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Jessica’s Patch

When I first saw this girl, I didn’t think I had a chance. Seriously, she was gorgeous, perfect, a twelve out of ten. When I first saw her walk into the bar, I instinctively turned my head, almost as though she had some kind of magnetic pull. It was like gravity.

I couldn’t name any specific feature that made her so hot. Yes, she had beautifully round and firm breasts under that tight, hot pink tank top. Her white shorts clung to her skin, showing off her curves. She wore dark red sandals that highlighted the polish along her nails, and every time she turned, the light seemed to glisten and glimmer along the waves of her blonde hair. Then she looked at me, and I saw the green-blue of her eyes.

Wow.

Damn.

Those two words mixed together somehow inside of my head as I stared, my lips probably parting, my jaw probably falling open. Yeah, I looked like an idiot, but I consoled myself with the fact that it didn’t really matter.

I was just an average guy. I didn’t look especially ugly, but I wasn’t anywhere near her league either. Even with my family’s resources and connections, I knew that I didn’t have a chance with her.

With something like a smirk, I turned away from her. It took more effort than I expected, but I faced the bartender again, a cute girl who was also staring at the newcomer. But then I waved her down, ordered another drink, and didn’t notice as someone sat next to me.

Then I glanced to my right, hoping maybe it would be some random girl, maybe an aspiring actress or something.

With my Jaguar out in the parking lot, I could usually impress most of the girls in this town. So many of them wanted to be actresses or singers or models. I could lie, saying something about how my family had connections. They would always perk up, ready to do whatever it took to get ahead in their careers without actually understanding how the world worked.

Whatever.

If I could get laid, I would take advantage.

But I didn’t find myself facing a random bimbo. Instead, it was her.

Suddenly, the moisture drained away from my mouth as I glanced in her direction. I wasn’t sure what compelled me, but I tried to talk to her, to offer to buy her a drink. It was pretty generic, nothing especially elaborate, mostly because I didn’t think it would work.

My voice failed.

Seriously, I had no idea something like this could even happen! I tried to speak, but my voice wouldn’t work as my throat clenched up. It felt like an allergic reaction, but it was nothing but nervousness. I may as well have been some middle school boy trying to ask out a college girl.

But still, I caught her attention, and she turned, rotating on the barstool.

“Buy me a drink?”

“Sure thing,” I said. Nodding toward the bartender, I called out, “Anything she wants.”

The bartender had already seen my credit card; she knew that I was good to buy the top shelf stuff.

“Just a Jamaican Raspberry,” said the newcomer. As she spoke, I admired her lips. I was sure she wore gloss or lipstick. She couldn’t have been that gorgeous all on her own. Even so, I couldn’t turn away.

I breathed out slowly, doing my best to seem cool, as though I interacted with women who made me feel this way all the time.

The girl smiled at me and held out her hand like this was a business meeting or something. “Hi. My name is Jessica. What’s yours?”

“Dylan,” I said.

“Cute name. I like it.” When she smiled, I could see the dimples along her cheeks. More importantly, her eyes lit up as she revealed her white teeth. I stared for another second before I managed to snap myself out of the haze.

Her drink arrived, she took a sip, and then she looked at me as though she expected me to say something.

My brain felt like it was running on autopilot, but I managed to get out, “What makes it cute?”

“It’s androgynous,” she said. When I didn’t answer fast enough, she continued, “I really like names that could work for both girls or boys.”

“Dylan can be a girl’s name?” I asked.

“Yup,” she replied with a grin. She took another sip from her drink. As she did so, she turned away, only her hand drifted down toward my leg. As she brushed her nails over my jeans, she asked, “so, what do you do?”

“I’m an investor,” I told her, using the same old lie.

Usually, the bluff worked, mostly because few people really understood whether or not that was an actual job. It was a word you might read on a new site, but it didn’t mean a whole lot.

“Really? That must be very interesting,” she said, only there was something a little bit too enthusiastic about her voice. She sounded like she was patronizing me, like she was talking down to a child or something.

“It’s not bad,” I said, wondering how I could try to draw her back to my room.

“So I bet you make a lot of money?”

Technically, I had tried several investments, all of which failed. My accountant wasn’t particularly happy with me. Neither was my older sister. I pushed thoughts of them out of my head, mostly because those people couldn’t control me, no matter what they wanted to believe.

“Jessica, what about you? What do you do for a living?”

“A little bit of this,” she said, “A little bit of that.” Her hand moved up along the inside of my leg until she gently stroked my crotch. The moisture drained away from my mouth because this was too incredible. Then she leaned over, and she kissed me. I could taste her gloss mixed with the flavor of the alcohol. Tangy and tart. Raspberries.

We made out at the bar. Leaning over was awkward, but I didn’t care. I lost myself to the sensations of touching and feeling her mouth against my lips, her body beneath my hands and fingertips.

“We should get out of here,” she said with an impish smile.

I grinned, thinking this was amazing, like I was the luckiest guy in the world. I didn’t know what was wrong with her why she would want to go have sex with me, but I wasn’t about to question my good fortune either. With an almost rambunctious smile on my face, I took her by the hand and guided her out to the parking lot.

She insisted on driving. With a shrug, I decided I didn’t really care. I mean, this was a hot girl! I couldn’t imagine her having any nefarious plans beyond maybe hitting me up for some connections that I didn’t even have.

I got into her SUV, and she drove fast, making her way through the city. The lights flashed above and around me, but her hand glided along my crotch, like she was teasing me with the possibility of what might come next.

To be honest, I had a really hard time keeping myself from coming under her tender ministrations. She knew exactly what she was doing! Luckily, she knew how to keep me from getting off as well.

Finally, we pulled up in front of a skyscraper, she parked in the garage underneath the building, and we were making out in the elevator. I pressed my body to hers, savoring the way we fit against one another. I loved her tight waist, her firm ass, and the press of her breasts against my chest. Damn it! This girl was perfect!

I didn’t even know her last name, but Jessica was amazing.

Feeling drunk from being close to her, I let the rest of the building blur past me. The next thing I knew for sure, we were back in her apartment, her bedroom, no less. I didn’t pay attention to the white sheets, the black bedframe, or the sound system mounted in the corner. I lost myself to the feel of her hands, especially when she stripped me naked.

She still had on her white shorts and her top. She hadn’t taken off anything except for her sandals. Meanwhile, she had gotten me naked.

How did that happen so fast?

I didn’t really care, not as she stroked her fingers down my cheeks, along my neck, over my chest, and down toward my shaft. Of course, I was desperately hard.

Then she started kissing me, stroking me, her fingers wrapped around my length. With every second, it felt like I might climax right there. I didn’t even care. I couldn’t. At one point, I bucked my hips, like I wanted to force it even though we hadn’t had sex yet.

Every time I tried to make a mistake, Jessica pulled her hand away, losing her grip and leaving me hungry for more.

Her eyes sparkled each time we took a break from kissing. The blue-green of her irises ensnared me, hypnotic and perfect.

Distantly, I wondered why I hadn’t heard of this girl before. Seriously, she should have been an actress, the most famous woman in the world. Guys should have been lining up down the street for the chance to be with her or even just talk to her. Magnetic and charismatic, she was perfect in every way. From her voice to the glint of her hair, she was amazing.

Then she pulled away, reached down for one of the drawers underneath the bed, and she pulled something out.

When I saw the double pair of handcuffs, I wrinkled my brows.

“I’m into something a little bit more exotic,” she said. “You think you can handle it?”

“Absolutely,” I promised without having any idea of what this might mean.

All I knew for certain was that saying no might mean an end to our evening, so I bought my head down and up like an idiot.

I looked over my shoulder as she started to cuff me in place, one metallic band around my right wrist, another around my left. Then she secured the restraints to the bedposts. I pulled on them halfheartedly, thinking they were just a joke. Seriously, this girl couldn’t own real handcuffs, not the kind that could actually keep a person restrained.

Yet I pulled and twisted, and rotated my wrists, thinking that I would be able to slip free, just a couple of inches, enough to prove that I wasn’t actually chained to her bed. But with every maneuver, I only felt the cool bite of metal against my skin. If I wanted to really struggle, I probably could have dug trenches along my flesh, but I stopped every time. It didn’t help that she kept touching me, lightly brushing fingers along my scrotum and rubbing my cock.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you? You like being naked and helpless, don’t you?”

“Anything if it means I get to be with you.” I sounded corny, but I couldn’t help myself, not when this girl was so freaking intoxicating.

“Go ahead and struggle for me,” she said. “I want to see you fight as hard as you can.”

Up until this point, I had surreptitiously tried to escape those cuffs, but now I looked at her and wondered if maybe I had made some sort of mistake. But then my eyes drifted down to the curves of her breasts, and I wondered what they would look like. I imagined my lips around her nipples.

“Go on,” Jessica said, her voice chiding. There was something strange about her tone; it sounded like she was talking to a little kid or something, not that I really noticed.

With a nervous swallow, I started to halfheartedly tug and pull against of the restraints. Then she gently squeezed my balls, making it clear she could inflict a lot of pain if she really wished.

Adrenaline pumped through my veins, granting extra strength. I fought harder, pulling and stretching my arms as much as I could. I felt the metal push down into my skin, but I still couldn’t slip free!

And she knew it.

Jessica ran her fingers through her blonde hair, letting those tresses fall around her shoulders. I squirmed helplessly, kicking out my feet and straining the muscles in my biceps and shoulders as I attempted to free myself. None of it worked.

She grinned. She grinned like a predator, a huntress, the kind of woman who couldn’t possibly lose.

And now that I was on my back and chained to her bed, I started to think that maybe this wasn’t really a good idea after all.

Even then, Jessica started stroking me, her fingers brushing along my shaft.

“We are going to have some fun tonight,” she promised. “After this, everything is going to be different for you. I can’t wait.” Her eyes sparkled again as she smiled, making the corners of her eyes wrinkle mischievously.

Slipping off of the mattress, she left me there, strapped down and helpless. She went to a drawer and pulled something out. When I saw it, I wasn’t sure exactly what she held. Was that some kind of bandage?

No, not a bandage. A patch.

“Smokers sometimes use something like this,” she said. “It’s an interesting way to administer a drug.”

“No. No drugs,” I told her, panting out the words faster than I expected.

Jessica stared at me for a moment, like I was an idiot for saying anything at all. Then she burst out laughing, fully cognizant of the fact that I couldn’t stop her.

She took the patch and placed it on my leg, her fingers brushing down along my skin as she secured the adhesive.

“Now it just needs a catalyst.”

She unbuttoned her denim shorts and shimmied out of them before tossing them to the floor. I watched the shorts sail out of my line of sight. When I turned back, she was halfway through removing her panties as well. That black silk looked gorgeous, yet the lines of her body were perfect and smooth, every curve evolutionarily designed to hold my focus.

I didn’t want to get excited, especially because she was stroking me!

Telling myself I just needed more information, I asked, “What, what is it going to do?”

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” she said.

“Tell me!” She climbed up on top of me, pressing one hand against my chest even as she reached back and stroked my balls and my shaft. Her fingertips kept gliding over my skin, sending those ripples of desire through my body. That felt so good! I loved the way she touched me.

I felt like an idiot, especially because this blonde bombshell wouldn’t give me any information! I wanted to get frustrated and aggravated. I wanted my temper to flare out of control. Instead, I found myself arching my back, lifting my hips, and thrusting the tip of my erection up against her skin.

Of course, Jessica knew what she was doing.

“You want me to have sex with you?”

“Yes. Please. Please, have sex with me!” I practically howled out the words.

She wobbled her head from side to side as though she couldn’t decide. But then she grinned, practically bursting out laughing, “Okay! But only because you asked so nicely!” She clapped her hands together, mounted me, taking me. I felt the walls of her pussy against my erection as she lowered herself down, centimeter by centimeter.

As I felt the heat of her body against mine, I arched my back again, pushing up into her.

That’s when she smirked, apparently thinking of something else. “Actually, I have a pretty good idea. Here the rules, cute boy. If you manage to get up out of those restraints, I will let you go. But if you can’t, you’re going to have to come, which will spike your blood pressure, which will trigger the drugs now running through your system.”

“What do they do?” I asked again, infuriated.

She giggled, waved her hands like it didn’t matter, and I could only tense up. But then she rode me slowly, rising and then lowering herself back down again as she pumped me with her tight slit. Another wave of hot pleasure surged through me.

For a second, I decided that I didn’t even care. The drugs could do whatever they wanted.

But what was I thinking? This was insane!

I couldn’t allow this stranger to just drug me! And if she was telling the truth, then I definitely couldn’t have an orgasm. Somehow, I managed to fight my way through the haze of arousal to think clearly and rationally, at least for a few seconds.

But she continued to enjoy herself, savoring the heat and friction of my body against hers as she used me. She wasn’t even looking at me anymore. Instead, her bottom lip trembled as she rode me, savoring the power she now possessed.

“Oh, you feel so good. I love having underneath me like this, all trapped and helpless, totally unable to fight. Owning you is going to be so much fun!”

I growled back, “You can’t own me!” My voice strained up with a desperate desire to believe myself, but I was sure she didn’t care. My bluster couldn’t intimidate her.

“Sweetie, I already do!” She rode me harder and faster, and that’s when I decided I had to do something. If I could somehow slip one my hands out of the cuffs, then maybe I could escape before she managed to force my orgasm. Because if that happened and she was telling the truth about my blood pressure, which sounded completely plausible, I knew I would be well and truly screwed in every sense of the word.

I bit down, doing my best to ignore the gorgeous girl straddling me, riding me. I did my best to pull my hands out of the cuffs, only to feel the restrictive mental again and again. Those bands were too tight! No matter how hard I pulled or tried to twist my way free, it just wasn’t helping.

“Come on,” she taunted. “You can do better than that.”

I bit down again, growling like a wild animal. I did my best to slide my hands out.

It didn’t work!

By now, I couldn’t keep my temper under control. I reared, bucking and thrusting into her, almost like I thought I could knock her off. But I wasn’t some wild horse, and this girl wasn’t about to release me.

Suddenly, I felt the instinct, that wave of anticipation pommel through my body. I tried to get it under control, but I knew what was about to happen; I was about to come!

Before I could stop it, I felt my shaft begin to pulsate. I locked my eyes shut as the ecstasy coursed through me, pounding me from every direction. I felt it in my sides, my legs, arms and chest. It radiated from my cock all the way out to the rest of my body.

Oh yes, it felt so good.

It felt incredible!

This girl was so tight, hot, and wet. She felt so perfect as she slid up and down along my shaft, making sure I enjoyed every moment of this until I was utterly spent. For a few seconds, I panted, but then my eyes got so heavy, and I fell asleep, sucked down into an entirely different oblivion.

I woke up. My eyes fluttered open, and I found myself in that exact same bed. I tried to pull on the restraints, only to immediately have my hands slide back along my chest. What the heck? What was going on?

A few seconds later, the door opened, and there was Jessica again, only she had discarded the white shorts and a tank top. Now she had on a little black dress. It looked good, like something a girl at a club might wear.

“Hello,” she said, a teasing lilt in her voice. “A ready to serve your new owner?”

My what?

I started to sit up, only she said, “No. Stay down.”

I fell to the mattress again, feeling as though I couldn’t move my body. But why not?

It was a command, an impulse, something utterly irresistible and undeniable.

Again and again, I tried to get up. I just needed to rise, to straighten my back and slide off the mattress, but something compelled me to stay down. It felt as though my body simply wouldn’t obey. But why not? What was wrong with me? Gritting my teeth, I fought as hard as I could, channeling all of the effort and energy I possessed. It still wasn’t enough!

Hot frustration surged through me as she watched.

“Oh, you look upset. What’s wrong, slave boy?”

“Don’t, even,” I growled back at her.

“Why not? It’s true!”

I opened my mouth, and I was about to say something else, and she issued another command, “Be quiet.” Be quiet. She only said the two words. She didn’t threaten me or stuff a gag into my mouth. She didn’t do anything that should have silenced me.

And yet, I sealed my lips, closing my mouth. My vocal cords vibrated as I tried to say something, but I didn’t make any real noise. There was just a that angry purr coming from my neck, and it was probably so quiet that Jessica couldn’t hear me anyway.

“Wow,” she said it, marveling at my helpless body. The cuffs still dangled from the corners of the bed, yet she enjoyed the visage of my spread out body, helpless and powerless in front of her.

She climbed up onto the bed, brushed her fingers along my leg, and I tried to twitch away from her.

“Don’t move,” she instructed.

Just like that, I froze. I couldn’t help myself! Every time I tried to kick out my foot, my leg remained trapped even though it wasn’t cuffed or tied down or locked in place by anything but the drugs.

“The chemical is synthetic and experimental,” she said, “You really need to know someone special if you want to get your hands on it, but I’m sure my supplier will be happy to know that this works so well.”

“No! It doesn’t!” I tried to shout out those words, yet my lips refused to move.

“Let’s test it some more,” she said, clearly ignoring my growl of protest.

At once, I tried to tell her to stop, but Jessica enjoyed herself as she pointed to the floor.

“Get on your knees, you know, like a slave.”

I bristled, my shoulders bunching up near my ears as I followed her command. I managed to relax a little bit, but I soon found myself bowed down before her as though she were some medieval queen.

“Very nice,” she said, enjoying the power she now had over me.

“Kiss my big toe.”

I bent my head down, puckered my lips, and kissed her toe just as she wanted. Then she raised her foot and brushed her toes along my cheek and down my neck. “Oh, this is so much fun! You have no idea! I can do whatever I want with you, can’t I?”

She could and she did.

As my frustration mounted, I tried to break through whatever chemical forced me to follow her orders, but it was no use. This was entirely biological, a substance I couldn’t control because it floated through my body on a microscopic level.

“Let’s try the verbal stuff,” she said.

Verbal stuff?

Before I could even figure out what that might mean, she ordered, “Tell me you’re a slave.”

At once, my lips started moving. In a monotone, I told her, “I’m a slave.” After that, I was dumbfounded, utterly unable to believe what words had just passed my lips.

“Tell me how much you enjoy being a slave. Oh, and be sure to sound enthusiastic.”

Another second transpired before my mouth started moving, and I actually seemed eager, as though I accepted and enjoyed this, “I’m a slave!”

“And tell me you’re grateful.”

“I’m so grateful!”

Inside, I was thrashing, desperate to break out. In my fantasies, I saw myself leaping forward, grabbing her, and shoving her down to the carpet. Maybe I would roll her over and smack her ass until she cried out, ready to acknowledge my superiority.

This girl was smaller than me, after all. Sure, she was amazing because she was hot, but I should have been able to take control of the situation!

I didn’t. I couldn’t.

“Tell me how much you enjoy being a slave, how you can’t wait for the opportunity to serve someone who is superior to you in every way.”

“I love being a slave! I want to serve someone who is superior to me in every way!” Once the words were out, I found myself panting. My heart kicked in my chest, and I wanted to break something. But what? How? Whether I liked it or not, I was stuck here, trapped on my knees and forced to do whatever this girl wanted.

She reached down, stroking the underside of my chin, and grinned at me. There it was again, that Cheshire smile, those white teeth, and that obvious joy on her face.

At some other place or time, this girl would have looked amazing, like a model. She could have sold bathing suits or skirts or whatever.

“Show me how much you want to serve me. Tell me, have you ever gone down on a girl before?”

“Never,” I snarled back at her. Frankly, this was a point of pride for me. Why? Because guys weren’t supposed to do that. Sure, I expected my girlfriends and dates to suck my cock. I expected them to wrap their pretty little mouths around my length and serve me until I came hard, probably holding onto her hair and pumping my shaft into her face.

Did she feel degraded afterward? Probably. Did I care? Definitely not.

I was rich and had money and I was the guy in our relationship.

But now, she lifted up her skirt, raising it inch by inch to reveal her naked slit.

“I certainly enjoyed playing with your cock before. Let’s see if your mouth can be just as much fun,” she chided.

Striding past me, she walked over to the bed, pulled her skirt up some more, spread her legs, and slipped her hands behind her head. She closed her eyes and relaxed until she said, “climb up on the bed and serve me like an eager slave boy. I want to feel your tongue right there against my pussy.”

With each second, I tried to fight hard. I tried to reclaim control over my mind and body, but the drugs made that impossible. Then I saw it, the patch right there against my skin. Maybe if I could somehow get it off, I would be able to break her hold on me.

It was my only hope!

But for now, I had to do as she commanded, which was why I scurried up onto the bed. She spread her legs with her skirt pulled up around her waist, exposing her thighs, buttocks, and slit. I lowered my head down, feeling the surrender flow through my body, as though this were somehow right or normal or natural.

She reached up, gliding her fingers through my hair. She kept petting me, like I was some exotic animal to be owned. I groaned as she petted me, which only made her chuckle.

“Good boy. That’s right put your head down right between my legs and lick. Show me what you can do with that tongue. You don’t really want to talk, do you? No. That’s not why you have a tongue. You have a tongue to serve your owner.”

As she spoke, I felt myself compelled to obey her command, so I started licking, gliding my tongue up and down her opening.

As I did so, I could taste her excitement. The hot moisture of her slit buzzed along my taste buds. “Good. Oh yes. That feels so good. Very nice,” she said.

Up until this point, the flicks had been pretty superficial, but Jessica wanted and demanded more. For the moment, however, she was willing to be patient. She simply enjoyed the feel of my face pressing down against her opening.

Then she decided to tease me, “I need to decide what I’m going to do with you. Now that I have you under my control, should I keep you like this? Maybe I should just sell you.”

What?

“You are a slave, after all. You can be sold. Maybe if you ever really piss me off, I will let someone else have you. There are so many women out the world who would enjoy owning a boy like you.”

I tried to jerk my head away as she discussed her plans. “Or if I don’t want to sell you, maybe I should just take you on the road.”

What did that mean?

As hard as I worked to fight her control, I still couldn’t break away. I couldn’t do something as simple as lift my head up from between her thighs. That made it easy for her to continue, taunting me with every breath. “Yeah, I’m sure my distributors going to want to start selling this patch all across the country. There are so many men who need to be owned.”

Across the country?

I had been so busy thinking about my own captivity that it never occurred to me what this thing could do if it were produced en masse and sold across the nation or even across the world.

“Every boy should wear one, don’t you think? Every guy should be reprogrammed to follow the commands of his girlfriend, his sister or wife or whoever.” She grinned. Then she grabbed my hair and pulled my head up. I looked along the length of her black dress, over her perfect breasts, and right at her eyes. “Tell me you think every boy should wear a patch.”

“Every boy should wear a patch,” I said automatically, the words pulled from my mouth. I didn’t want to say them! I tried to fight it so hard!

It didn’t matter.

She had control, so she could do whatever she liked.

“It’s funny. The last great major change in the world was probably the cell phone. Once everyone had the internet in their pockets, so many things shifted. We don’t really notice because it doesn’t happen all at once, the world became a different place in five or ten years. Do you think that’s going to happen again? Do you think all of the boys of the world will learn to surrender?”

I tried to shake my head. Maybe she noticed because she burst out laughing, “Yeah, I think that’s what’s going to happen! No one is going to notice at first because the boys will be told to behave themselves like normal.”

What?

“What? Did you think you’re just going to walk around like a robot, like it would be obvious? I can tell you to behave normally, with certain conditions and requirements, of course,” Jessica told me.

She gripped her hand on the back of my head again, taking hold of my hair as she pushed my face back between her thighs. When I didn’t start licking her immediately, she gave me another command.

“Service me.”

With those syllables out on the air, my body buzzed to attention, forced to obey by whatever new drugs ran through my system. I blinked again, gliding my tongue up and down her opening, just as I had done before. I tried to fight it, but I couldn’t resist her will.

As my tongue started to move, I wondered about where this drug came from. I thought of the myriad chemicals still undiscovered by humans out in the rain forests or across the planet. I had no idea where this came from, but I thought of one movie that talked about how the drug could put someone into a fugue state, one where the individual would do pretty much anything he or she was told.

Was this patch something like that?

How did it separate my thoughts and my consciousness from the rest of my body? I would probably need a couple of PhD’s to understand. Clearly, someone brilliant had come up with this patch.

Gulping, I felt the moisture drain away from my mouth as she ordered, “Yeah, the world is going to change. Women are going to be in charge from now on. You get to be one of the first boys to be enslaved.”

She giggled again.

“Lots of women aren’t going to believe it though. They’re going to think this is some kind of joke, maybe a scam or something. But this isn’t a scam, is it? You’re truly helpless!” Perhaps she was preparing a pitch, getting ready to talk about what she would accomplish with the female half of humanity.

I had to get the patch off!

But how? What could I do?

I didn’t have control over my body.

“Tell me what you’re thinking.”

“I’m thinking about taking the patch off.”

Jessica sat up, bracing herself against her elbows. Her gaze shot into me, instantly angry and wary. “That’s a very good point,” she said, her expression softening. “Don’t ever try to take it off. Don’t ever try to remove it. In fact, I think maybe we should get you some kind of shackle or something. I could always have a doctor put a cast on it. That way, it wouldn’t fall off by accident.”

“No!” I squeaked out.

She laughed again, clearly enjoying the look of frustration on my face. So long as I have the patch on my body, I wouldn’t be able to free myself.

“How about this. Go to the drawer over there and take out the duct tape. That’ll work in the short term, don’t you think?”

I didn’t answer, thinking it was a rhetorical question, but then she snapped out, “Tell me if you think that keep the patch on.”

“That will keep the patch on,” I said automatically, my tone monotonous like before because I didn’t choose to utter those words. They were pulled from my mouth, automatic and unstoppable.

“Good,” she said as I slipped across the room. I found the silver duct tape in the drawer, right where she indicated. I pulled it out and brought it back to her. She took it, ripped it free, and started wrapping it around the patch. I could feel the material tight against my skin.

“There we go. No chance for accidents. Oh, and if you ever think it might come off, tell me immediately.”

I felt like I was being programmed.

Worse, I was being programmed to ensure my own enslavement. When she finished, she patted her hand against the tape, making sure it was snug.

“I’ll think about what else I can do. I like the idea of getting you something a little bit more permanent, something to make sure this will never, ever fall off. Or if I do have to replace it, I’m going to make sure that you are tied down and helpless while I do. That way, there won’t be any chance of you slipping free.”

I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t. My brain had turned blank as I tried to imagine what my life would be like, but this girl was correct. She could keep me like this as long as she wanted now.

“Say thank you.”

“Thank you.”

“Oh, and I forgot. You need to be punished for even thinking about escape. Slaves don’t think about escape. Slaves should only think about how they can serve their owners. Isn’t that right?”

She didn’t phrase that is a command, so I didn’t have to do what she said.

Then she grabbed me by my hair, forced me to look back into her eyes. I studied the blue-green of those irises, each one somehow hot with passion and cold with calculation. As my heart hammered in my chest, I finally succumbed, telling her what she wanted to hear, “Yes! Yes, that’s right!”

I hated the frantic note of worry in my voice, but then she said, “Lay down on your stomach.”

I obeyed. Of course, I obeyed.

I found myself on my stomach. She grabbed my hands and lifted them above my head, crossing my wrists before she said, “Don’t move.” She went back to one of her dresser drawers and opened it. When she came back, I heard the smack of a wooden paddle against her palm.

She touched the smooth surface to my backside, gliding it along the curve of my body. “This is going to be good for you. This is exactly what you need.”

“No! You can’t do this! You won’t get away with it!” I howled out at her. I couldn’t help myself despite knowing full well that challenging her was a terrible idea.

SMACK!

Jessica brought the paddle down hard against my backside, striking. For a moment, I only heard the sound. Then the pain flashed through me like of nuclear blast. I clenched my eyes down, shocked at how much it could sting. But that was only the first blow to land.

Only two or three seconds later, she jerked the paddle back up into the air, keeping it poised above her as she probably savored at this moment. Then that hot girl spanked me again, paddling me hard. She struck three more times in quick succession, and the pain blossomed along my body, eating away at whatever resistance I could summon.

“This is what you need, slave boy. You need to be owned. You need to be trained. You need to be taught how to obey a superior.”

“Yes. Yes, I’m sorry! I’m sorry for my disobedience!”

We both paused for a moment.

It took us several seconds to consider what just happened. Without being prompted or forced, I had surrendered. It had only taken a few seconds, a couple of painful blows from a paddle…Was I really that weak?

Yes.

“You gave up without much of a fight,” she said. “That’s perfect!”

My insides tensed up as I heard those words. I didn’t want a complement.

“These are just for good measure then,” she said. I howled out, unable to move, paralyzed by her command and she struck several more times. She paddled my right side, then my left. By this point, my skin had turned a bright shade of scarlet. She enjoyed every little whimper and cry I let out.

And when she was done, she rolled me over, came up to my head, straddled me, pressing her slit down against my mouth.

“Lick,” Jessica commanded.

Prompted by the chemicals flowing through my body, I surrendered to her authority. She was a girl, my owner, she could get away with whatever she wanted. Sure enough, I stuck my tongue up, penetrating her, sliding into her. I teased and flexed my tongue along her sex, pleasing her just as she wanted.

She bowed her head down, letting her blonde hair fall around her face like a curtain. And as I licked and serviced her, I realized the truth.

She could keep me like this forever. I was one of the first men to be enslaved, but I wouldn’t be the last. In time, there wouldn’t even be anyone out there to help me.

“I want you,” she finally announced. I dropped my head back down as she pulled away, mounting me. She lowered herself down onto my shaft, enveloping me between the walls of her wet slit.

With every second, I could feel the friction of her body against mine, the sleek movement as she started to ride me.

Then, thinking back to last night, she looked down at me.

“You aren’t restrained this time, but you can’t move, can you? I don’t need handcuffs to enslave you. I don’t need anything.”

I thought about reminding her that a patch was pumping drugs through my skin, but I held my tongue. This was the first time I did it. It wouldn’t be the last. Knowing she could punish me again, I let her say whatever she liked because she had every advantage and all of the power.

I was just a slave boy, just the way she wanted.

She started riding me harder and faster, grinding her body up and down as she enjoyed me. Her hair flowed around her face as she grinned and giggled and panted and moaned.

“Oh wow. Oh yes. Oh yes, that feels so good!” Her cheeks brightened as she arched her back, lifted her head, and cried out.

“Don’t come! Don’t you dare come!” Jessica shouted out at me.

Just like that, my body froze. Even in autonomic response could apparently be controlled by her voice. I didn’t understand, but I was just a boy. That kind of science would always linger outside of my grasp.

As she bobbed up and down, she enjoyed me. She savored my helplessness, the fact that I was trapped on my back and unable to do anything beyond what she allowed.

“I get you. I get to use you. I own you now!”

She rode me harder and faster and I worried she wouldn’t even allow me the pleasure of an orgasm, but then she leaned down, and she kissed me again. “You’re mine,” she growled, her voice low until she straightened her back, lifted her chin again, and called out, “Now! Now you can come!”

She wanted to feel my body pulsate. She wanted to feel the excitement race through my skin. But at the same time, her eyes dropped down to mine, and I realized something else. She wanted me to feel owned, to know that my orgasms along with the rest of my body, belonged to her now. She screamed out, the sounds reverberating off of every wall until she finally slumped forward, exhausted and drained. We were both spent, and then she kissed me again. “Say thank you, Mistress.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I replied.

This was her new title, one she could force on me as she trained me for enslavement.

The End
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