingers along his shaft. Her digits slid up and down, squeezing, massaging, fondling and tempting him. The tension built within his body as the excitement flared through his system. 
 
    Pretty soon, he couldn't help himself. 
 
    Jackson fell down against to the chair, and he spread his legs. With his back straight, he braced his knuckles behind him, and he relaxed into the sensations. 
 
    Naked and collared, she made her bells jingle every few seconds as a she leaned forward or pulled back. She was a work of art! Better yet, she poured all of her effort into his satisfaction. He could be selfish and just enjoy the pleasure she offered. 
 
    Within just a few heartbeats, the artist’s breathing came faster, and a droplet of excitement appeared at the tip of his cock. 
 
    Eager to keep him focused on sex and nothing else, Emily leaned forward, and she looked up at him. "Thank you for permission, Sir. But you know, I can do whatever you want." 
 
    "You want to go down on me, don't you?" he asked, amazed. 
 
    Fully aware that Max could reappear at any moment, she nodded her head down and up. Really, she had no idea how much time had elapsed. Minutes? Hours? And what if Max just decided to come back? What if he decided that a bar couldn't hold his attention, especially when his sex slave was waiting for him back at this tattoo parlor? Perhaps he’d decide to watch her torture. 
 
    "Yes, Sir," she said, making it sound like any other possibility was ridiculous. "I want to go down on you so badly. Can I? Please?" 
 
    "Yes," he said. 
 
    "Thank you, Sir!" 
 
    Emily forced down her intellectual revulsion as she slid forward. She stretched her back, opened her mouth, and she wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock. She tasted his excitement for the first time, and the pleasure burned through her. Even as she enjoyed every moment of this, she told herself that she hated it. She attempted to concentrate on the woman she wished to be, not a grateful slut shaped by a malfunctioning implant. 
 
    But it felt so good! 
 
    Worse, she knew she hated the taste of his pre-ejaculate, yet this blossoming pleasure still swept through her. She couldn't help it. She tried to fight it, to ignore it, but it was right there, pulsing again and again kind the bright blue of her eyes. 
 
    Now she bowed her head down, and she sucked eagerly with her lips tight around his cock while she took him inch by inch. 
 
    Unlike so many other guys, Jackson didn't start pumping her face. He didn't try to humiliate her or degrade her. Instead, he seemed to relax into those movements, like he couldn't wait for the next instant when her lips slid down his cock or back up. 
 
    "You're good at this," he gasped out. 
 
    Her mouth was filled by his circumference, but she still tried to answer anyway. Emily attempted to say something like, "Thank you for the opportunity!" She could have been some excited intern desperate to please her new boss. 
 
    "Enough," he said, breathing hard. 
 
    "Are you satisfied, Sir?" 
 
    Say yes, she thought desperately. Please, please just say yes! 
 
    A smirk played across his lips, but Jackson shook his head. He talked to some loose hair behind his ear, and he stretched his arms over his head. "No. I'm not ready, not yet. Get on the chair. Get on your hands and knees." 
 
    "Yes, Sir!" 
 
    She wouldn't escape this fate. He would plunge into her, pumping her hard. 
 
    And yet, Emily craved that. She hated it, but the desires lingered, swirling and spinning through her body as she got ready. 
 
    Within seconds, she was in position, mounted on the chair where she had been strapped down. He had probably fantasized about this before. He must have worked with lots of beautiful girls, young women who came in here, and he provided a service, but he couldn't seduce them. 
 
    This time, he didn't even have to try. The artist could make any demand, and this slut would cooperate and obey. 
 
    "Thank you, thank you for using me. Thank you for turning me into your plaything, Sir!" As Emily cried out those words, she knew he didn't even have to try. 
 
    And now, he fulfilled his fantasy, climbing up behind her. He had one hand on her shoulder. With the other, he guided his cock forward, straight toward her waiting slit. 
 
    He could pump into her, thrusting hard and fast, claiming her for himself. And yes, she would go home with Max, but Jackson could do this. In that stretch of time, he became a king! He could indulge this one time. Besides, he was doing excellent work. He could probably come up with some nonsense about waiting for the ink to set or something. 
 
    And then he didn't care because he pushed forward, and he felt her tight, wet slit for the first time. With one hand, he tightened his grip on her shoulder. With the other, he reached for her neck. He held on tight now, make it harder for her to breathe. 
 
    The tension only added to her arousal. With this firm grip around her neck, he pulled, and she struggled to breathe, yet she craved more. As she squirmed against his holding, she tried to thank him for using her. She couldn't. 
 
    But she could make her breasts the balance as the bells jingled. 
 
    He pumped into her, harder and faster. 
 
    Emily tried to clench down, to make him finish as soon as possible, but it didn't work. Unfortunately, Jackson seemed to possess a lot of self-control. He knew how to hold off the inevitable for as long as possible! 
 
    The frustration mounted within her. It grew more and more powerful, second by second, and she needed this. She needed him so badly! 
 
    Finally, his hand fell away from her shoulder, and he smacked her ass. The pain flared, and he loosened his grip on her neck. "Thank you, Sir!" As she cried out those words, she really meant to them. She lost herself. 
 
    While he pumped her, Emily stopped thinking about escape, Trevor, and everything else. 
 
    As this man rammed her, she imagined this scenario where she would be naked and kept on a leash, locked in the fraternity house and taken whenever the boys felt like it. She would be a free use toy, something there to entertain them. They could play with her whenever they wanted. If they weren't busy with her, they could just order her to cook and clean. All of her academic skill, all of her training would become utterly worthless. 
 
    As he pumped her, she found herself falling into those predictions. Or were they fantasies? 
 
    He plunged forward, jerked back, only to thrust into her again. With every penetrating movement and motion, Emily nearly lost herself. 
 
    But now he started throbbing, and she cried out her gratitude all over again, "Thank you! Thank you for the chance to serve you! Thank you for the opportunity to be used!" 
 
    Worse, she cried out those words, and she came so hard. 
 
    He jerked back, spent and content. 
 
    He didn't usually get to have sex with his clients, but this was amazing. 
 
    Suddenly, there was another question right there at the back of her throat, and she needed to say it. 
 
    Not yet! 
 
    If Emily lost control now, then she knew this wouldn't work. As things stood, she had no idea whether or not this could even work, but she had to try, didn't she? 
 
    The words kept pulsating against her psyche, beating against her defenses. 
 
    "You look tired," she said. "Would you like a massage?" 
 
    "Actually, that sounds pretty good," he replied. But then he glanced back at the naked girl. "Then again, I should really get back to work on you." 
 
    "It's only been a little while," she said with a confidence she didn't feel. "I'm sure we have plenty of time. You can rest, and get back to it whenever you want. Besides, maybe you should rest. You don't want to be tired, do you? You don't want to make a mistake for my Master." 
 
    "I guess not," he said. He sat down, and Emily knew she wouldn't be strong enough to try to restrain him. Instead, she would have to do something else. 
 
    She started to massage his shoulders in the back of his neck. Her fingers brushed gently against his skin, and he soon closed his eyes. 
 
    She waited, knowing she had to time this perfectly. 
 
    Even so, she held back in the other impulse. It was right there, bright and vivid and nearly unstoppable, but she couldn't give in, not yet! 
 
    Finally, she leaned down and whispered, "Sir, are you satisfied?" 
 
    "Very," he replied as he drifted off. 
 
    He settled into this soft, rhythmic breathing. Yes, he was asleep! 
 
    Better yet, Emily realized she had control over her body once again. The desire to obey suddenly faded. Yes, she remembered how arousing it could be, but she didn't have to deal with the implant. It was dormant, at least for now. 
 
    Then she stepped away, and she waited for him to stir. 
 
    He didn't. 
 
    After that orgasm, he was drained and ready to relax. 
 
    Emily turned, and she started to creep out of the main room. She took one step, then another and another. The bells jingled wants when she went a little bit too fast, so she froze, clutching her eyes shut. She waited to hear his voice. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Just silence. 
 
    Emily crept again, moving just as slowly as before. Tentatively, she did her best not to make the bells jingle. 
 
    But then she made it into the entryway, and she glanced around. She saw some lockers. 
 
    With the door between her and Jackson, she knew she could make a little bit more noise. She went faster now, although every jingle of the nipple piercings made her tensed up, like this could ruin her. What if he woke up all of a sudden, realized she wasn't there, and chased after her? 
 
    With only a few words, he would probably be able to drag her back… 
 
    One at a time, she tried the different lockers. She tried to open them, but most were locked. Another one was empty. That left one more. She was naked and collared. What would happen if she went outside? What if someone else found her? What if they called her a slut? 
 
    The program would activate… 
 
    But now, Emily opened the last of the lockers, and she found a robe. 
 
    Yes! 
 
    Emily quickly pulled it on, tied it around her waist, and she stepped out into the dark. 
 
      
 
    With her head bowed down, she stuck to the main streets. She walked quickly, rushing along as she worried about what might happen. 
 
    At first, she just needed to put as much distance between herself and The Laboratory as possible. After a couple of blocks, she started to feel a bit better. Even if Max and his fraternity brothers started looking for her, they probably wouldn't be able to find her. 
 
    At least, that's what she told herself. 
 
    So where was she supposed to go? 
 
    She considered returning to her office, but she didn't have her key card. 
 
    Luckily, she figured out where she was pretty fast, so she knew how to get home. 
 
    How much time would she have? 
 
    It would be a race. Back at her place, she could get dressed, track down Trevor's number, and call him. 
 
    She nibbled on her bottom lip, understanding perfectly well that Max would be pissed once he realized what had happened. 
 
    Then again, he intended to enslave her, so she had every right to run off. Right? At least, that's what she told herself. 
 
    Emily knew she didn't have much choice. Despite the cold air running along her legs, she rushed back to her house as quickly as she could. It took a while to get there. Once she made it to her block, she glanced around, terrified that she might see someone waiting outside of her house, Max or one of his friends… 
 
    She made it about a quarter of the way down the block when she saw the light. 
 
    Yes, someone was parked across the street. Yes, it was a young man. 
 
    She didn't recognize him, but he was Max's age, and probably one of his friends. Besides, why would a guy be out in his car this late anyway? 
 
    At first, she simply slowed her pace. She worried that if she stopped her turned around, the guy might notice. Then again, he seemed pretty interested in his phone. He probably told himself that he was glancing up every couple of minutes, but that wouldn't be good enough. 
 
    Or maybe Max and his friends to just assumed that she wouldn't be dumb enough to come back. 
 
    So how could she sneak back into her own house? 
 
    Emily kept walking, and then he glanced up. But it was dark, and there weren't any streetlamps right in front of her home, so he probably just saw the figure of a young woman walking out at night. She could have been any female going for a stroll. 
 
    What was he going to do? 
 
    With every iota of her being, Emily wanted to break into a run, but she knew how that would make her look. 
 
    At the same time, she couldn't even turn. She couldn't focus her gaze on the car. For all she knew, that guy was calling Max right now! 
 
    But then she walked past the house—and nothing happened. 
 
    Then she remembered neighbor behind her. 
 
    She walked around the block, tried to pick up the correct house, and she had no way of knowing whether or not she was right. Then she stepped onto their lawn. The blades of grass were soft against her toes. She made her way up, and then she got to the gate. With every step, she expected an alarm to go off, but she managed to get into their backyard. From there, she scurried across the yard and up to the fence. She climbed, pulling herself over. She used the hem of the robe to protect her skin until she dropped back down into her own backyard. 
 
    She had done it! 
 
    The lights came on, glaring down at her, and she froze, thinking Max and his friends had found her. 
 
    But then she blinked when nothing happened. It was still quiet out, and she remembered her motion sensors. 
 
    Emily quickly scurried forward, and she couldn't remember whether or not she had locked the back door. 
 
    The door knob wouldn't turn. Yes, it was locked. But then, didn't she and Stephen keep a spare key out here? 
 
    Suddenly grateful for the lights, Emily searched around. She saw some random rocks. One of them had a different scene. It was fake and plastic, so she picked it up, popped the bottom open, and pulled out the key. She unlocked the back door, and she snuck inside. Once she closed the door behind her, she locked it, exhaled, and suddenly felt like a burglar in her own house. Coming from this direction felt so odd and alien, even if she had only been gone for a couple of hours. 
 
    Emily quickly rushed back to her bedroom, although she was careful not to turn the lights on. If they suddenly started glowing, then the guy outside would notice her, right? 
 
    She found her phone. She double checked his number, and then she called. 
 
    He picked up almost immediately. "Emily? Where are you?" 
 
    "I'm back at my house," she said. "It's a long story. Can you get here?" 
 
    "I'm on my way." 
 
      
 
    Emily sat on her bed, balled up and wondering what was going to happen. She kept trying to think of different scenarios, like maybe she should try to booby-trap the front door or something, but she didn't know what she was doing. Could she hide? 
 
    Theoretically, no one knew where she was, no one except for Trevor. 
 
    Then the front door opened, and Emily waited, holding her breath. This time, she had no idea who it would be. 
 
    Trevor said he was on his way, but maybe Max had bugged her phone or something? 
 
    The bedroom door opened, and she sat up. She straightened her back, and she felt like she had some glimmer of independence right when she saw the outline of his body set against the light in the hallway. 
 
    Trevor! 
 
    She jumped off of the bed, and she rushed forward before throwing her arms around him. 
 
    "It's so good to see you," she said, inhaling his scent, savoring the strength of his body, and grateful to feel his arms wrapped around her. 
 
    "It's good to see you too," he said. "What happened?" 
 
    "While you were gone, Max O'Brien showed up, and…" 
 
    "You don't have to say anything else," he replied, but then she leaned back, and that's when the bills jingled again. She still hadn't removed them. 
 
    "What did he do to you?" 
 
    "Trust me," she said with a wry smile, "It could've been a lot worse." 
 
    "I have it," he told her. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "The program," he replied. "I have the program to fix the implant. If it works, it should give you nominal control over your body, no matter what people say to you." 
 
    Emily stepped back, suddenly uncertain. "Nominal control?"  
 
    He breathed out, "Yes. I'm sorry. I can't offer anything better. I talked to my programmer friendly, and he said this is the best he can do, at least for now. I mean, it might get better later, especially because he's the kind of guy who won't give up on this sort of problem, but he isn't a specialist or anything." 
 
    "I see," she replied, letting her voice trail off. 
 
    She imagined what could happen if Max showed up again, if he demanded her obedience, and she suddenly felt the overwhelming urge to follow his commands. No, she wasn't going to become his private toy. 
 
    She turned to Trevor, and she realized there was only one decision she could make. "What about the other program?" 
 
    He seemed confused, "What other program?" 
 
    "Before, you told me that your friend could activate the implant, stabilizing it." 
 
    "Yeah," he said uncertainly, "If I did that, you would become a slave." 
 
    Emily nudged herself away from him. She took several uncertain breaths before nodding. Yes, she understood. 
 
    "Do you have the program? Did your friend actually make it? Do you know what to do?" 
 
    "You don't want this," he told her. 
 
    "Do you know what to do?" Emily asked, fiercer this time. 
 
    He studied her for several long seconds. It was obvious that Trevor didn't know what to say. Or rather, he had an honest answer, yet he couldn't bring himself to utter the words. 
 
    "Do you?" Emily asked again, softer this time. Then she stepped forward, and she looked up into his eyes. "Please. I can't do this. I can't risk letting some random guy grab me and take me. I, I trust you…" 
 
    "But you're talking about slavery," he said. 
 
    "I am." And that's when she got down on her knees in front of him, and she looked up at this man. "Please, Master. Please, activate the implant and make your slave." If she belonged to Trevor, someone she could trust, then no one else would be able to take over the implant or manipulate her. 
 
    She wouldn’t have to fight. She could embrace her status and become his. 
 
    "You don't want this." 
 
    "Yes, I do," she said. 
 
    He looked off to his left, to his right. It was obvious that Trevor didn't know how to handle something like this. And yet, he reached into his pocket, and he pulled out his phone. "I have the program, but if we do this, there's no going back. It won't be reversible, not without help from the corporation, and it sounds like they don't want to take on the liability." 
 
    She snorted, "They’re a big company. They don't want to take responsibility for anything they do." Only then she brought her focus back to this man. "Please, Master. Please, I'm already wearing a collar. I can be your girl. I can belong to you." 
 
    "But what if I take advantage of you?" 
 
    "I trust you to know what's best for me," she said. 
 
    He glanced down. 
 
    While she had been here, she had pulled on some extra clothing, just a T-shirt and some sweatpants, so she didn't look sexy by most standards, but there was still something about this girl, especially with her mussed hair and snug top. Her nipples had stiffened again, he noticed. Maybe she really did want this. 
 
    "You want to be my slave," he said. This time it wasn't a question. 
 
    The collared woman held out her hand, and he took it. He pulled her across the room, back to her bed. He pushed her down, and suddenly she was on her stomach with her hands near her head. He touched his phone to the back of her neck, and then she felt it, first this cool sensation. It spread down along her skin, only to be replaced by a flash of warmth a second later. 
 
    It was happening! 
 
    Second by second, the program modified and rewrote the implant, altering the AI and reconfiguring it. 
 
    In the next few seconds, Emily experienced a new urge. He pushed away from her, kneeled above her, and then it was done. She could feel it like some lock snapping shut behind her eyes. 
 
    She rolled over, and she looked up at him. 
 
    "How do you feel?" 
 
    "Aroused," she said. Then she clenched her eyes shut, and a different thought occurred to her, "Subservient." 
 
    "That's an emotion?" 
 
    "It is now," she said. "It is for me. Master, I feel like I have to do whatever you say. Please, how can I serve you? How can I be a good slave for you?" 
 
    "Kiss me," he ordered. 
 
    With a ferocious grin, Emily threw herself at him. She pressed her lips to his, and they started making out. Within the next few seconds, he pushed her down, he straddled her, and he held her there. His hands went to her forearms, and he pushed her against the mattress as his lips roamed along her mouth. 
 
    Wild pleasure shot through her as she served him, kissing him with all of the attention and focus she possessed. Each time his lips brushed along hers, tingling ecstasy ran through her mouth. It spread into the rest of her face as she lost herself. Then he pulled his hands away from her wrists, and he fondled her breasts, slipping his hands up her shirt. He teased her melons, playing with her breasts, making the bells jingle… 
 
    Little flashes of pain danced along her skin, but this was her Master, and she knew she had made the right choice. 
 
    "Say it. Say it again," he ordered. 
 
    "Master, I belong to you. I, I’m your slave. I am your girl! I belong to you!" As she uttered those words, Emily could feel the implant seized control. This was her life now. This was who she had become. 
 
    Perhaps her Master would allow her to keep her old job. And yet, that work would never amount to the importance of getting down on her knees, sucking his cock, spreading her legs, cooking, cleaning, following his every command… 
 
    She belonged to him! 
 
    She belonged to her Master! 
 
    The implant’s new programming mixed with her hidden desires. 
 
    "Good girl," he said. He yanked down her pants, her panties, and he freed his cock within the span of three seconds. Then he pushed down, and she arched her back, grateful for the chance to get taken by this man, her one true Master. She gave herself to him, embracing the implant and its effects on her. She surrendered utterly, yielding everything she possessed as he pulled back, pushed forward, thrusting and savoring the friction of their bodies against one another. 
 
    Emily lost herself. Seconds or minutes went by as he ravished her. Maybe even more time elapsed. She couldn't tell one way or another, yet it hardly mattered because he brought her closer and closer to that orgasm. Finally, she cried out, "Please, Master please, can I come?" She shouted out those words as the desperation burned through her frame. 
 
    "Now," he growled it down into her ear. "Come for me right now." 
 
    Emily didn't think about it. Her body obeyed him, or maybe it was the implant, enticing and incentivizing her surrender. It didn't matter to her. She couldn't think about it, not as her body tightened and she clenched down. Fresh waves of wild excitement shot through her, and she screamed out, grateful for this and so much more. Yes, she ached to be used. She rode his orgasm as they came together, the satisfaction and bliss mirrored in their bodies as she lost herself. It all turned to a delicious haze until he pulled back and she looked at her owner. 
 
    "May I put my head on your shoulder, Master?" 
 
    "You may," he said, tightening his arms around her, like he would never let her go. 
 
      
 
    At some point, Emily fell asleep, but there was a knock on the door. Immediately, Trevor opened his eyes, and he wondered if he was going to get into a fight with Max O'Brien. Yeah, that guy had a lot of bluster and money, but he wasn't brave enough to back it up. He was one of those guys who insisted that he was big, tough, and powerful, generally because he had to hide his own weakness and cowardice. Whining insistence wasn't the same thing as actual strength, but this was something Max and his followers didn't understand. 
 
    Braced for a fight, Max went to Emily's front door, and he swung open without even checking to see who might be there. 
 
    There was a man in a black jumpsuit, and he glanced up. 
 
    "Hi, I work for the Human Modification Corporation, and we have a fix for a damaged implant." 
 
    Trevor thought of the naked slave girl back in the bedroom. Technically, it could be his bedroom. This entire property could belong to him… 
 
    Tightening his grip on the side of the door, Trevor shrugged and said, "No, that issue has resolved itself. But thank you for your time." 
 
    "Are you sure?" asked the employee. 
 
    Trevor only pretended to think about this for a few seconds before he nodded, "Yeah. I'm sure." 
 
      
 
    The End 
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