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    Jessica Rising 
 
      
 
    His thumbs danced on the controller as he maneuvered his pixilated avatar across the screen. His ninja wove and ducked, dodging different attacks. Even though this game technically qualified as a bullet hell, Noah knew exactly what he was doing. This was where he felt the strongest. Playing a game like this, he could dominate the leader boards. 
 
    But then the door opened, and he heard his stepsister tell him, “Pause it.” 
 
    Sighing, he complied. The game froze, and he dropped the controller to his lap, aggravated that she’d get away with her bossiness. Actually, he didn’t have a choice. When a female asked for your attention, it wasn’t an option. You stopped whatever you were doing and gave her your attention  
 
    Jessica cocked her head to the side. 
 
    Noah’s stepsister was a year older, almost to the day. She had long blonde hair, bright eyes, adorably pointed ears, and a small nose. The lines of her body were pleasing, so she could have been a model if she felt like heading off to LA or New York. Instead, she stayed in their small town and would probably follow in her mother’s footsteps, eventually becoming mayor or other important political figure in the area. 
 
    Noah didn’t pay much attention to local politics. As far as he was concerned, he would turn eighteen, graduate from high school, and head off to college. That was the big topic of conversation amongst his friends.  Whenever he mentioned these plans around his family, everyone in the family seemed to demure and get quiet. For some reason, not much was said. It was almost like it was a forbidden topic. While other kids his age had to deal with overbearing parents, Noah seemed free to choose his own path. 
 
    His dad didn’t say anything about it. Neither did his stepmother. 
 
    “I wanted to talk with you,” Jessica said, only her tone made it abundantly clear this was an expectation, not a hope. Noah was struck by how she had become so strong and confident in the last year. 
 
    “About what?” Noah did his best not to roll his eyes. 
 
    If she noticed, Jessica gave no sign of it. She considered her stepbrother and smiled. He definitely had a lot of potential. “What do you think tomorrow is going to be like?” 
 
    “Is this a lecture about drunk driving or something?” 
 
    “No,” she said with a smirk and a chuckle. “I was just curious what you think it means. Tomorrow is your birthday. You turn eighteen, and you’ll officially be an adult. It’s a big deal.” 
 
    “I know,” he said. Noah opened his mouth, closed it, glanced at the door, and seemed uncertain. 
 
    “Go on. Tell me.” 
 
    Unlike so many other stepsiblings, Noah and Jessica had been really good friends, but that all changed about a year ago, right around her birthday. It wasn’t anything official, no grand fight or blowout argument. She had her eighteenth birthday and went out with her friends. Then she started to treat him differently. It was subtle at first. She was cooler somehow, not laughing quite as much at his jokes. She seemed haughty, acting as if she was better than Noah. It seemed that she was talking down to him. And on those few occasions when he invited her out, she politely declined. 
 
    But now, Jessica seemed to fixate on him with a new intensity, which he hadn’t received from a girl before. Even when he dated, Noah never had someone watch him this way. It made him nervous. He could feel that tension run all the way to his heart, making it beat a little faster and raised his anxiety level. 
 
    “Okay. Tomorrow I’m eighteen. I’m an adult. That means I’m really going to be responsible for my actions. It’s not even just a legal thing. I mean, I’ll be able to vote. I could go out and rent an apartment, buy a car, and live on my own.  It’s important, you know?” 
 
    “Voting?” She arched an eyebrow. 
 
    “Yeah, but also just being responsible for myself, you know?” He licked his lips and pushed his weight down against his palms. His shoulders brushed along his neck as he exhaled slowly before saying, “We were talking about this in a history class last year. You know Mr. Johnson?” 
 
    She did. He’d been her history teacher as well, back before Jessica learned about the proper relationship between women and men.  
 
    “Anyway, we had this long discussion about what it means to be an adult—and a man in particular. He talked about how men need to be responsible for themselves and those they love. It was really interesting.” Noah furled his brows as he recalled all of that and why it seemed so important to him. 
 
    Maybe it was the fact that he didn’t get much adult intervention in his life. He was a good kid, earned reasonably strong grades and never got into much trouble. He hung out with his friends and relaxed a lot without indulging in the drama so many other teenagers endured. Noah already felt like he was an adult.  
 
    “Is that what you think tomorrow is going to be?” Jessica asked. 
 
    He glanced at her. Did he notice the corner of her mouth rise up in some kind of smirk? Was she teasing him? 
 
    “A birthday party. Something like that,” he said with just a touch of defensiveness in his voice. 
 
    “That’s sweet,” she said dismissively. “Have fun, I’ll see you in the morning.” 
 
      
 
    Not usually observant of other people, Noah still noticed Jessica’s odd behavior. As if she knew something he didn’t. And she did. 
 
    That night, Noah went through his normal routine. He showered, shaved off that little bit of stubble, stripped down to his boxers, and climbed into bed. When he woke up tomorrow, he’d be entering a new reality. He didn’t know it yet, but when he opened his eyes again, his entire world would change. 
 
    It was time for him to become a man. But, in his family’s world, that meant becoming a slave. 
 
      
 
    Congregated in the kitchen the next morning, Jessica, her older cousin (Kayla), and their mom talked. Jessica was still learning the Tenets of Female Supremacy, so she listened attentively to her mother and Kayla.  
 
    Kayla, a second-generation female supremacist, was comfortable with the fundamental beliefs behind Female Supremacy: Females were superior to males, and its many corollaries, males were weaker, intellectually inferior, not capable of ruling the world. In fact, males had proven that they couldn’t govern effectively. Males couldn’t be trusted, so they had to be kept under the watchful eye of superior females. It was the goal of female supremacists to replace the patriarchy with matriarchal rule, and males were not to be allowed an equal part. 
 
    Many young women enjoyed this fun debate among female supremacists: Did males qualify as human, let alone people?  
 
    Over time, female supremacists were quietly assuming roles in government, and subtly started changing the laws. Slowly, females were given advantages and males were not. Slowly, males were being diminished, taught weakness, and trained to be submissive to females.   
 
    Obviously, women and men were from the same species, yet it was entirely clear that females were superior in every way. Physically, spiritually, and intellectually, women deserved to rule. If they had failed to take over the world, that was only because of their kindness and compassion. Men had always behaved like spoiled little children, shouting and demanding more than they deserved. 
 
    But over the last couple of decades, a new belief system had developed. It started in Europe, spread to the United States, and now had tendrils stretching across the globe. Slowly, men the world over, were being subjugated. It wasn’t public, not yet, but it would be someday.   
 
    Both Kayla and Jessica were absolutely certain of this.  
 
    “Well, that’s enough for now. Do you have any questions?” Jessica’s mother asked.  
 
    “No questions,” Jessica said. She spoke with the expected certainty of a mayor’s daughter. 
 
    “You’re scared,” Kayla said. It wasn’t a question. 
 
    “No—not scared—nervous,” Jessica replied. “This is still so new to me. I don’t want to mess up.” 
 
    They moved and sat at the dining room table. Upstairs, Noah was probably busy hacking away at some pixelated monster as he played pretend. 
 
    “It’s difficult. I remember training my first boy too.” 
 
    “Steven?” Jessica asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Kayla said with a smile. “Back then, he was such a rambunctious boy. He really thought that men deserved to rule the world. Of course, it was a little while ago, and female supremacy wasn’t quite as popular. Back then, boys really thought they deserved to rule the world, like a man’s perspective was the only one.” 
 
    Jessica had to laugh at that. Even in mainstream society, women were asserting more and more power. But to go back a few decades and imagine a world where girls had to struggle to become engineers or doctors? Where females were subjected to male misogyny? To abuse? It was absurd! 
 
    Absurd or not, that had been the reality for so many females. But that was changing, more and more, day by day. Females snatched up jobs as directors, CEOs, and they now held important political positions. 
 
    “But after I trained your uncle, he was such a good slave. And now, he serves his new owner.” 
 
    “He does,” Jessica affirmed. When she officially became an adult, Jessica had visited her uncle and his owner. If Kayla and Jessica had been anyone else, he would’ve put on regular clothes and behaved in a servile but more acceptable manner. But because he was in the presence of female supremacists, he remained naked, knelt before the women, and addressed every woman in the room as his superior. He only spoke when directly addressed, and he kept his eyes down. Jessica noted with a thrill between her legs, the collar Uncle Steven wore.  
 
    At one point, Jessica had interrogated him and asked all about his life. He explained how he knew his place in the world. He belonged to his owner; he needed to serve his owner. When he disobeyed, he was punished, which rarely happened because he had been so thoroughly trained…by his sister, Kayla. 
 
    Now it was Jessica’s turn. 
 
    “I guess I’m just nervous because I’m not sure how this is going to go. I mean, I read all the books, I know the equipment, the strategy, but I’m still uncomfortable with all of this.” 
 
    “It’s still new,” Kayla said before she grinned. “Just imagine what Noah is going to experience when he wakes up.” 
 
    Both of these women laughed at that. 
 
      
 
    Noah stretched his arms over his head as he yawned and worked the fatigue out of his mind and body. But then his eyes opened, and he saw the figure standing near the foot of his bed. His sister! 
 
    “Jessica?” he squeaked out her name. 
 
    “Stand,” she ordered. 
 
    “What’re you doing in here?” 
 
    In one practiced movement, she grabbed his blankets and yanked them off, exposing her stepbrother. Like always, he slept in his boxers, and his erection pointed up against the fabric. 
 
    She noticed; she smirked. 
 
    “Get up! Now!” 
 
    Noah was barely waking up. What did his stepsister want so early this morning?  It was his birthday! He was now eighteen! 
 
     “If you don’t stand up right now and present yourself to me, there’ll be consequences. Trust me, Noah. You don’t want there to be consequences.” She spoke with the perfect confidence of a girl who knew she had the whole female supremacy movement behind her. 
 
    Noah obliged, jumping out of bed, and he glanced around, torn between shoving his stepsister out of his bedroom and finding a pair of sweatpants. 
 
    “Last chance,” she said. “Get up!” His heart pounded now as a different kind of adrenaline rushed through his veins. He was pissed! 
 
    She arched an eyebrow, crossed her arms over her chest, and waited for him. Jessica half-expected Noah to back off, suddenly frightened of his older sister. But no, he dashed forward, lunging, and reaching out to grab her. 
 
    He was taller than Jessica by several inches, and he had a lot more muscle to go with his height. None of that mattered, not when she’d taken half a dozen self-defense courses while he played his video games. 
 
    Jessica’s hand shot out, she grabbed his wrist, yanked on his arm, and twisted him around. She used his momentum against him, bringing his arm up near his shoulder blade. His muscles spasmed as the pain rocketed through his body and he collapsed, dropping to his knees. 
 
    From there, she reached down with her free hand, gripped him by his hair, and yanked his head back. Almost instantly, his eyes watered as he tried to look up at her. Even if he attempted to look away, she yanked on his scalp again, making sure he failed. 
 
    “Boy, you’re going to come downstairs with me.” 
 
    “What’re you doing? What’s happening?” 
 
    He didn’t miss her calling him “boy”. Why was that? She knew his name. Then, he felt a slight twinge of shame for his defeat at the hands of a girl. 
 
    She pulled on his hair again, he gasped, and she ordered, “Silence. If you talk without permission again, I’m going to have to hurt you. I don’t want to hurt you, but I will.” She never mentioned that she wouldn’t do any permanent damage, but her little brother didn’t need to know that. Her mother told her a woman never gives away her secrets. 
 
    Like so many other guys, Noah never imagined a scenario where he could get beaten up by a girl. He had laughed about females being smaller and weaker on plenty of occasions, especially when it came to locker room talk. He had fantasized about taking a girl, stripping her and fucking her brains out. But aside from fantasizing, he’d never had the courage to try. And, now, in direct repudiation of his fantasies, he found himself trapped on his knees, unable to move away as his sister easily controlled and manipulated him. 
 
    “Tell me you’re going to behave.” 
 
    “I’m going to behave!” Noah cried out faster than he expected. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. Petting him as though he’d been reduced to the status of a dog, she took her time before stepping back. 
 
    For a few seconds, Noah just caught his breath as he tried to understand what was happening. He reached for his sweatpants, but she said, “No need.” 
 
    Just like that, she made it clear he would be heading downstairs in his black boxers. Just like that she also said she didn’t respect his privacy. 
 
    Noah stood slowly, wishing he could summon the courage to confront her again. Instead, he walked out into the hallway, down the stairs, and he could feel her steps as she followed. 
 
    Part of him wanted to run away, get some perspective on what was happening; yet that didn’t make any sense. This was his house too! Sure, his stepmother owned it because she made so much more, and his father usually stayed around the house, cooking and cleaning between shifts at his part-time job. Noah had never thought too much about the relationship of his dad to his stepmother, stepsister, and why he was doing all the housework, and held a menial, part time job. Noah had every right to think of this space as his own.  
 
    He was about to learn otherwise. 
 
      
 
    When he got to the first floor, Jessica grabbed his wrists, yanked them behind his back, and walked him over to the basement entrance. She opened the door, and he looked down those wooden stairs and into the darkness. He tried to wiggle his wrists free of his sister’s grip, but she only squeezed harder. 
 
    “We aren’t supposed to go down there.” 
 
    “Children aren’t supposed to go down there,” she corrected. “But I’ve been an adult for quite a while. And now you’re one too. Get down there.” 
 
    He took a nervous step, feeling the cool, smooth steps against his toes and the balls of his feet as he stepped into the dark. She followed easily and confidently, nudging him forward when he didn’t move fast enough. Noah didn’t want to admit it, but he flinched when the door shut behind them. 
 
    Unable to see anything now, he glanced back over his shoulder. He could only make out his sister’s silhouette. 
 
    She reached out confidently and hit the light switch. As the illumination slashed down, banishing the gloom, Noah quickly shut his eyes. Moments later, he opened them again as his vision adjusted, only, what he saw, didn’t make any sense. 
 
      
 
    None of this made any sense. 
 
    His eyes first went to a black, metallic cage. Made of smooth, wrought-iron bars, it looked practically medieval. Then there were handcuffs dangling from hooks in the wall. He saw a bed, and that there were leather restraints hanging from each corner. When he turned around and looked to his left, he saw a shelf adorned with paddles, more cuffs, whips, and other implements he couldn’t even name. 
 
    “What, what is this?” Noah asked nervously, as he finally looked back to his sister. 
 
    With a calm expression on her face, she politely said, “This is a training room, boy. Here, young men such as yourself can be domesticated and tamed for service.” 
 
    Jessica was slowly recalling another of the lessons of Female Supremacy. All males should be talked down to, constantly reminding them of their second class status. They shouldn’t be asked questions which might require brain power. Males were inferior.  Inferior, but they made good pack animals, so they could be used to pick up heavy packages or serve. 
 
     “What are you talking about? Tamed for service?” he said, repeating those last three words as though they might make sense. Even on his lips, they didn’t. “This is crazy,” Noah finally said. 
 
    He was about to take a step forward and thought better of it because his sister was right there. She shifted closer, invading his personal space. As he would slowly discover, boys didn't have personal space. If he tried to flee, he instinctively understood she would grab him and force him down to the floor again. 
 
    But if he ran fast enough… 
 
    “This isn’t crazy. This is your new reality, boy,” she said. “Kneel before me. I want to explain something to you.” Jessica reminded herself that another tool of Female Supremacy was not using the boy’s given name; instead, the ambiguous and generic “boy” would emphasize the his anonymity and status. It emphasized his inferiority. 
 
    “You’re my stepsister,” he said disdainfully. “I’m not going to kneel!” 
 
    Her foot swept out, kicking into the back of his knee and knocking him to the floor. He hit the carpet harder than he expected. “A quick lesson, boy. If I tell you to kneel, you will kneel.”  
 
    “If you try to get up without being ordered to, there’ll be consequences as well,” she promised. Jessica studied his face as he shook his head from the hard landing, his elbow was bruised, and she smirked again since she had no problem reading his expression.  “Now. I told you to kneel.” Noah got up on his knees. Even though he obeyed of his own accord, at least he thought so, his masculine ego was slowly being chipped away, diminished by female intellect and wiles. His lowered status beneath a female could not be ignored as he looked up at his stepsister. 
 
    Jessica could not miss the obvious power she now wielded. Other women had mentioned this, but now she got to experience it for herself. Boys could be so amusing when they were frustrated. Not for the first time, she enjoyed the quickened tickle of arousal as it ran through her body. Power over a boy. 
 
    “What is this?” Noah demanded. “What’s going on here?” 
 
    “Have you ever heard of female supremacy?” 
 
    His eyes narrowed, his brows furrowing with confusion. He gave a nervous shake of his head. 
 
    Before Noah could embarrass himself by speaking, she reached down and touched a finger to his lips. “Shush.” The soft, intimate gesture made him gulp nervously, especially as his eyes moved along her black yoga pants and up to her formfitting white blouse. She could have passed for a secretary or some sexy schoolgirl. 
 
    Obviously, Noah tried to banish the thought, but Jessica had no problem figuring out what he was thinking. Boys were all the same, all predictable and all easily manipulated. 
 
    She explained, “A female supremacist believes in one thing: the innate superiority of women. As far as female supremacists are concerned, men are necessary for the perpetuation of the species, but they don’t deserve equality.” 
 
    Again, it looked like he wanted to say something, but she kept her finger pressed against his lips, maintaining his silence. 
 
    “My mother and I are both female supremacists. Your father is a slave.” 
 
    His eyes widened now. He was being sucker punched with every second. His reality was being turned upside down and crushed before his eyes. 
 
    She laughed, chortling at that dismayed expression on his face. For the first time, she decided that her stepbrother was actually pretty cute, especially when he was on the verge of panicking. “Now, you are going to be a slave.” 
 
    She took her hand away, allowing him to speak. Like so many other males before him, he went to the most obvious defense, “But slavery is illegal!” 
 
    “No, it’s not,” she said. “You see, there are powerful attorneys all across the country who have found loopholes. Is it called slavery? No, of course not. Lawyers would dig into that way too fast. But can there be transfers of custody? Can a man lose his power of attorney? Obviously. It happens all the time. You don’t hear about it because we don’t want you to hear about it.” 
 
    His shoulders tensed as he shivered, obviously scared that she was telling the truth. Unfortunately for him, Jessica hadn’t lied to him, not once, and she wasn’t about to start. 
 
    He kept scrambling for some counterpoint, “If you really believe this, how come I haven’t heard about men as slaves or whatever?” 
 
    “Because we don’t want you to hear about it. Boys have a tendency of throwing tantrums. It’s better to get them alone, one-on-one, a slave and his owner.” 
 
    His eyes widened again, he gulped, and looked around the basement dungeon as he searched for something. A way out. But he wasn’t seeing anything helpful. Then the inevitable truth of his situation settled on his shoulders. “I’m not a slave,” he stubbornly insisted. 
 
    “I’m your older sister. That means I’m responsible for you, which makes you my slave.” She made it sound like natural cause and effect, a biological necessity which could not be denied. “As far as you’re concerned, I am now your Mistress.” 
 
    He gulped, his eyes bulging, unable to believe it. 
 
    “No. No way. I haven’t given away any rights. I haven’t signed any power of attorney. And I certainly don’t want you as my owner.” 
 
    Putting on an appropriately condescending face and voice, Jessica responded, “Yes. You are so cute protesting. It won’t do any good, but if you want to try to run off again, you can see what happens.” She smirked, still standing above him, still in control, but almost daring him to challenge her authority. 
 
    He pressed his lips together as he pouted and stared up at her as he felt the loss of status.  
 
    Jessica considered him and marveled at how juvenile he appeared to be. Sure, he was now legally an adult, which meant he was responsible for his own behaviors, and he was soon going to lose those precious rights. 
 
    “Strip,” she said after another few seconds. That had been enough time for him to stiffen his resistance. He wasn't about to comply without a fight.  
 
    “I’m not taking this off,” he said. 
 
    When she stepped forward, he froze, his hands immediately dropping down to the elastic waistband. He paused again, not giving Jessica an inch, pulling his hands away from his boxers. 
 
    Jessica moved closer, now almost touching his nose to her crotch, but his throat clenched as he gulped because he didn’t yank down the boxers.  
 
    Her intimidation skills were slowly working. Jessica smiled with more confidence.  She needed to be strong and keep pushing. Learning when to push harder and when to back off for a short period were important skills for a girl like her. She noted how her brother tensed.  
 
    “You don’t want to go up against me,” Jessica stressed as she edged slightly closer. 
 
    “You won’t like the results. Now stand and strip.” 
 
    Adrenaline pounded though his body as he obeyed for one reason: she intimidated him. He stood and dropped the boxers, leaving him naked and physically, emotionally and mentally compliant. 
 
    “Not bad,” she said. 
 
    Obviously, she had never seen her stepbrother nude, but now she enjoyed seeing him like this. Or maybe it was simply the authority she wielded over him. Power, as so many people throughout history had discovered, was an intoxicating aphrodisiac. 
 
    “Stand up straight with your shoulders back and keep your wrists crossed behind you.” 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “Because you need to be trained,” she said. “You need to be disciplined and taught how to behave. I’m going to teach you, boy. I’m going to make sure you get everything you need. Do you understand?” 
 
    “I don’t need—” he stopped midsentence. 
 
    She stepped closer again. He flinched slightly, as though he worried she might slap him across the face. But then, her eyes twinkling, she gently stroked his face to reassure him and calm him, the corners of her mouth tugged upward, and she nearly giggled, “Yes, you do need this, boy. And if you don’t behave or if you say something I don’t like, I’m going to use those tools. Personally, I think you’d look really cute with a red ball gag.” 
 
    He jerked his head to the side, spotted one of the gags, and then he froze. 
 
    “Back straight, wrists crossed,” she ordered again, simplifying the command this time. 
 
    Noah obeyed, raising himself as he brought his hands together just above the small of his back. He crisscrossed his wrists as his muscles hardened. 
 
    “I’m going to do a physical inspection now,” she promised. Jessica started by running her fingers through his hair. She was quiet, making small acknowledgments of her inspection.   
 
    She took hold of his left ear, considering the shape and how well it was connected by pulling on it. Then she looked in his ear canal. She repeated the exam on his right ear.  Noah’s face was flushed as he experienced the humiliation of being treated as an animal. 
 
    Jessica continued by feeling his neck, his shoulders. “Raise your arms, boy.” She ordered. Noah complied by raising his arms to check his armpits, feeling like he wasn’t a man, but some animal at the vet. Jessica probed his armpits, closely combing through his hair. 
 
     Probing his chest, Jessica manipulated his nipples causing him to grimace even as his cock began to react. She noted the erection and Noah blushed, his breathing increasing. Jessica smiled, realizing that her education was being confirmed. Noah was highly manipulative. 
 
    When he closed his eyes, he obviously wished to hide from her. That was fine. If he needed a few seconds to himself, Jessica could allow it for now. She circled him, her eyes roaming along his body.  
 
    “Know what I find most entertaining about your position?” 
 
    “What?” He did his best to sound solemn, detached, fearless and aggressive. It didn’t really work. 
 
    “This,” she said. Since he had chosen to close his eyes, Noah wasn't prepared for that moment when her fingers brushed and held his shaft.  
 
    Noah felt amazing, and was ready to climax. He was desperate. 
 
    “Boys always like to think their genitals are so important. This is how you think most of the time. That’s fine. I understand. It’s a natural weakness on your part. It’s not something you can control. But I can. I can control this, so I can control you.” 
 
    Noah blushed at the insult, feeling demeaned, but still wanting to climax. 
 
    Just as he was ready to get relief, her fingers moved lower, and she took his balls in the palm of her hand. She teased the underside of his scrotum, making him groan. Primal desire pumped through his body, turning him on more and more, even as he retreated from the edge. 
 
    “No,” he whimpered. “Please, don’t,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t stop?” Jessica taunted. “Are you worried I’m going to stop?” 
 
    Simply because she could, she opted to use both hands now. She had one squeezing his scrotum, the other lightly on his cock. She teased him, making him gasp and moan. All the while, he kept his eyes shut.  
 
    “Remember, boy, you belong to me now. Feel my control. I will be deciding whether you come, how you come, or if...” 
 
    Jessica let go and continued with her body inspection. 
 
    She ran her hands down boy’s chest, feeling his abs, then lower to his crotch again. 
 
    She physically turned him around without asking. “Bend over and spread your legs and cheeks, boy.” 
 
    Noah slowly complied. Embarrassed and degraded, Noah’s face was now beet red as he slowly bent over, grabbed his cheeks, and examined him. 
 
    Noah was reeling with all the revelations as she reminded him, “Your body is mine. You are mine.” He was shocked as he listened to his stepsister’s outrageous talk! He needed time to digest and understand what Jessica was saying. 
 
      
 
    “If you want to go to college, you’re only going to be able to afford it with our family’s help. Guess who makes that decision?” She pulled away before he slumped on the spanking bench. 
 
    “Your mother?” 
 
    He still kept his eyes shut so he couldn’t watch her smirk as she slowly nodded in agreement and explained, “Obviously, she’s the one funding your potential education since our family is well off. We have enough money that you aren’t going to be able to get any financial aid. And with tuition costs what they are, you obviously won’t be able to afford it without a female cosigner for a loan or scholarships.” She smirked, thinking about how she’d toyed with her brother’s cock and his life as she discussed the financial ramifications of college. 
 
    “Please,” he begged. 
 
    “Oh, I like that. I like hearing you plead. I enjoy that desperation in your voice, boy.” She laughed. “You should practice that. You should practice in front of a mirror. When I’m not around, get on your knees, and plead. Practice how desperate you can sound. Whining and whimpering are particularly demeaning. It shows me how eager you are to please.”  The laughter died away, and now she just chuckled a little bit. “Because if you don’t do everything I want, you’re not going to college.” 
 
    “That’s not fair!” 
 
    “The world isn’t fair. If the world were fair, everyone would be born with the same talents and abilities. But look at you. I’ve only had you for a short time, and you are already standing straight, naked, with your hands behind your back like a show dog.” 
 
    “I’m not a dog!” 
 
    But then his eyes opened, and he saw that ferocious expression on her face. Apparently, Jessica, like so many other female supremacists, did not appreciate a male who contradicted her. 
 
    With fire in her eyes, Jessica grabbed boy’s chin and squeezed. Looking into his eyes, she said, “You might not be a dog, but you are a boy, and that’s close enough. As far as I’m concerned, you aren’t a person anymore. You’re a slave and you’re my pet. And what do pets wear?” She grinned and let the question sink in before repeating it, “What do slaves wear?”  
 
    His brows creased with confusion; he genuinely didn’t know. “How can I be the brother you loved yesterday, and a dog you discipline the next day?” 
 
    “Stupid mutt.“ That was fine with Jessica. He’d learn soon enough. She turned away from him. “Stay,” she said with her most serious, commanding voice. Her hand was pointing down with her index finger of her right hand pointing to the spot when she ordered him to stay. When her fingers abandoned his cock and scrotum, he remained rigid, his shaft pointing upward, his back tense. 
 
    His cock wouldn’t shrink; he could only watch as his stepsister turned back to the wall of implements. 
 
    For a few seconds, he worried she might grab one of the ball gags. It was easy to imagine her shoving it into his mouth and strapping it in. 
 
    Instead, she returned with a black, leather band: a collar.  Then she took a chain leash from the wall. Noah groaned.   
 
    “Please don’t put that on me,” he pleaded with her.  
 
    “Do you want to go to college?” she asked as her eyes shone with power. 
 
    His lips parted. Like a good boy, he said nothing. 
 
    Then she slipped the collar around his neck, pulled it tight, and engaged the clasp. The whole process only took a few seconds. But she got a thrill putting the collar on Noah because it felt like she’d just collared a pet dog. 
 
    As she worked, Jessica smirked again, remembering how nervous she had been. But her mentors were correct: it was natural for a woman to take over. She had only controlled boy for a short time, yet this was right and natural. In the end, he would see it too; it wasn’t like he had any choice. 
 
    Once she had the collar in place, she stepped back and nodded to herself. “Not bad. Now kneel.” 
 
    “No,” he said. His act of defiance was actually pretty funny, especially considering he was already naked and standing in position. He may have had the courage to deny her, but he couldn’t even reach up and try to take a collar off. 
 
    “I guess there need to be consequences,” she said and shrugged. “Good.”  
 
    Jessica smiled again, remembering one lesson that told her that boys would sometimes regress, and to expect it. It would lead to deeper compliance as this boy realized his loss of independence. 
 
    She grabbed him by the ring on his collar, pulled him forward, yanking him off balance. He nearly fell, but then he stumbled forward. The rest of the room blurred around him as everything happened so fast. 
 
    Using his momentum, she dragged him across the room and shoved him onto the spanking bench. The next thing he knew, he was on his stomach, raised above the floor by a couple feet. “What—what are you doing?” He tried to ask, only then she grabbed both of his wrists and pulled them down. She slipped the right wrist into a leather shackle, cinched it tight, and engaged the buckle. 
 
    Because she moved so fast, Noah barely had time to register what any of this meant. She got to his left wrist, slipping it into the restraint. At the last moment, his frantic brain finally recognized the danger, and he tried to slip his limb free, only she pulled the leather tight around his wrist, locking him in place. He managed to move less than half an inch before the leather locked him down. 
 
    “Let me out of this thing!” he yelled. He was braced on his torso, his arms pulled forward, his head aimed at the wall. He turned his head to the side and looked back at her, but Jessica had already skipped back toward his legs. 
 
    Stronger than he expected, he tried to kick, but Jessica simply grabbed boy’s leg and slipped it into another restraint. She pulled this one tight. 
 
    Hesitation made it hard for him to act. At this point, he only had one leg left. Could he try to kick her? Would he try to fight back?  
 
    “Boy, consider very carefully what you do here. If you fight too hard, I might become cross with you. You’ve seen the lighter side of my anger. You don’t really want me to get angrier. You’ll regret it. You see all those paddles over there? I don’t have to use all of them. I get to pick how I want to punish and tame you. But if you simply behave yourself and accept my authority, then this can be an easy and simple transition for you.”  
 
    As she spoke, he listened, perhaps searching for some loophole he could use to get her to just let him go. Noah’s resistance had come back, but could he sustain it under duress? He honestly didn’t know.   
 
    Silly boy. 
 
    For so long, people had said that he had rights. It was going to take significant training for him to understand what enslavement truly meant or his natural status in the world. 
 
    She locked up his leg, trapping him completely. 
 
    “Okay. Because I’m feeling generous and I think this’ll be entertaining, I want you to struggle for me.” 
 
    Up until this point, he had mostly slumped against of the soft, supple leather. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She came up behind him, stroked his ass, jerked her hand back, and then spanked him hard. The jolt sent adrenaline running through his body as his primal instinct finally recognized that Jessica wasn’t just some beautiful girl. She was a threat. 
 
    “Struggle. Show me how you can’t get away. Come on, boy.” 
 
    His nostrils twitched, but he exhaled and decided he’d play her game. She could mess with his head, but he wouldn’t let her get away with it.  
 
    That’s why she spanked him three more times, her hand flashing down on the exact same point. At first, he relaxed his butt muscles. 
 
    He somehow managed to keep his lips sealed shut. His vision may have blurred with unshed tears, but he wouldn’t give Jessica the satisfaction of breaking him so quickly. Did that mean she’d break him eventually? Noah tried not to think about it. 
 
    “Struggle,” she reiterated. “And if you can get away, I will tell my mom to pay for your college. You never have to come back here again. You never have to worry about being enslaved again. Let’s see if you can do it.” 
 
    A little gasp of hope rushed between his teeth as he closed his eyes again. He was thinking about this very carefully. He worked so hard to come up with a decision. 
 
    Just to tease him, Jessica brushed her fingers along his backside. She understood how useful hope could be when it came to enslaving a boy. 
 
    “Fine,” he said, making it sound as though he were making a decision. 
 
    At first, he wiggled just a little bit, pulling on the leather cuffs and their assorted chains. The thin links were pulled tight as he tested his bonds with his arms and legs. 
 
    But as the moments continued to tumble by, his frustration mounted. That much was obvious, especially because Noah had never been truly restrained before. Maybe as a child, someone had held him down as he wrestled with another boy or something. But this? Shackles? Chains? 
 
    No. 
 
    “Come on,” Jessica taunted. “You can do better than that.” 
 
    He pulled halfheartedly on the restraints, which was why she came up to him again, grabbed his vulnerable ass, and pinched. He started to struggle harder, though Jessica still believed he needed some real motivation. “If you can’t get up, you should know I’m going to fuck you.” 
 
    All of his struggles ceased. “What?” 
 
    “Look over there? Do you see those dildos? They fit into very special harnesses. I’m going to put on one of those harnesses and use one of those dildos on you. I’m going to take you from behind. I’m going to fuck you.” Her voice rippled with excitement. 
 
    “No. You can’t.” He made it sound like an unmovable fact of reality. 
 
    And yet, she shattered all of his misconceptions with just one question. “Why not? Who’s going to stop me? You?” 
 
    He scrambled to think of an answer, but when none was forthcoming, he started to panic.  
 
    Good, thought Jessica. He needed to learn that flavor of fear, especially when it came to interacting with his superior—this female. Jessica, on the other hand, was learning about control, manipulation. 
 
      
 
    Trying again, Noah’s muscles bunched up and tensed as he pulled on his arms, desperate to get some kind of leverage at the right angle. Eyes wide, he looked down. Despite the fear lashing him, he tried to consider the angles and connections. Unfortunately for him, the leather spanking bench had been especially well-designed. It didn’t matter how he thrashed. He couldn’t knock it over. Simultaneously, the chains were connected to hooks that had been drilled into deep, solid wood. 
 
    He kept fighting. After a few more seconds, he frantically looked down and began to rotate his wrists, perhaps think he could slip free since he obviously wouldn’t be able to use brute strength to rip the hooks out. 
 
    “Five,” she said. “Four. Three. Two. One.” 
 
    As the countdown battered him, Noah worked the restraints with all of his might. 
 
    It wasn’t good enough. It wasn’t anywhere near good enough. 
 
    “Zero,” she said. “And just like that, you prove you can’t get away. You weren’t fast enough to get by me, and now you aren’t strong enough to break out. This is an important lesson for you,” she said. “But if you tell me what you have learned, I won’t need to paddle you.” 
 
    A paddle? 
 
    “Please, Jessica. Please. You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    She clicked her tongue with mock disappointment, “I’m sorry. But you don’t tell someone who’s smarter than you, and stronger than you, what she can and cannot do.” 
 
    His nostrils flared, and he bit down. By this point, his skin was hot, his forehead damp from his exertions. 
 
    And yet, his insides seemed to freeze as she sauntered over to the wall. She reached for a shelf, grabbed something simple. It was just a hairbrush. “This doesn’t look like much,” she said, smacking the brush against the palm of her hand, “But it’s going to sting. A lot. Don’t worry. I won’t leave any permanent damage. That’s not the point. As my slave, you’re my property. And trust me. I like taking care of my toys. I’m going to make sure you get all of the maintenance you need.” 
 
    As she sauntered back to her boy, Noah tried to tell himself it was just a hairbrush. It couldn’t really sting. 
 
    Then she proved him wrong. 
 
    She braced herself behind him, touched his backside with the paddle, cocked her arm back, and paused. He flinched right away, thinking the pain would be instant. 
 
    Oh no. She didn’t let him know exactly when it would land. And since he had his eyes closed, he had no way of predicting what was about to happen. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    His ears registered the noise; his body experienced the pain, his nerves practically glowing as the brush came down. Sharp and stinging, this was so much worse than getting spanked by his sister. 
 
    He didn’t even bother some stoic affectation: he didn’t keep his lips sealed or try to stay quiet. He gasped immediately, panting. 
 
    “Tell me what you’re learning. Tell me what you’re just now starting to figure out.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    “Tell me what you’re learning,” she repeated. “Tell me what you’re just now starting to figure out, boy.” 
 
    Noah his head down, pushing his chin against the soft pad beneath him as he considered his options. It should have been simple: he didn’t have any. And yet, this young man had been trained on movies and video games. As far as he was concerned, he was the hero, which meant there should’ve been something he could do! 
 
    No. Like so many other young men were now discovering all across the world, boys didn’t get options. They had to obey. Even when they attempted defiance, this was just a pause before their inevitable acceptance and subservience. Before they were broken. Then, a boy could be trained, his compliance as natural as if he was born with it. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    She swung the brush down hard, striking his backside. Then she walked around before giving him another command. Standing tall over him, she began to brush her hair. “Do you know what I find most entertaining about this? It’s so relaxing. I can have you here, strapped down and powerless while I punish you, but I can also take some time for myself.” She enjoyed the way those bristles ran through her hair, the smooth lines making her blonde tresses wave and bounce. 
 
    “Please, just let me go. Please, I’m not a slave.” Noah fought the straps and failed. 
 
    “Are you a boy?” 
 
    He looked confused for a second, but he still had to answer, “Yes.” 
 
    She clapped her hands together, “Then you’re a slave!” 
 
    Her eyes were bright with anticipation as she skipped around behind him. “No. Please, don’t…please, not again!” 
 
    “You can keep begging if you like. I do enjoy it.” 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    Three quick blows landed hard against different spots. She struck to the left, the right, then a little bit lower. As he squirmed there on the spanking bench, he fought so hard to get away; it didn’t make any difference. By the time she stopped, he was panting for air as the pain reverberated through his body. The burning hot skin of his ass cheeks kept him uncomfortable and eager to avoid more punishment. 
 
    “Tell me what you’re learning. Tell me what you’re just now starting to figure out.” 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    “Tell me what you’re learning. Tell me what you’re just now starting to figure out.” 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    “Tell me what you’re learning. Tell me what you’re just now starting to figure out.” 
 
    “I’m a slave!” 
 
    She touched the brush to his backside, letting him shiver. He bowed his head down and tightened his eyes shut. Even so, he couldn’t ignore the tantalizing sounds of her playful voice, “Explain. Tell me all about it, boy.” She used patronizing tone of a nanny asking some little kid to perform a trick. 
 
    After another nervous gulp, he started speaking. Noah couldn’t remember making a conscious decision. Instead, the words just fell from his mouth as he said, “I’m a man—a man. I’m a slave. Because I’m a boy, I’m a slave.” 
 
    “And who owns you?” 
 
    “I thought we were friends! Please, you can’t do this to me!” 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    After she finished the fifth strike on his backside, he started howling more like an animal than a boy. She walked up in front of him, grabbed his hair, pulled his head up. His eyes locked on her face. She bent down just a little bit.  
 
    “No, I do enjoy punishing you, but there are other ways I can have fun with you too. If you just behave yourself like a proper, appropriately deferential and obedient slave, then this won’t be necessary.” She grinned, not bothering to tell him about those moments when she would discipline him because she just felt like it. He can learn about that stuff later… 
 
    “Please, please no more.” 
 
    “Now, are we friends?” 
 
    “No?” He sounded so uncertain. How adorable! 
 
    She shook her head. “That’s right. We are not friends. What are we?” 
 
    For a second, he wanted to remind her they were brother and sister, but that wasn’t the answer she desired either. 
 
    As something inside it cracked and broken, he told this young woman what she wished to hear, “I’m your slave.” 
 
    “And what does that make me?” 
 
    She’d used the word before. It was unfamiliar to him. Yeah, he heard it in other situations and contexts, but he had never really used it himself. “You’re my Mistress.” 
 
    “Yes. That’s the natural form for this word. Think of it like Master, but I own you. And because I’m a woman and your superior, you’ll address me as your Mistress. You belong to me. My boy. My pet. My slave.” 
 
    Noah still couldn’t believe this was happening. Hadn’t he learned that slavery had been outlawed more than a century before? 
 
    And yet, it didn’t matter because this girl seemed to control himself easily. And if what she said about his tuition was true, then his future really did rest in her hands. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    “Good boy!” She stroked his ass, her fingers gently brushing along his firm curves. She really enjoyed petting him like this. Plenty of owners enjoy stroking their dogs and cats. Apparently, Jessica liked petting her boy. Her fingers explored his back and up to his neck. Then she stopped to peer down into his eyes. “Now, are you ready for the dildo?” 
 
    “What?” It didn’t sound like a question so much as a gasp of fear. 
 
    “The dildo,” she explained. “I told you I was going to have sex with you. I need to break you in. Men are always so aggressive when it comes to sex. You have that cock, so you believe you’re naturally in charge, more aggressive, whatever.” She waved her hand through the air and dismissed those silly ideas. “When really, you’re the one getting fucked. You’re the one getting penetrated. This is because you belong to me. So, if I decide to use you as a sex slave, you have to understand your place. Besides, I think this’ll just teach you how to behave anyway.” 
 
    “No. Please, don’t,” he said as she strolled over to the shelves again. 
 
    “More begging? You really think that’ll work this time?” Her eyes twinkled as she taunted her little stepbrother. 
 
      
 
    “You keep pleading and begging. Remember to put that special whine and whimper into it. You want to sound even more hopeless than you already are. Add some crying to it.”  Jessica laughed as Noah started begging and whimpering, whining like a drowning dog. 
 
    Noah started struggling again. He fought the restraints, channeling his fear and panic into his arms and legs. He pulled away, his chest rising a quarter inch off the padded bench, but he still couldn’t escape. 
 
    He thrashed, fighting, yanking and twisting with everything he had. 
 
    It wasn’t enough. 
 
    “Boy,” she said, instantly drawing his attention. “Look.” 
 
    His gaze shot over to his stepsister. 
 
    His eyes bounced from her beautiful face down to what she held in her hand: the dildo. The pale blue contours glistened under the light as she held it up in one hand. In the other, she showed him what looked like a pair of panties, only they came with a rounded opening at the front. 
 
    “Open your mouth.” 
 
    “What are—" Silencing her slave, she shoved the dildo into his mouth. “Suck on it,” she commanded. “If this falls out of your mouth, I’m going to use the brush again. And instead of having sex with you, I’m just going to paddle you for the next hour.” 
 
    An hour? 
 
    He didn’t believe something like that was possible, yet the prospect filled him with a freezing sense of dread. That’s why he sucked on the pacifier, holding it carefully between his lips and teeth. 
 
    “Good boy,” she teased, petting and grinning at him as she loosened her pants, kicked off her shoes, and shimmied her hips. Stripping out of her yoga pants, she revealed her panties. 
 
    He held the dildo in his mouth, which was deeply humiliating, yet he still couldn’t look away from his sister. For so long, they had been “friends,” but now he got to see an entirely different side of her. His eyes drank in the site of her nubile body. She looked so perfect. 
 
    She pulled off her panties, dropping the red satin to the floor. Next, she pulled on the harness. Then she yanked the dildo from his mouth and slipped it into the opening. 
 
    “What do you think?” The artificial phallus bobbed and swayed as she pivoted her hips from side to side. “Cute, right?” 
 
    Her silicon shaft glistened with his saliva, and now he’d experience penetration for the first time. 
 
    “Are you a virgin?” Jessica already knew, but she enjoyed the shame as it simmered across his handsome face. 
 
    He didn’t answer, so she grabbed the hairbrush, smacked it down against his ass, and watched as the redness spread over his vulnerable flesh. 
 
    “When I ask you a question, you answer me,” she commanded. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    “I, I never met the right girl,” he confessed. 
 
    Actually, she believed him. Maybe he had been given the opportunity to have sex with some girl, but he had chosen to wait. “Tell me. Am I the right girl?” 
 
    He hissed through his teeth as he tried to come up with an acceptable response. Within moments, he surrendered again. He dropped his head down, practically collapsing against the spanking bench as she waited behind him, poised to take his virginity. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. You, you’re the right girl.” 
 
    “I like it when you stutter. I like how nervous you sound. But don’t worry. I’m going to be gentle with you,” she promised, only to run her fingers up his back before she scratched him, dragging her nails along his skin. 
 
    Little bumps appeared along her shoulders and down his biceps as she tormented him with those fresh sensations. 
 
    “What are you?” 
 
    He didn’t want to answer, yet he saw no choice. “I am your slave!” 
 
    “That’s right,” she agreed. Then she put her hand on his ass, separated his buttocks, and she pushed forward, guiding the tip of the dildo with her other hand. She pushed forward slowly, taking her time as the slick edges of her phallus rubbed on the walls of his opening. 
 
    He clamped his butt shut. Tightly. “If you don’t relax. Relax or this is going to be harder on you,” she said. “But that doesn’t matter. This is happening, boy, whether you cooperate or not. You belong to me. Say it.” 
 
    “This is happening,” he sputtered, his voice stretched as he tried to accept his fate. “I, I belong to you!” 
 
    “Tell me. Did you ever imagine it would be this easy to break you?” No. He didn’t. And yet, he had only woken up a little while ago. His brain didn’t have time to catch up with the reality of his situation. 
 
    Jessica didn’t care. As she rose and assumed her rightful place of power over this male, she pushed forward, penetrating him for the first time. Reaching, she grabbed his hair, yanked his head up, and listened to him pant as he tried to keep up with the sensations coursing through his body. Noah was trying to relax as the girl cock pushed further into his ass.  He was panting hard, gripping the restraints, pulling on them, gritting his teeth while Jessica fucked him like a cheap whore. 
 
    “You belong to me, boy. You are mine. I am your superior. Say it.” 
 
    “I belong to you. You’re my superior!” 
 
    She let go, laughing as she pulled back. 
 
    He let out a sigh of relief as he hoped the torment had come to an end. 
 
    “No,” she laughed. “We’re just getting started.” She pushed into him, pumping slowly as she took her time. “This is me taking your virginity, boy. After this, you can proudly say you’ve had sex with a girl. Or rather, a girl has had sex with you.” She laughed, pulling back again. 
 
    Noah gulped, biting down as he tried to keep himself from making any noises he might regret later. With every second, he had to keep his mouth shut. At least, he couldn’t say anything to insult or antagonize his Mistress. 
 
    …His Mistress… 
 
    This girl was supposed to be his stepsister, not his owner! Even when they were both in high school, he’d looked down on her because he had better grades. He always assumed he’d more successful since he didn’t know how the world had already evolved and changed. Pretty, she couldn’t possibly be smart. Beautiful, she had to go off and marry some random finance guy, right? 
 
    Wrong. 
 
    He turned his head as much as he could and glanced at her from the edge of his vision. 
 
    Some of her hair had fallen forward, gliding along her cheeks. She looked so amazing as she pumped him, pushing forward, almost withdrawing, thrusting again, taking him however she liked, pushing him into the spanking bench with more intensity, more  
 
    “Are you enjoying first time ass fucking?” 
 
    He didn’t know what to say. As his fingers clenched into the palms of his hands; his knuckles turned white, Noah blanked, his thoughts dissipating and unspooling. “I, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sure you do. Right now, are you hard?” 
 
    His ridiculous erection pushed against the soft leather of the spanking bench. 
 
    “Yes,” he said in a small voice. 
 
    She smacked his ass with the palm of her hand, punishing him as she called out, “I ask you a question. I expect you to speak up.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” Noah howled out. 
 
    “You can feel it, can’t you? This is breaking you. This is the new you. You’re starting to understand your place in the world, aren’t you?” 
 
    Noah had no choice. He had to respond. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    She pumped him, going harder and faster. She pushed in, going deeper and deeper. She buried the dildo all the way to the hilt. She could feel the heat radiating off of his buttocks as her hips and thighs touched the curves of his ass. 
 
    Then she threw her head back and gasped. 
 
    This wasn’t a true orgasm. It wasn’t the explosion of bliss she craved, but she yanked back, tired after pumping him for so long. 
 
    For his part, Noah collapsed against the padding. His chest rose and fell as he tried to keep up. 
 
    Eyes closed, he still heard the harness clatter to the floor. His ass felt like it was gaping open. 
 
    Then there was something cold against his neck, some kind of metal. She loosened the restraints on his wrists and ankles. He opened his eyes and saw that she had leashed him! 
 
    “Come along,” she ordered, tugging on his lead and practically dragging him back to the bed. The bed. 
 
    He spotted the shackles by each corner. 
 
    “No. Please, don’t,” he said. 
 
    Jessica watched him. She studied his expression. 
 
    At the moment, the only thing binding him was a leash, one which he could have reached up and unclasped himself. But he didn’t. He just stood silently. This was an important part of his training. He was learning to recognize one simple fact. When a woman did something to him, he couldn’t undo it. He could plead, beg, and whine, but that was all. As his superior, it was her right to put him in whatever position she liked, and he wouldn’t be able to stop her… 
 
    Jessica put a hand on his chest. She smirked as she sensed his heart kicking away behind the bars of his rib cage. With a firm shove, she knocked him onto the mattress. “Lay back. Spread your arms and legs. And yes, boy. I am going to strap you down. I enjoyed taking your virginity, but now there’s something else I want from you.” 
 
    “What?” he asked, timid and subservient. 
 
    “Spread your arms and legs.” 
 
    He stretched his arms and legs just as she expected. He pushed his wrists and heels against the mattress. 
 
    With a wicked grin, she cackled and pulled herself up. She straddled him, bent forward, and gazed down into his eyes. With her strands of blonde hair dangling like a curtain around her face, she cut off the rest of his vision, making him focus on her lovely features and absolutely nothing else. 
 
    “I’m going to use your mouth,” she announced. 
 
    She flipped her head back, let her hair splash against her shoulders, and that’s when he looked up to his right wrist. She already strapped him down! 
 
    She secured his legs, all in the span of a few seconds at most. 
 
    He started to wiggle, squirming. “I like it when you struggle. I love seeing you like this wild beast.” 
 
    “I’m not an animal!” 
 
    “No. Things are even harder for you, boy. If you were an animal, you wouldn’t really understand what was going on. Maybe you’d be dimly aware of captivity, but you wouldn’t recognize the simple fact that you are property.” 
 
    A flicker of defiance lit his eyes, “I’m not property!” 
 
    Jessica grabbed his cock in her firm grip. Eyes sparkling, she looked down at him, “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    “No,” he said, his voice shaking now. “No, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good boy.” Raising herself up on her knees, she towered above him. She still had on her white, button-up blouse. Silently, he went to her new title, the one he was being trained to use: Mistress. 
 
    She reached up with her fingertips, gently ran her digits along her tongue, and reached down between her legs. Legs spread as she straddled him, she started to massage her opening. 
 
    At first, he tried to close his eyes. Maybe it was the fact that some part of Noah still saw this girl as his stepsister. Or maybe he expected permission. He didn’t know, not really, only then her voice cut through the air, “Don’t look away. I want you to watch.” 
 
    Torn between humiliation and arousal, he opened his eyes and gazed at this beautiful girl. Again, he thought of how she could be a model, the kind of girl who walks into a room and instantly attracts the attention of every man nearby. 
 
    She was exquisite, amazing, and so perfectly gorgeous! 
 
    As he saw her fingers explore her opening, Noah almost wished he could touch her. For a second, he pictured himself on top of her, claiming her. But apparently, that wasn’t how the world works any longer. He was a slave, strapped down on his back, and he would never be anything else. Even when he swallowed back some of his nervousness, he could feel the tension from his collar around his throat. 
 
    She owned him. He was home. He was owned as property. He had become a slave. 
 
    Those thoughts pounded down against his psyche. 
 
    But then she shifted forward, straddling his cheeks. She pressed her pussy down against his mouth. “Tongue out,” she ordered. “Use that tongue. Take your time. Start out slow.” 
 
    He raised his head a little bit. That wasn’t good enough. Her fingers slipped underneath the back of his skull, weaving into his hair. She forced his face up, and he kept  licking, lapping at her sex. 
 
    For the first time, he tasted a girl’s excitement. The warm tang of her juices hit his taste buds and made him shiver with abject humiliation. He squirmed beneath her, unconsciously struggling against his bonds. On some level, he still didn’t understand that he had been captured and was now owned. 
 
    “Remember, I command you. I control your future, your life. I’m going to keep you for now, but that doesn’t mean I can’t sell you at any moment.” 
 
    A whimper vibrated from deep in his throat. “What’s wrong?” Jessica laughed. “You don’t like that idea? Smart boy. You shouldn’t. If I sell you off to one of the Eastern princesses or a crime syndicate, things will not go well for you. Selling a boy to one of them certainly pays well, but those boys get used rough and hard.” 
 
    He didn’t understand; he didn’t want to either! His fear kept rising. 
 
    She lowered herself down another quarter inch as she enveloped his tongue and savored those quick, darting movements. “Faster,” she commanded. Her heart started racing, her breath came in quick, frenzied gasps, but she still had the focus necessary to program her boy. “This is your life now. You’ll find yourself serving lots and lots of women. But don’t get me wrong. We help all female supremacists. If I let you out into the public world, you’ll just have to assume that every girl as your superior. She might be a kindergartner, a high school student, a coed in college, a manager at a restaurant, or anyone else. It doesn’t really matter. Be deferential and obedient. Those are the most important traits for a boy.” 
 
    Noah couldn’t speak, not while his lips and tongue were busy. And yet, he kept licking, savoring the feel of her body until she cried out. She bent forward, savoring those ripples of ecstasy as they ran hot through her body. 
 
    “Very good,” she said. “Very, very good. Now, I let you up and send you back out into the world, will you remember your training?” 
 
    “Yes, yes, Mistress!” 
 
    She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and gently moved her palm up and down as she brought him to the cusp of an orgasm. When she stopped, withdrawing her touch, he groaned and twisted to free himself from his restraints. 
 
    He writhed like some hapless prince in peril, a silly male who finally understood his place. But it wouldn’t last. That much was obvious. Her teachers said that training was ongoing and had to be reinforced ever now and then. 
 
    “I don’t believe you,” she said. 
 
    “Right now, in this place, you might remember that I own you. But if I let you go, you’ll start wandering around and you’ll make a very big mistake. Don’t try to think for yourself. Silly boy. That’s not what you’re supposed to do. As far as you’re concerned, you are a beast of burden and nothing else. You’re useful for the work you can perform, cooking and cleaning. Domestic servitude. That’s who you are and what you need to be.” 
 
    “Are you, are you still going to let me go to college?” 
 
    “So long as you pay me and take the courses I decide you need,” she said.  
 
    “Can I still major in Game Design?” Noah asked, his voice wavering. 
 
    “That depends on what your career counselors determine is best for you…And if they can fit it into your schedule for the required courses, then yes, you can.” 
 
    “What required courses will I have to take?” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that. I’ll tell you—when you need to know.” 
 
    College might’ve been his initial motivation for obedience. But from one session to the next, she intended to strip away his ambitions until he had just one goal: pleasing Mistress. Because really, what else could a slave possibly be good for? 
 
    She rose up, spreading her legs. She took the tip of his shaft and used it to massage her opening. She played with him, treating him like a living dildo. 
 
    “Should I fuck you again?” 
 
    He arched his back, closed his eyes, and gave the correct response, “Please, do whatever you want with me.” 
 
    She lowered herself down, savoring the heat and hardness of his cock as she enveloped him. She took him inch by inch, the walls of her opening tightening around his shaft. She enjoyed him, sinking down until he didn’t have anything left. 
 
    “You are mine,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, yes, Mistress! I’m yours!” 
 
    “You know,” she said, taking a moment for herself. “There’s nothing wrong with a boy getting an education. It’ll make you a better conversationalist. When I’m running a major company, you can think of yourself as a secondary assistant. I’ll need someone to manage my social obligations, make my favorite meals, and oversee the household staff. I could be you. What you think of that?” 
 
    He jerked his head up, his eyes locking on his stepsister’s. “You’re in charge,” he finally said. But as she spelled out his responsibilities as her assistant, Noah had to wonder how this would fit in with his professional goal of Game Design. 
 
    “Smart boy.” 
 
    She started pumping him, raising herself up before enveloping him again. She took the shaft and used it, savoring the way he filled her. She loved the friction and slide of her body against his. 
 
    “Get ready to come,” she said. 
 
    Noah was new to slavery, yet he didn’t dare climax without permission. He looked up, watching as she slid up and down, her powerful legs raising her up and then dropping her body on his, driving his cock into her box, her hair bouncing against her shoulders. By this point, her pale skin had turned a bright shade of red. Her eyes were closed and her lips pursed with concentration. 
 
    As she took him, she reveled in her power over him. “Say it again.” 
 
    “I’m your slave.  I’m your pet. I belong to you, Mistress!” 
 
    She rose above him, glancing down and smiling one more time. As she lowered herself, she took him again, and experienced that spark. The pleasure exploded through her body, an ember morphing into a conflagration. Inferno swept over her. “Come! Now!” 
 
    As she called out the command, she felt his shaft pulsate deep within her. He was throbbing, thrusting his hips up as much as the restraints allowed. And as she took him, she drained every drop. She embraced the pleasure, taking what was entitled to her. 
 
    When she finished, she drew away and looked down at him. 
 
    His flaccid cock drooped as he stared up toward the ceiling. He hardly noticed how she strolled back over to the shelves. She picked something up and held it discreetly behind her back before she returned. “I believe you, boy.” 
 
    “Thank you.” He didn’t use her official title. 
 
    Foolish boys. 
 
    But this time, she doesn’t punish him. Now, she had something else in mind. 
 
    “After this, you’re going to remember that you belong to me for a little while. But I think a little reminder is in order.” 
 
    She climbed up onto the bed again, took his cock, and slipped it into a plastic tube with a small opening at the end. Next, she brought a plastic ring up underneath his scrotum. She started to connect the pieces together. He strained to see exactly what she was doing, but she straddled him, her ass now aimed down at his face. 
 
    “What, what’re you doing?” 
 
    “Getting you ready to embrace your life as a slave.” 
 
    She finished. 
 
    Click. 
 
    She pulled away and kneeled in front of him. “What do you think?” 
 
    He looked down along the length of his body and saw the chastity cage for the first time, the back of his throat seemed to close up. 
 
    “What, what is it?” 
 
    “It’s a cock lock. Basically, this chastity cage will make it so you can’t have any orgasms, it’ll keep you faithful, and it won’t let you get off unless I let you out. In case college isn’t enough to control you, I now own your favorite body part, boy.” 
 
    The color drained away from his face. “Um, Mistress. Can I give myself relief if I ask to have the cock lock removed?” 
 
    “Well, no. I now own you. It’s my property and I determine when it will be used.” 
 
    She continued, “I know this might seem unreasonable to you, but boys have a tendency to be horny and have wandering eyes. As soon as they see a pretty girl, they start forgetting who they’re committed to. But, since I own your shaft, the rest of you will always follow. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    After one quick breath, he deflated again, surrendering to her as he said, “Yes, Mistress.” Before he even finished, the sounds of her laughter beat down against him as Noah prepared to embrace his life of subservience. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
   
  
 



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