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Let me know what you’d like me to write with an email to ARitter664@gmail.com.

I look forward to hearing from you!


Mike’s Mistakes

The package has arrived! When he approached the door to his apartment, he had his key out, and he let this wicked grin curve along his mouth. He grabbed everything up, pulled the different boxes into his apartment, drew his phone from his pocket, and he quickly found her name. He started typing out the text message.

Then, at the last moment, he changed his mind.

He pulled up her name instead, and he tapped the phone icon.

Holding his device to his ear, he waited just a few seconds.

“Hi,” she said.

“Jessica.” Mike said to his girlfriend. “Guess what?”

“What?”

“Everything is here,” he said. Even as he spoke those words, he waited for her sharp intake of breath. She was supposed to be shocked, aroused, and ready to rush over at any moment.

“You have everything?” Jessica asked.

“Everything,” he confirmed for her. “Get your cute little butt over here,” he ordered.

Damn, that always felt so good.

In high school and college, he had wanted a girlfriend so badly. Of course, it hadn’t only been a question of companionship, intimacy, or anything along those lines. It wasn’t even a question of the social benefits he would get from being one of those guys who had a girl on his arm. Instead, he had those secret desires and fantasies.

Over the last three and a half months, he had been dating this one girl. Jessica was amazing. She was smart and funny. She was cute and sexy. But most of all, he remembered that night out at that restaurant when he had been tearing through his napkin as he searched for the courage to tell her what he really wanted. Finally, he had confessed. “Jessica, I want my girlfriend to be my slave. I want to be able to own her. I want to slide a collar around her neck, look into her eyes and have her address me as her owner. I want to be her Master.”  Although he had rehearsed those words hundreds or maybe even thousands of times inside of his head, he finally confessed, and then he had held his breath, leaning back in his seat as he waited for Jessica to give her verdict.

Tentatively, she said she was interested. She said she was interested in those fantasies. She said they could play these games.

Just a couple of nights after that, he had stripped her and collared her for the first time. More importantly, she had seemed into it. She had bowed down before him, and he had pulled on her hair, eventually shoving her up against the wall before he kissed her intensely. He had given this girl everything he had as he pushed those fantasies and made them into a reality.

Jessica could be the beloved slave girl. He could be the owner, and they could have this amazing time together.

More recently, however, he had decided that he wanted better equipment. The dog collar he had picked up from a local pet shop was cute, and it would always have a certain, sentimental value, but it was different now. He wanted a real, locking collar. He wanted it to be something special, maybe even a shock collar…

Not only that, he wanted actual restraints. He had used some tape that he picked up from a sex shop, but that wasn’t good enough. He wanted real restraints that could attach to his bed. He wanted to look at this girl and know that he owned her. He wanted her to feel truly cherished. More than that, he wanted to be able to train her with an actual paddle. Spanking her had been fun, but it needed to sting. She needed to be able to feel it and hear it as it struck all along her body in a way that some gentle smack of his palm wasn’t going to give her.

And now, those packages had arrived!

He just needed his girlfriend/slave.

“I’ll be over tonight,” she said. “We need to talk.”

After that, she hung up.

Mike narrowed his eyes. Only a little bit of the excitement got snuffed out. He shook his head.

“We need to talk,” she had said to him.

Mike wasn’t a fool. He understood what that phrase meant. Then again, he told himself that he was probably just overthinking it. She wanted to come over tonight to play those sex games. She wanted to feel the collar, the paddle, and the leather restraints. She wanted to be spread out, naked and helpless on his bed as he ravished her.

She had probably just used those words as a mistake. Yeah, that had to be it. She didn’t mean anything by them. Just because comedians like to joke about how women communicated strangely, that didn’t mean he had to be worried. That didn’t mean his girlfriend was about to break up with him.

A couple hours later, she knocked on his apartment door. He jumped up off of the couch and rushed over to see her.

Mike didn’t want to believe it, but he instantly saw that look on her face.

“Mike, we need to talk,” she said, reaching out and taking him by his hand. She tugged, guiding him over to the couch. She sat down with him. Then she looked into his face, and he recognized that merciful and almost sympathetic expression. She felt bad about what she was going to say.

“You’re breaking up with me,” he said, blurting out the words before she could get started.

Mike desperately waited for her to tell him that he was wrong. She was supposed to smile, laugh, and shake her head. Perhaps she was even supposed to shout out something like, “What? No! Where did you get that idea from?” Unfortunately for this boy, she didn’t say anything like that. Instead, she just watched him. There was that reluctantly sad expression on her face, like she hated the idea that she had to dump this puppy dog, but she didn’t see any alternative.

“Mike, I’m really sorry. I’m really sorry about this. You know I care about you, but…” Jessica said more, but Mike couldn’t hear those words. He couldn’t really process them. Instead, his heart was pounding, and he stared at her. Her lips kept moving, but there was just that buzzing drone of static in his ears.

This girl probably had really good reasons. They were probably legitimate, emotionally mature, and completely understandable. In fact, she was behaving like an adult as she broke up with him.

They weren’t married. Even if they had been, it would’ve still been her right to withdraw from the relationship.

Not only that, they had only been dating for a few months.

Still, she was the girl he had trusted. She was the girl he had opened up too. He had told her about his fantasies. Not only that, he had made all of these different plans for the two of them…

None of that mattered, not then or there because she got up, she kissed him on the cheek, and she left his apartment. Later on, maybe he would be able to remember exactly what she had said.

Ultimately, it didn’t matter.

She had delivered the most important point: she no longer wanted to date him. They were broken up. They were no longer in a relationship. Back in college, Mike had another friend who got dumped. Afterward, that guy had moped. But more importantly, he had demanded some kind of “closure”. He hadn’t wanted to talk to the girl on multiple occasions. Now he wanted to go back and talk to her, to discuss what he had done wrong, what he could have done differently, and where she was in her life. All of those ideas sounded insane to Mike.

“I’m a realist, and I understand what just happened. She broke up with me. She didn’t want to be with me.” That was it. That was all he was going to get. Even if she had given him an essay or a book explaining her reasoning, it didn’t matter because it couldn’t affect the final outcome.

She didn’t want to be with him.

Worse than that, he now hated that invisible dividing line, the cut across his calendar, his mind, and his personal life.

Earlier that day, he had been so happy. He had woken up, knowing that he had a girlfriend. Now he didn’t.

Seated there on his couch, Mike ran his fingers through his hair, raised his head, and leaned back. With his chin lifted, he closed his eyes to cry, but he swallowed it down.

She broke up with him.

He was a man, and he wasn’t going to get upset. He wasn’t going to allow himself to break down. Instead, he needed to concentrate on the next steps.

He could get back on the dating apps. Maybe he could find someone else. Maybe he could find someone better…

Those thoughts sounded lovely, but he knew they weren’t true. Jessica had been far out of his league, so it made sense that she had decided to break up with him. If anything, their relationship had never been anything more than borrowed time.

For that, he had to be grateful.

Since he didn’t want to be alone, Mike pulled out his phone, and he texted a couple of his friends. He got lucky. They wanted to go out. They wanted to go see a movie or grab a drink. He didn’t care what they did.

But he went out with his friends and delivered the news. He told them that he and Jessica had broken up. Mike was careful not to say she dumped him. He didn’t give any explicit reason. Not only that, he did his best to sound and appear energetic, happy, and ready to move on with his life.

But then he eventually had to go back home, and he saw those packages.

After that, he had to go to work the next day.

Everything felt muted, heavy, and sickening.

Before, he had anticipated the future. He had thought about how much fun it was going to be to play with Jessica as their relationship grew. He thought about going into this scenario where maybe he could take a week from work, and he could just keep her naked and in his apartment the entire time…

But now, he still saw those boxes.

And then Saturday rolled around and he didn’t have any plans. He woke up. He tried to play some video games. He messed around online, scrolling through his socials. After that, he didn’t know what to do.

He opened one of the boxes.

Mike looked down at them, and he narrowed his eyes as he thought about his ex-girlfriend. He thought about Jessica and how she would have looked.

But then something strange happened. He picked up the shock collar. He pulled it out of the package, and he inserted the batteries. After that, he closed his eyes, and he wondered what it would’ve been like if she wore that device.

“Don’t be pathetic,” he whispered to himself.

And yet, maybe he was curious. Yeah, that had to be it.

He was curious, and he wanted to know what it would have felt like if she had agreed to wear it. Maybe it was much worse than he had anticipated, so he needed to just get rid of the toy. This was a test drive. It was an experiment. Those were the easy justifications he used as he lifted up the collar. He glanced down at the package and saw the remote. He knew that once it was locked on, he would need the controller to remove it. The collar could be used to administer quick, electric jolts. According to the manufacturer, it had been calibrated for the wearer’s safety. Then again, Mike really didn’t care about those kinds of details at that moment.

He was thinking about that girl.

What was wrong with him?

For so long, he had anticipated what it would feel like to own a girl. He wanted Jessica on her knees in front of him, but he closed his eyes, and there was that sickening twist in the pit of his gut. Not only that, he was thinking about something else. He was fantasizing about a reversal…

…He was supposed to be the one on his knees. He was supposed to be the one wearing the collar.

After all, he had failed with her. He was supposed to be the master, but that girl had wandered off. He should have been able to hold her attention, entice her, and keep her interested. But he had failed. In one way or another, Mike messed up. Mike had made a mistake. He couldn’t name it, not exactly. Maybe he should have been more circumspect with her. Maybe he needed to be more aggressive. Maybe he should have been nicer or given her more gifts or something…

As hard as he tried, he couldn’t come up with a good explanation, but he kept coming back to the same reality. In one way or another, his mistakes had compounded, and now he deserved to be the slave. He was the one who deserved to be owned.

It was a pathetic thought, and he tried to shove it aside.

Then again, he had felt that way before. Sometimes, he would be playing his video games, and some computerized monster would smash him down. Right afterward, there would be that twisting sense of subservience, like he was supposed to make it up to someone because of his own inadequacies.

Jessica supercharged that impulse, so he slipped the collar around his neck, and he expected to feel ridiculous.

After that, he was even more curious, so he rose to his feet, and he stripped.

He got completely naked right there in his living room. He dropped his pants and socks, his boxers, and his shirt to the floor. Within moments, he was naked and standing there.

But that wasn’t good enough.

He needed to do even better than that, so he got up and he walked across the room. He lowered himself down onto his knees, and he bowed his head forward.

“Jessica, I was wrong. I’m the one who should be collared. I’m the one who should be owned. You should be able to train me and tame me however you see fit,” he said in that small voice.

Obviously, he didn’t really mean it. At least inside of his head, he thought that this was just a game.

Then again, he couldn’t explain his erection.

His cock was so hard! There was that desire, that desperation simmering deep within him.

He pulled back, glanced down, and smiled for just a moment.

Then he heard it.

Someone was knocking on his door!

Mike froze. At first, he thought it was going to be a delivery guy or something. Maybe there was some air package that had finally been brought to his front door (not that he was going to need it now).

If Mike could just wait for a little while, then everything would be fine. The driver would go away, and Mike could deal with it later.

Finally, he heard her voice. “Mike, I know you’re in there. Your lights are on. Come on. Open up. I need to talk to you.”

It was her!

Foolishly, Mike rushed over to his phone. He grabbed it and glanced down. He saw that there were several text messages from Jessica.

She wanted to talk to him…

She needed to see him…

Hope blossomed inside of his chest until he saw that last message.

Apparently, she had forgotten one of her necklaces at his place, so she just wanted to stop by and pick it up.

…She wasn’t interested in getting back together. A realist as always, Mike did his best to hold onto that idea because it was the clear and obvious truth.

“Shit.” Glancing down, he saw his erection. He saw his naked body.

Mike quickly grabbed up his shirt, shoes, socks, pants, and underwear. He pulled on his boxers first. Next, he slipped into his shirt and pants.

“Please, don’t make this harder than it needs to be,” Jessica said to him through the door.

“Just a second!” Mike called out to his ex. His friends would have laughed and snorted, saying something snide like, “Mike, you don’t owe that bitch anything.”

With the adrenaline running through his veins, he finished getting dressed, and he rushed over to the door. He opened it, and Jessica stared at him for just a moment.

“Can I come in?”

“Sure,” he said, stepping aside. His heart was pounding, and he forgot everything except for this girl. He saw her straight, dark hair. He remembered the first time he had lifted his hand to run his fingers along the top of her head and down to the nape of her neck. He remembered that first movie they watched right there on his couch. She had cuddled up to him first. Then, as it got late, she decided she wanted to rest her head on his lap. He had been so nervous as he tried to touch her and help her to enjoy herself.

“I left my necklace here,” she said. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine,” he said.

She was supposed to start looking for it. Instead, she had her hands at her sides, and she looked right at him. “Mike, how are you doing?”

“I’m fine,” he said. He understood that any other answer would have qualified as a defeat.

Technically, this wasn’t a competition. They weren’t fighting. And yet, he still wanted to hold onto some slender thread of his dignity!

“Right,” she agreed. “You know, if you ever want to talk, I’m here for you.”

“That’s nice of you. What does your necklace look like?”

“It’s the round of sapphire with the silver chain,” she said. She was glancing around his apartment and part of him desperately wished that this could just be a pretense. Maybe she hadn’t really forgotten anything. Maybe she just wanted to come see him. They could talk, and they could have this deep conversation that could last hours. She would explain something, and he would learn to be a better boyfriend, and they could get back together!

Jessica stepped back into the bedroom, and he followed her. Then she reached for the nightstand, she opened the drawer, and then she nodded. “It’s here,” she said, picking it up and pulling it out.

He had given her several pieces of jewelry, including a promise ring. Crap, that felt so ridiculously naïeve now. That necklace was hers, however. She put it on, walked by him, reached out, and gave his shoulder an awkward squeeze.

“Take care of yourself, Mike.”

Then she headed back through the living room, but he stayed there in the bedroom. He heard the front door open, then close. He collapsed down onto the bed. He was on his back, and he swallowed, and then he felt something…

…It was a strange weight and pressure right there at the base of his throat…

“No…” Mike whispered to no one in particular. Then he jerked up, doing the fastest sit-up of his entire life. His hands flew up to the sides of his neck, and he felt it.

He was still wearing the shock collar. Like some dumbass, he was wearing the collar. He had been wearing that slave collar over the course of her entire freaking visit!

His eyes went wide for just a few seconds. Then he clutched them shut, like he thought he could block out the past if he just held his eyelids down tight enough.

“Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Mike growled to no one in particular. He couldn’t believe that he had done that.

If he had felt like a failure before, like he didn’t deserve the power of being an owner, he certainly experienced it now. Those sensations doubled, then tripled. They flooded through his body, making him feel like such an idiot!

He had worn a shock collar in front of her.

Of course, she hadn’t mentioned it. She didn’t want to make this conversation any more awkward than it already needed to be.

Hating himself even more, Mike lifted his hands, and he reached for the clasp. He expected to find a button or a loop or something.

He tugged. He tried to get the reinforced leather collar off. He could still feel the battery pack, and the electrodes pushing against his skin.

Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t remove it.

“The controller,” he whispered.

That was one of the special features of this device. It locked on, and the clasp could only be removed mechanically. It needed to be triggered by the controller. Without that, he couldn’t get it off. After all, the wearer of this leather band was supposed to be a slave. That person wasn’t supposed to be able to remove it just because they didn’t feel like wearing it. This device was serious. It was a real piece of training equipment (as promised by the designers and developers).

Feeling even more ridiculous than he had at any other point during the day, Mike got up and he headed back into the living room. There, he found the open box. He glanced down, and he reached for the controller.

It wasn’t there. It wasn’t there!

Where was it? Where the hell was it?

He picked up the box, turned it over, and he let the different pieces of styrofoam and padding fall to the floor. He kept scanning the carpet as he searched for that little black piece of plastic. It was supposed to look like a TV remote control.

And yet, it wasn’t there.

Where was it? Where the heck was it?

He couldn’t see it! He couldn’t find it!

Obviously, he hadn’t placed it in the box. It was somewhere else in his apartment. Yeah, that had to be it.

Mike went hunting. He checked his bedroom, the small side table near the front door, over by the TV and in the kitchen. He had no idea how it could’ve possibly ended up in the kitchen, but he looked anyway. As his shoulders slumped and his arms dangled at his sides, he glanced around again, checking the counters. He kept imagining some scenario where he accidentally picked it up, carried it off, and left it on some random spot.

But it wasn’t here!

No, he told himself. It had to be here.

Puffing and puffing from one breath to the next, Mike kept thinking about where it could be. He closed his eyes, and he tried to come up with some clever solution. If this had been his phone, he could have used one of the built-in features to track it down and make it chime. Unfortunately, for him, the controller didn’t come with any kind of GPS functionality.

“Where the heck is it?” Mike asked again. He didn’t know if he was hoping the universe would give him some kind of sign. If so, he had to be disappointed because nothing happened. It was still quiet in his apartment.

Then he finally heard something. He flinched. It was his phone.

Exhaling through his teeth, Mike walked over, and he picked up the device. He glanced down at the screen.

Before this, he had been tempted to delete her number. Maybe he could have even blocked her. Of course, he hadn’t. He had let that little piece of information remain there, trapped in the memory of his phone. When he saw Jessica’s name, Mike wasn’t sure what to do.

She was calling again?

Seriously? What else did she forget?

At this point, there was that flash of anger. He just couldn’t help it. Why was she calling him again? Couldn’t she just leave him alone? She had dumped him. Wasn’t that good enough?

It vaguely made him think of those arguments he had joined online, the really irritating ones. Occasionally, a girl would break up with a guy, but then he would go off and sleep with another girl, and the first girlfriend would accuse him of cheating. He never understood how that was supposed to work, especially because Mike needed to believe in concrete lines when it came to these kinds of relationships. They were dating or they weren’t. It was supposed to be binary. There couldn’t be an in-between. He wasn’t interested in “complicated”.

Reluctantly, he swiped the screen, and he held it to his ear. “What?”

“I don’t like your tone, Mike,” she said.

“Jessica, I don’t have time for this. What’s going on? Did you forget something else?”

“No. I didn’t forget anything else,” she said.

“Then why are you calling me?”

“I found something else,” she said. Her tone was different this time; he did his best to analyze and understand it. Normally, she didn’t speak this way. There was something especially confident or assured about the way she spoke. He wasn’t sure he liked it.

“What are you talking about?” Mike asked, despite the fact that his fingers instinctively tightened around his phone, and he could feel his stomach start to drop.

“When I saw it, I wasn’t really sure what it was, but I saw the picture on the side of the box, and I got curious. I picked it up. I know that was wrong, but I looked up some of these specs, and it says here that the signal can go through walls. I’m still out in the parking lot, Mike.”

“You are? Why?”

“Because I saw what you were wearing.”

“That, that was an accident…”

“I don’t think so,” she said to him.

“It was an accident,” he said, pumping more certainty into his voice this time. “It didn’t mean anything.”

“I think you’re lying,” she said.

That didn’t sound like his girlfriend. That didn’t sound like his girlfriend at all.

“This might be a little bit crazy, Mike, but I’m thinking you were trying to tell me something. I think you were trying to send me a message, and I don’t want to ignore it.”

His fingers tightened even more on his phone. He started to wonder whether or not he had any chance of breaking it between his fingers. “Jessica, did you take a remote control?”

“I did,” she said. He was about to demand it back, but Jessica casually spoke over him. “I found it, and I think you and I need to have another conversation.”

“You dumped me. We don’t get to have another conversation. Just give me back the controller.”

“Mike, when I showed up, you were wearing a collar. You were wearing a collar like a slave. What does that make you?”

“I was just curious. I was just messing around. I was just testing it,” he said, silently hating the frustrated fear that seemed to swirl at the pit of his stomach. The words came out way too fast. Normally, he liked to believe that he was someone who could control his vocal patterns. He could get nervous like anyone else, but he was better at hiding it.

“I still don’t believe you,” she said.

“I don’t care what you believe. You dumped me.”

“I did,” she said. “I dumped you because you thought you could be the master. You thought you could be the owner. You thought you could and should be in charge. But now, I think it’s time for another conversation.”

“I’m hanging up now,” he said. Even as he spoke, he started to wonder if he could contact the manufacturer to get another copy of the remote control. He would need one to get out of this collar. And even if he couldn’t do that, he was sure he could call a locksmith or something. It was going to be an incredibly embarrassing set of conversations, but he didn’t care. He had money. He could pay them.

“Don’t hang up,” she said. “If you do, you’re going to regret it…” There was something almost playful in her voice, like she didn’t really mind.

Screw this, he told himself. He pulled the phone down, swiped the red icon, and terminated the conversation.

He was breathing harder and faster.

Mike reached up again, his fingers brushed along the smooth, tight leather against his neck. He was going to get this thing off. He was definitely going to get it off. And yet, he was thinking about those last comments and questions. She had started to make it sound like she thought she was supposed to be in charge.

“No way,” he started to say.

Electricity snapped through his body!

He got zapped!

He jerked, blinked, and glanced around. His vision blurred instantly. He couldn’t help it. But now, that confusion rushed through him for just an instant before he turned back toward his window. The blinds were still down; he couldn’t see out into the parking lot, but it was easy enough to imagine Jessica sitting there in her car, holding onto the controller and giggling.

“That bitch,” he muttered. Then he reached for the door, but he stopped himself. He wasn’t going to confront her. He wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction!

Another zap hit him!

The electricity shot from those electrodes and rushed down into his body, forcing him to stumble back. He let out his frustration. His vision blurred all over again. His eyes watered, and he needed to figure this out. It felt like getting stung by a very angry set of hornets, right there against the base of his throat. He wanted to smack them away or turn, that obviously wasn’t going to work, not while he wore a slave collar around his neck.

A third jolt of electricity shot through him!

He hissed. He grunted.

A fourth blast struck.

This time, he cried out. He growled, reached down, and fumbled for his phone.

A fifth blast washed over him, snapping from his neck down into the rest of his body.

He pulled up her name, tapped on the picture of Jessica, and called her.

The phone started to ring.

Only a few seconds later, he heard that message, “The person you have called is currently unavailable. Please leave a message after the tone.”

Panting now, he dropped his phone to the floor. He knew he was probably going to regret that later, but he spun back and climbed up onto his couch. He pulled away the blinds, and he stared out into the parking lot.

Her car sat out there in one of the guest spots.

Mike grimaced as he tried to figure out what to do. For just a moment, he didn’t think she was going to be able to see what he was doing. She was seated there, her car facing him. Then she reached up, and she waved. A parking lot stretched out between them, but he saw that tiny speck of his girlfriend as she swung her arm from side to side.

Then she held up her other hand and she pointed at it.

From this distance, he couldn’t actually see the remote control, but he didn’t have to either. She was holding onto it, even as that evanescent smile curved along her lips because she was having fun with him!

“No way,” he muttered. “No freaking way.”

But then she pointed the controller in his direction, and he braced himself.

He tried to prepare for that next rush of electricity. He thought he had done it. He told himself that it was just pain. Those electrons could rush along his skin, lighting up his nerves, but he didn’t care because he was a man, and he could take it!

Another flash of energy ripped across his senses. It was instant, yet he still jerked away from the couch, stumbling. The next thing he knew, he was on his side. His chest rose and fell.

A few seconds later, his phone buzzed for his attention. He grabbed it, glanced down at the screen and reflexively read the text out loud, “Mike, I want you to beg for me to talk to you. You’re going to call, and you’re going to use the proper tone of voice with me.”

He stared down at that message. With every second, he almost expected to see the words shift or morph into something else. She couldn’t be serious…

That might have been his first reaction, but now he was looking down at his phone, and he wanted to grab it and throw it against the wall. He knew that was unfair. He understood it was a dumb maneuver. Then again, he wasn’t used to this flavor of frustration. Under normal circumstances, he could handle pretty much anything. He could be calm, rational, and decisive.

Only now, he was thinking about that girl and how she had broken up with him. He was thinking about the collar around his neck and what it meant.

“I’m not a slave. I’m not the slave. I’m never going to be the slave,” he growled to his empty living room.

Then she texted again. Her message was clear; she was waiting.

She could keep waiting as far as he was concerned!

Mike might have been proud of himself for that little demonstration of defiance, but fresh electricity shot through him. The collar activated, and he twitched.

Only a few seconds later, she shocked him again!

Without thinking this time, he automatically reached for his phone, brought up her number, and called again.

“Hello, Mike,” she said.

He had to use the right tone. “Please, I’m sorry about what I said before.”

“Are you apologizing?”

“Yes. I’m apologizing.”

He could hear that grin in her voice. She sounded so ridiculous and triumphant as she asked, “And just what are you apologizing for?”

“My tone of voice,” he said. Even as he spoke, he could hear that bitter edge slide into every word.

“Actually…I still think you can do a lot better. Go on. Try again. Apologize with feeling. Tell me that you understand your misbehavior but that you want to improve.”

“Jessica, what are we doing? What is this? Why won’t you just give me back the controller?”

“Those are good questions, but you aren’t following instructions, so I guess we have to try this again.” She hung up on him.

The connection went dead, and he stared forward. He glanced up. He checked his phone. The conversation really had terminated.

Another jolt of electricity shot through him! It was even more powerful now! It forced him back, and he actually dropped to his knees. He hadn’t even known that could be a realistic possibility, but he was breathing hard, panting from one gasped breath to the next, and struggling to figure this out.

Another jolt of electricity, just as powerful as the previous one, rammed into him. It washed over his body, and he cried out. At some point, his neighbors might check on him. But what was he supposed to tell them?

Through all of this, Jessica was comfortably seated in her car.

He wanted to just get out and run across the lot. But if she didn’t want to talk to him, she didn’t have to, especially while she held that controller!

Why did she take it? Why did she have it?

Mike struggled to comprehend what’s going on. More importantly, he itched to find a solution. He was scrambling. Ridiculously, some part of him wanted to search through his apartment again, like he was going to be able to find the controller. Clearly, that wasn’t possible.

His ex-girlfriend had it! She had the controller to his collar.

His phone started to vibrate again.

He saw her name. Of course, it was going to be her. He held the phone to his ear. “Hello?”

“You may try again,” she said, sounding magnanimous.

Between heartbeats, he opened his mouth, and he could feel the air run along the edges of his teeth. He really wanted to break something. He wanted to fight back. He wished he could throw a punch. Of course, none of that would work. Those weren’t actual options for him.

“I apologize for my tone. I’m sorry. I’m sorry I messed up. I swear, I’m going to do better,” he told her.

Once that last word left his mouth, he flinched. He couldn’t tell if he was trying to prepare himself for her to hit the button on the controller again or maybe he was just ashamed of the fact that he had broken so completely for her.

“Good boy,” she said.

Mike didn’t answer; he couldn’t. Still, a different response hung at the back of his throat. “Don’t call me that. Just tell me what the hell you want!” Mike wanted to utter those words. He wanted to snap back with a raw rush of aggression. Instead, he stayed silent.

His ex-girlfriend continued, “I think you’re confused, Mike. I think you’re confused about what you really want.”

“What are you saying?”

“When you made your little confession to me, what did you say you wanted?”

“I told you about the kind of man I am,” he told her. “I’m a dominant man. I’m someone who should be in control. I go into relationships, and I am respectful, but I should be in charge. I need to be in charge.”

“Or…” Her voice stretched out. Again, he could hear that smile. She sounded a lot like some vicious little high school girl, teasing a boy she liked. At some other place or time, he would have heard that bratty note of amusement in her voice, and he would have laughed. Just as importantly, he would have been ready to grab her and pull off her clothes, to kiss her or maybe even to swap his hand down against her backside. A girl like her could probably use a spanking.

The quiet stretched between them. Finally, he broke. “Or what?”

“Or you have been lying to yourself. Maybe you have been lying to me too.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Tone,” she chided him.

“I’m sorry!”

“Mike, I don’t think you want to be dominant. I don’t think you want to be in control. I broke up with you, and what did you do? You decided to put on a collar. I think you are secretly a slave. I think we need to work on this. I think you need to learn to be honest with me.”

“I was just curious. I was just experimenting. I wanted to make sure this thing I bought actually worked!” Mike called out, his voice rising.

He probably would have said more. And easy and instinctive rant probably would have jumped from his mouth, but his ex delivered one shock, then another, and another after that! The energy pulsed through his body, electricity lighting up his nerves as his pain increased.

Remarkably, he stayed on his knees, but at least he managed to hold the phone to his ear.

“Apologize for lying to me,” she said.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

She shocked him again! The pain zapped through his body. “Try harder,” she ordered.

Mike hissed through his teeth again, yet he couldn’t take it. He couldn’t take that pain. Even if he tried to tell himself that he was the kind of resilient guy who could handle anything the world threw at him, he could feel that weakness start to soak into his body. It was the fear. It was that inability to tolerate another jolt.

“I’m sorry. I’m really sorry. I messed up. I’m not going to make that mistake again! I swear, I’ll do better!”

“And why are you apologizing?”

“I lied.”

“And you’re not going to do that again, are you?”

“No. I’m not going to do that again.”

“Because you really want to be a slave, don’t you?”

He paused. He hesitated. Each second ticked by, and he could still hear her smiling on the other end of the line, even though she said nothing.

He clutched his eyes shut as his brows tightened. He could feel that furrowing frustration right there on his face.

“Mike…”

“I really want to be a slave.” Even as he spoke those words, he told himself they weren’t true. He silently lied, fighting so hard to believe that he was something else.

“Again,” she ordered.

“I really want to be a slave.”

“And you really want a girl like me to own you, don’t you?”

“Don’t make me say it,” he said. “Please. Please, don’t make me say it.”

Still seated in her car, she grinned. Jessica was having so much fun with this boy! He understood all of this. They had only dated for a few months, but that was enough. After all, he had paid attention to her. He had done his best to learn everything he could about her. Even if he had wanted to own her, Mike still tried to be a good boyfriend.

“I like the way you beg. I’m going to have to keep that in mind,” she said. “But for now, you still need to tell me the truth. Say it. Say it again.” She didn’t quite use the pitch of a girl talking to a little dog. Still, there was that note of amusement, like she was having fun as she played this game. She was stripping away his old identity. For him, it seemed like this pivotal moment appeared for her, it was just fun!

“I really want to be a slave,” he said.

“More.”

“I don’t know why, but you broke up with me, and I felt like I should put on the collar. I felt like I should wear it. I felt defeated. There, there was just this other sensation…” His voice trailed away, and he hoped that she was just going to laugh at him, hang up, and promise to mail him the controller or something.

“What kind of sensation?”

“It was the feeling that I should be owned. It was the feeling that I wasn’t strong enough or smart enough or whatever to be in control. I just wanted to obey.”

“You felt submissive? You felt servile? You felt like you wanted to be on a leash? Is that how you felt?”

“Yes…”

“Good boy. Now, beg me to come back inside and train you.”

“What?”

“Beg me to come back inside and train you,” Jessica ordered.

Mike tightened his fingers against his phone once again. He wasn’t sure if he was fighting against a wave of helplessness, fear, or something else. In any case, he couldn’t do it. He didn’t want to see her again. At least, that was what he told himself.

Then again, something inside of him broke just as easily as before because this girl knew what she was doing. “Please. Please, come back inside. Please, train me!”

“Only because you asked so nicely,” she said before she hung up.

It had felt wrong. Jessica hadn’t been able to explain it. She hadn’t been able to come up with the exact wording. Her boyfriend had suggested the idea that he should be in charge. He should be the owner, and she would be the slave. She still remembered sitting at that restaurant, smiling, and doing her best to indulge him because she wanted to be a good girlfriend.

But there had been something off about this dynamic.

Truthfully, she had never really thought about power play. As far as she had been concerned, a relationship was supposed to be between equals. This had always been something of an unquestioned assumption.

But then he’d pushed harder. More importantly, Jessica had come to the inevitable conclusion: she couldn’t be what he wanted. Her boyfriend had craved the chance to own a girl. That wasn’t something she was interested in. It wasn’t something she could give him even if she cared about him.

But then she had gone back for her necklace, and she saw the controller. More importantly, she had noticed the pictures on the box. With a glance, she had decided that she wanted to pick up that controller and hold it. And once it was in her hand…

…This unlocked something. It was as simple as that, and now she was walking back to his front door, and she knocked.

When Jessica saw him again in that collar, she knew she had made the correct decision.

She knocked, and he opened the door, and she was standing right there.

Presumably, she was holding the controller in one of her hands. She kept her fist closed.

“You can’t take it from me,” Jessica told him. Again, he heard that little ting of amusement in her voice because she was going to have fun with him.

Mike didn’t and couldn’t believe that. He threw himself forward, and he tried to grab her by her wrist. It was going to be dumb luck, he thought. He lunged forward, and he grabbed her by her wrist. She opened her hand, revealing her empty palm. Then, with her other hand, she lifted the controller, and she jolted him!

He stumbled back.

“I guess I have to increase the settings.”

“No, don’t!”

Incandescent pain washed over him. An inferno of electricity blasted through his body, snapping along every nerve beneath his skin. He screamed out, arching his back. Then it was done, and he was panting, his eyes closed. Then he felt something on his chest.

When Mike opened his eyes again, he found himself gazing up at his ex-girlfriend. She stood above him, and she glanced down. “How does that feel?”

“It hurts,” he said.

“And whose fault was that?” Jessica asked him.

Clearly, there could only be one answer. “Mine.”

“That’s right,” she said to him. “You tried to take the controller from your owner.”

“You’re not my owner,” he said.

Jessica didn’t respond immediately. Instead, she slipped her shoe from his chest to his throat. She pushed on his neck, just a tiny bit. Still, it was enough to make it so much harder to breathe!

“Since you’re having a hard time understanding, let me make this clear for you, Mike. From now on, I own you. You belong to me. You are my property, and I’m going to give you exactly what you wanted. You wanted a relationship, didn’t you? You wanted a relationship between an owner and a slave. That’s what you’re going to get. Now I’m going to pull my foot away from your neck, and you’re going to tell me that you are going to be an eager and obedient slave.”

As promised, she withdrew her shoe from his throat.

Mike had to do it. He knew he had no choice. “I’m going to be an eager and obedient slave,” he told her, nearly breathless.

“Good. Now I want you to prove it. It’s time for you to get naked, slave.”

Slave. He heard that word. More importantly, Mike recognized the sincerity in her voice. She wasn’t playing with him; she wasn’t toying with him. This wasn’t some kind of silly game. She meant it. She actually meant it!

Mike sucked in a breath. The moisture drained away from his mouth, but then he was back on his knees. For a moment, he wanted to try again, only now Jessica stepped back. She had her arms crossed over her chest. He tried to run the calculations. If he pounced, he already knew he wouldn’t be fast enough. After all, it was so easy for her to just hit that single button. In an instant, the signal could fly, the receiver built into his collar could receive it, and those electrodes could flood him with another blast of pain.

Mike pulled off his shirt. Next, he unbuttoned his pants. He slipped off his shoes. He peeled away his socks. With every garment and layer, he felt like he was losing something primal. It wasn’t just his clothing.

Pretty soon, he was done to his boxers.

Mike opened his mouth.

“Mike, don’t make another mistake. Just do it,” she said. Of course, she sounded bored and annoyed, yet there was that hint of amusement in her voice. She was having fun with him as she played with him. She was waiting for him to break. As far as she was concerned, this was an inevitability which he couldn’t escape.

Still, she must’ve enjoyed watching him struggle.

He grabbed onto his underwear and pulled it down.

“Look at that…” Jessica said. “What do I see right there between your legs?”

No…

Mike didn’t want to believe it. He didn’t want to acknowledge it. He wanted to tell himself that this wasn’t happening! It couldn’t be happening!

“Tell me. What is your current state of arousal?” Despite her clinical tone, he understood exactly what she meant.

Mike glanced down. He didn’t really need that visual confirmation, but his eyes still scanned along the contours of his stiff cock. He was hard. He was incredibly hard! Heat cascaded down along his body. His fingers tightened into the palms of his hands, and he was doing his very best to hide from the truth.

Under her watchful gaze, however, that wasn’t a realistic option. This girl studied him, and there was that little grin of amusement at the corner of her mouth.

“I’m turned on,” he said, practically spitting out the words.

“And why is that? Is it possible you know that you want to be a slave? You were telling me about that feeling before. Maybe you feel like you need to be owned,” she said.

He sucked in a breath to contradict her. He was ready. The words were right there along the edges of his teeth and at the tip of his tongue. Even so, she flashed the controller for just a second, and it was enough to silence him.

“Fine. I can be a slave.”

She shocked him!

“Try again.”

“I’m a slave! Deep down, I know it. I feel it! I’m a slave!”

“A good boy,” she said. “Stand up. Hold your hands behind your back. Don’t move.”

“What, what are you going to do?” At first, he assumed his question would be enough to earn him another dose of punishment. Instead, she smiled. The corners of her eyes crinkled with delight, and she just watched him.

That was enough to break him. He didn’t hold out. He didn’t resist or fight back. Instead, that naked male rose to his feet, he straightened his back, and he brought his arms behind him. He crossed his wrists.

“You know, when you told me about your fantasies, I really wanted to do my best, so I did a lot of reading. I learned a lot about slavery. Aren’t you a lucky boy? I’m going to get to use those lessons after all.”

As she spoke, Jessica started to circle him. Her eyes slid along Mike’s body. She looked at his chin, his neck, the collar, his shoulders, his bare chest, his hips, his erection, his legs and feet. She seemed to take everything in. But more than that, she was evaluating him. She was making up her mind as she decided what she liked best.

“Jessica, I think we need to take a second and talk about this,” he said to her.

“Talk about what? We both know what I’m going to do.”

He didn’t! He didn’t know what she was going to do. He didn’t want to believe it, and he couldn’t accept it. With all of this in mind, he tried to believe that he was confused.

Only that wasn’t true. He wasn’t confused at all.

He already knew exactly what she had in mind. He could explain all of it. But now, his heart was kicking even faster because she circled him. Simultaneously, he tried to come up with a good counterargument, some explanation, some way for him to get her to change her mind…

She circled him again and again, gliding her eyes along his body. The corners of her eyes crinkled some more, especially when she paused behind him. He couldn’t see her face at that instant, but didn’t matter because she extended her hands, tightened her fingertips, and slid her touch along the sides of his hips, down to his buttocks, over his flanks, up the contours of his rib cage, back to his shoulders, then along his neck.

“I like this,” she said. “This is what we are going to do. Since you obviously wanted to be my slave, I’m going to let you. You are going to be my property, Mike, and I’m going to be your owner. Say it.”

“I won’t,” he growled back at her.

She clicked her tongue. She was shaking her head from side to side. Clearly, that wasn’t the answer she liked. It wasn’t a response she would tolerate either.

“Last chance to obey,” she told him.

“I’m not going to be. I’m not going to do whatever you want!”

Then he drew his hands from behind his back, and he spun around…just in time to watch his ex-girlfriend lift the controller, point it in his direction, and hit the button. He watched as her thumb pressed down.

The signal jumped, his collar activated, and the spurt of electricity shot into his body.

For some fraction of a second, he tried to believe that it was just a physical sensation. He didn’t have to react or respond. He didn’t have to allow it to affect him!

But even as those ideas shot through his head, he experienced the truth.

That blinding pain sucked away every thought and idea. The rush of jagged sensation overwhelmed him, knocking him back.

Then, right as he started to recover, she shocked him again!

“Remember, this is effortless for me. I’m going to win, Mike. I’m going to win because I’m in charge. I’m going to win because I’m the owner and you are the slave now. I’m the Mistress.”

Mistress. He heard that word, and it seemed to ring all through his body.

No, he told himself. She couldn’t own him. It couldn’t possibly work like that! He was still his own man. He was still capable of making his own choices!

“On your knees,” she said because he still hadn’t been able to put his thoughts back together. Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t think clearly.

Still, he refused to obey until she shocked him again. Her hand rose, and it almost felt magical.

That next blast of electricity sizzled across his skin. It flashed from the electrodes, down into the rest of his body.

His knees bent, and he fell. He dropped forward onto the floor right there in his apartment.

This was supposed to be his apartment! It was supposed to be his domain! In this space, he was supposed to be in charge; he was supposed to be in control!

Only now, she stood over him. She brushed her fingers along the top of his head before gliding her touch along his cheek. He raised his head. He blinked through the moisture in his eyes. Mike didn’t know how she did it, yet Jessica managed to make a caress feel condescending and intimidating at the same time.

“Who am I?”

“Mistress,” he said.

“And why am I your Mistress? Why do I get to own you?”

“Because you collared me!”

“No,” she replied. “Technically, I didn’t collar you. You did it to yourself. Remember?”

Mike didn’t answer.

“Tell me you want to be my slave. Tell me that you have always been eager for it. Tell me that you have always wanted to be owned by a girl like me. You never wanted to be the owner. You were just hoping that someone like me would come along and figure out the truth.”

“That’s not true!”

“Isn’t it?”

“No,” he said as definitively as he could manage.

Maybe that declaration sounded good inside of his head, but it wasn’t going to work here.

She shocked him again!

A fresh gasp of pain was torn from his throat. Then she crouched down and she looked into his eyes. “You’ve always wanted to be a slave. That’s why you put on the collar. Say it.”

Mike didn’t know whether or not it was true. Either way, he pressed his lips together, raised his head, and glowed at her. “I’ve always wanted to be a slave. That’s why I put on the collar.”

“Good boy,” she said. “I think it’s time for us to go to the bedroom. What else did you buy?”

He had bragged about all of the different options. He had talked about those packages before they had even arrived.

“I bought restraints and a paddle,” he said.

“Where do the restraints go?”

“They can lock onto the corners of my bed. They go on the bed post.”

“Go set them up. You have five minutes.”

Raising his head, Mike stared back at Jessica. He kept waiting for her to burst into laughter, almost like this had to be some kind of joke. He didn’t want to believe or accept that she could really do this. That denial continued to flash and flare deep within his body. It was just a feeling, yet it was the one he couldn’t ignore.

With every second, however, he saw that she really meant it. She was watching and waiting for him to break.

Jessica didn’t need to be patient.

Within just a few more seconds, that naked and collared slave jumped to his feet and rushed back through his own apartment. Just then, it didn’t feel like his private kingdom.

He picked up the boxes, rushed into his bedroom, and he went to work. Doing this naked felt particularly weird, especially because he understood what was going to come next. No, he told himself. He couldn’t think about that.

He secured the restraints on the bed posts. Then he finished and he brought that last package to his Mistress.

“On your knees,” she ordered.

He obeyed.

He bowed down before her, and he pressed his chin to his chest. Then she reached out, and she touched something to the side of his face. It wasn’t her fingertips or her nails. Instead, she stroked him with the paddle.

“You thought you were going to use this on me, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he confessed.

“Is that what is going to happen? Is that what should happen?”

“I don’t know, Mistress,” he said to her.

“Mike, Mike, Mike…” Jessica repeated his name, letting those sounds trail off into the air. “You don’t get to punish me. I’m the one who decides when you have behaved correctly. And if you behave incorrectly, I’m going to discipline you. Like right now, I want you to understand that I really do own you. I have the controller, and you have always wanted this anyway.”

“No, that’s not true,” he wished he could snap back at her.

Despite everything he had always wanted to believe about himself, Mike wasn’t brave enough to make a bold claim like that. He stayed silent. His lips tightened, and he glared down at a random spot on the floor.

“Let’s go back to the couch.”

She bounded over, sat down, held her knees together, and turned back to him. Her eyes wandered along his body.

He swallowed, gulping down his trepidation. He didn’t want to do this. He didn’t think he should have to do this.

Then again, Mike couldn’t find the strength to defy her, especially because she had already used pain against him. Not only that, there was that other variable spreading through his body. It was just another detail he didn’t want to think about or acknowledge, but it was almost impossible to ignore that arousal.

As his heart hammered, he watched her.

“Get across my lap, slave.”

Slave. She said it again, so casually, so easily. She gave him a command, and he found himself standing. He started to walk over to her.

“Crawl,” she casually commanded next.

Again, he obeyed!

Even as his ex-girlfriend tittered with amusement, he found himself down on all fours. He made his way across the floor, and then he crawled up on top of her lap. He pushed himself down, and his ass was in the air. He was spread out and face down. As far as he knew, he had never felt this vulnerable before.

She touched the paddle to his backside. She rubbed it along the curves of his buttocks. Then she yanked it into the air, and she swung down.

It smacked hard against his ass! A different kind of pain shot through his body. He had never really thought about those different textures of agony, but he experienced this other flash of sensation. The leather had crashed down against his skin. Immediately, there was the heat, the pain, and something else.

“Think about how it feels when you get paddled by your ex-girlfriend. Think about how it feels when you get paddled by your owner.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he answered dutifully.

She laughed, but her amusement wasn’t enough to stop her. She tightened her grip on the paddle, pulled it into the air, and swung down just a second later. He could feel that rush of air right before impact. Then there it was that flash of miniaturized agony. It exploded along his skin, making him kick out. He clenched his eyes shut, and he tried to hide from that moisture. He was breathing faster all over again. He had hardly moved, yet his heart pounded wildly.

“This is fun. This is what he wanted to do to me, isn’t it? Guess what, Mike? Only one of us is ever going to be in this position, and it isn’t me. This is where you belong. You should be on your knees, crawling, or across my lap. Say it.”

He searched for the bravery to defy her. But even if he wasn’t in that position on her lap, he understood that she could use the controller just as easily. At that moment, he didn’t know where she was keeping it, but that didn’t matter.

She was in control. She was in charge. She had him, and she could use him and tame him however she saw fit. All of those different ideas shot through him as he started to speak. “Mistress, this is where I belong. I should be on my knees, crawling, or across your lap!”

“Perfect,” she said. Then she struck once, twice, a third time, followed by a fourth! Again and again, she used the paddle.

“Get down on your knees, bow your head down, and suck on my toes.”

“What?” Mike asked. At that moment, he wasn’t even trying to be defiant. Rather, he genuinely didn’t understand. His lack of comprehension wasn’t an excuse. His Mistress had given him a command, so she expected him to obey.

That pretty girl struck again.

She paddled him hard and fast, dropping that surface down against his unprotected skin over and over again.

Then she stopped, and she waited for him to obey.

He rolled off of her lap, dropped to his knees, and then he watched as she slipped her feet from her shoes, followed by her socks. Then she raised her right leg and crossed it over her left. From there, she wiggled her toes, just a few inches away from his mouth.

She expected him to suck on her toes.

He had always known she had cute feet. They were small, soft, and she had that perfectly smooth skin. When they first started dating, she had talked about how she loved to go for pedicures. Even now, you could see the pink polish glisten along each of her toenails.

“Service me, slave,” she said.

He leaned forward. He kissed the big toe on her foot.

She laughed. “What? Do you think that’s going to be enough, Mike?”

“No, Mistress. I’m sorry, Mistress,” he said, his voice tight with dedication. Perhaps Mike wasn’t ready to believe it, yet some part of him actually itched for the chance to serve this girl…his superior.

Before her, he had never enjoyed a serious relationship. Before her, he had never felt so lucky for every moment of her time and attention. Even though he had held onto those antiquated ideas that a man could or should be in charge, he had still ached for the chance to be close to her.

“Try again, boy. Trust me. You don’t want to end up on my lap again.”

He didn’t!

Of that, he was certain. So he leaned in again, he opened his mouth, and wrapped his lips around her big toe. This time, he flicked out with his tongue, and he started to lick before he started to suck.

Mike sucked on her big toe first. Then he worked his way down. He grimaced, clenching his eyes shut as he tried to hide from those sensations. If anything, closing his eyes meant sharpening his reaction. He licked and sucked, working his way down.

“Go for the arch of my foot,” she ordered next.

He obeyed. He leaned in, and he nuzzled her. He kissed, and then he licked. She giggled, enjoying those sensations. There was something about the wet heat of his tongue that she enjoyed. But more than that, Jessica loved having that boy in this position. After all, they both understood exactly what it meant.

This was his subjugation.

“Good boy. That’s right. Keep licking. Keep sucking.” Her voice shifted, and he could hear it: the arousal.

She was getting turned on by this!

Perhaps he didn’t want to believe that was possible, yet he couldn’t deny the truth. This girl was having fun with him. She was enjoying him in a way he never could have anticipated or expected.

But then she drew her foot back and she leaned forward. She pressed her elbows along the curves of her knees as her eyes locked on his face.

He tried to stare back at her; Mike needed to meet her gaze. Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t do it. Something inside of him tightened. There was that tension at the back of his throat. He swallowed, but that still wasn’t enough. He couldn’t talk. He couldn’t express himself.

That was fine. After all, she watched him for a few more seconds. “I want to see what else you can do with your mouth.” That was when she stood, and she leaned down. She grabbed onto the button on her jeans, sliding it free. She had already kicked off her shoes, so now she pulled down her pants. Her panties followed in that same swift motion.

Mike wanted to demand an explanation. He wanted to ask her what she was doing. He needed to know.

Then again, he was smart enough to figure it out.

When she sat down once again, she still had on her blouse, but she was naked from her hips down along her legs. She parted her knees, spreading her thighs and giving him access. Then she beckoned him with a curving movement of her fingertips. “Come here, boy,” she said. It was clearly a command fit for a canine.

Crawling forward, Mike couldn’t help himself. He leaned in, and he saw the contours of her pubic hair, her inner thighs, and her pussy. His breathing came faster.

In so many different fantasies, their positions had been reversed. Not only that, having this girl down on her knees was supposed to feel natural and normal. She was supposed to look timidly at his hardened cock. More than that, she was supposed to experience the shame of serving him.

But she held onto the controller. He was the one in the collar. He was completely naked, and she spoke with the unbridled authority of a girl who knew she could do anything she wished.

“Mike, I liked it when you went down on me. But this is going to feel different, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he admitted.

“How is it going to feel different? Why is it going to feel different?”

“Because you own me, Mistress.”

“Yes, I do.” Her eyes twinkled as she extended her hand, reaching across that short distance between his face and her pussy. Her fingers ran through his hair, she took a grip on the back of his head, and she drew him in closer. Just seconds later, his mouth pressed against her opening.

Still, he didn’t do anything. He didn’t start to lick, not yet anyway.

“Service me, slave,” she ordered.

This was his chance to resist. This was another opportunity for this boy to rebel. Despite those possibilities, he didn’t do it. He couldn’t!

Instead, he found himself pressing his mouth up against her opening. He touched his lips to her crevice, and there was this moment when he knew he had to make a choice. Intellectually, he could comprehend that very simple concept. Even so, he gave in. He surrendered to her. He let this woman win because he couldn’t remember how to fight back, not when there was that overwhelming compulsion.

He tried to understand it. He worked hard to explain it to himself. He had to justify it.

But he couldn’t.

“Good boy,” she said. “That’s right. You know where you belong, don’t you? Yes, you belong on your knees. Start licking. Start licking, boy.”

He obeyed. His lips separated and he stuck out his tongue, pressing it to her body. His tongue pushed into her pussy, and he could sense when she tightened, when she tensed and when those first flashes of pleasure shot along her skin.

Jessica must’ve been able to feel it right there between her legs, along her inner thighs, up her spine, over the contours of her breasts, and all along her neck as she inclined her head. She raised her chin, and she glanced up out of the ceiling. Her eyes were open, but she wasn’t thinking about any of that.

“You were always good about going down on me, Mike. I guess I should be grateful for that, but this is so much better!” Her voice strained as she worked to get out every syllable and sound. “You belong on your knees. You belong on your knees right before me!”

He licked, going in deep and flicking his tongue to satisfy her.

It was working.

And yet, he still had to endure those comments from this beautiful girl. “You know you belong down there, don’t you? You can feel it. You’re not like the other guys. So many of them would want to fight. They would want to resist. But you can’t do that, can you? No. You want to be a good boy. You want to be an obedient slave. That’s why you put on the collar, isn’t it? You know who you’re supposed to be. You know what you’re supposed to be.”

There was something mechanistic, almost hypnotic about her words. As she spoke, she made it impossible for him to ignore her.

Worse, Mike had to deal with the possibility that she was right, like maybe she was telling the truth. Maybe he had needed this. Perhaps it wasn’t just a question of curiosity. Maybe there really had been this other impulse, this other desire or drive lodged somewhere deep within him.

No! He wasn’t supposed to be the slave! He was supposed to be the owner and master. He didn’t need a Mistress to tell him what to do. He didn’t need some girl to order him to obey!

But then she grabbed him by the hair along the back of his head. Her fingers tightened, and she strengthened her grip. Then she yanked him back. His mouth was wet, and there was the flavor of her excitement there along the curves of his tongue.

“What does it mean if you’re wearing a collar?” Jessica asked him.

His throat constricted as he found the right answer. It was there at the back of his throat; maybe his mouth was dry, but he still had to speak. “It means I’m owned,” he said.

“That’s right. You are owned. Now beg for the chance to service me. Beg for the chance to satisfy me.”

For just a moment or two, Mike promised himself he wasn’t going to do it, but that was another mistake. After all, she reached up with her free hand. Using her right, she held onto his hair and tightened her grip all over again. With her left, she lifted the controller, letting it wobble there in front of his face. Part of him wanted to believe he could grab it from her grip, but he already knew the truth. If he tried, she would hit that button.

“Please, can I serve you some more? Please, can I satisfy you? Please, Mistress. Please, give me the chance! Please, I need it!”

…This boy only needed it because she would punish him if he didn’t give it to her. Then again, she was the owner. As his Mistress, she had every right to discipline him. Mike hated just how quickly and easily those ideas seemed to slot into place behind his eyes, between his ears, and at the core of his essence.

“Good boy,” she said, pushing his face right back down between her and her thighs. His cheeks brushed along her soft skin, and then his mouth was there, poised against her pussy. He licked her slit; he went down on her, worshiping her just as she expected. His tongue darted, and he lapped at her opening like an eager pet.

With every second, Mike understood what he lost. He recognized what he was giving up to this girl, but he didn’t know how to stop!

She was supposed to be his girlfriend. She was supposed to be his slave.

But now, he was the one down on his knees. He was the one offering this oral servitude to this beautiful girl.

At one point, he swallowed, and his throat expanded just a little bit. It pressed up against the confining band around his neck. That was a collar. That was the collar he had willingly put on.

He had never really believed a girl like her would try to take his controller. That concept had never occurred to him. But now, she had it, and he was owned.

He had to fight back!

But if he tried, he would lose.

Mike could feel that reality lodged deep within his gut. It was a primal and fundamental reality of his existence, especially because she had that controller. She just had to tap it with one finger, and that would be enough. That would be enough to break him.

He bumped his head up and down against her pussy, his tongue stretching and pressing. He pushed down, and then he heard that moan when he licked that one spot.

“Keep going. Just like that. Right there. Keep licking. Keep licking, slave!”

At that moment, he picked up on the eager desire in her voice. Technically, that gave him an opportunity. This could have been the moment when he decided he wasn’t going to surrender to her any longer. He was going to fight back, slide away from her opening, and just look into her eyes. Perhaps he would have even been bold enough to state something like, “I’m not a slave, and I’m not going to give you what you want. You can’t make me serve you! I’m not your property!”

But he wasn’t going to do anything like that. He wasn’t going to call out those words because this girl had the controller. More than that, maybe she was right…

Mike still refused to acknowledge the possibility, but there was still that sensation, that knowledge somewhere deep within him.

He remembered middle school, talking to his friends, and having a couple of the cute cheerleaders walk up to them. Those girls were playing some kind of game or running some type of experiment, but they asked the boys if they would let them borrow a pencil. Of course, Mike and his friend said yes. Then they asked for an eraser. Again, they obliged. Would they give these girls a dollar? What about some of their lunch? The girls made one request after another, and the boys kept obliging. Over and over again, they surrendered.

Finally, it was one of Mike’s friends who demanded to know what was going on. Then a girl giggled, brought her hand up to cover her mouth, and told him, “We just wanted to see how far we could go!” After that, they spun around and ran off. If they had been younger, Mike and his friends probably would have chased those girls. But they were in middle school now, and they were supposed to be young adults. More than that, none of the boys in his crew wanted to acknowledge just how much power those girls had possessed. Just by being cute, by wearing those tights and those skirts, by flashing those smiles or tilting their heads, the cheerleaders had somehow mesmerized Mike and his friends. Deep down, those boys knew they would succumb again if any of the cheerleaders had asked.

Mike did the exact same thing for his girlfriend. She was alone, but that wasn’t enough of a disadvantage. One on one, she was going to win because she was pretty. Alone with him, she was going to be able to overpower him with the force of her personality. It was easy for her.

He had only needed to show her the way. By putting on that collar to “test” it, he had done exactly that.

All of those thoughts fluttered through his head, but they didn’t change anything because he was still down on his knees, licking her pussy again and again right until that moment when she cried out. She sucked in a breath, shrieked with ecstasy, screaming through that rush of pleasure.

Distantly, he knew he could get in trouble with his neighbors, but Mike didn’t worry about that. She had both of her hands pressed against the back of his skull, and she used him.

“That was incredible” she said. “That was an amazing appetizer.”

She slipped away, stood over him, and worked the buttons on her shirt. Then she shrugged it off. After that, she yanked away her bra, unclasping it and tossing it onto the floor.

“Crawl to the bedroom. Go.”

He didn’t know exactly what she had in mind. Perhaps she was only teasing him. Then again, there was that other possibility, that other hope…

Down on all fours, he crawled by her command. He made his way through that tiny hallway and passed the door. Then he saw the bedroom, and there was his mattress. More than that, he saw the bed posts.

Mike sucked in a breath, and he was ready to ask what she had in mind, only she made it clear before he could do so. “Get up on the bed. Get on your back. Spread your arms and legs for me, Mike.”

“Mistress, what are you going to do?”

“You already know,” she told him.

He did, yet some part of Mike didn’t want to believe it. He didn’t want to accept it.

Despite his doubts, he crawled up onto the bed anyway. He lowered himself onto his back. Then she climbed into position, straddling him before she grabbed his left wrist and pushed it toward the corner of the bed. Then he felt the cold of the shackle. It slid around his arm, and she tightened it. And then she did the same with his other limb. After that, she went for his legs, spreading them and locking them down.

“These cuffs are perfect for my slave, don’t you think?”

Mike didn’t want to acknowledge the restraints, only now she reached down, grabbed his nipple, pinched and twisted it.

He howled right before he tried to jerk away from his restraints.

The shackles held him down. The cuffs kept him in place.

When he had bought these for her, he had assumed that she would be the one wearing them. she was supposed to look like some old school actress on some cheesy sci-fi movie poster. She was supposed to be on her back, spread out, powerless, and alluring. He was supposed to be able to climb on top of her, reach down, and glide his fingers along her naked body. He was supposed to be in control. He was supposed to be able to sample the pleasures of her flesh whenever he saw fit.

Instead, Mike found himself spread out like a buffet in front of this girl.

And now that she had restrained him, she climbed on top of him again, straddling him.

Jessica grinded down. Some of her hair fell in front of her face. She quickly tucked those rogue strands behind her ears. After that, she stretched forward. She was naked, yet she didn’t seem helpless or vulnerable. On the contrary, his heart hammered in his chest because he couldn’t deny the adrenaline running through his body. It felt like a different kind of electrical current surging just beneath the surface of his skin.

She stroked his stomach, his sides, his rib cage, his nipples, shoulders, and then his neck. After that, she grabbed his head, her hands on his cheeks as she tilted his face to the side.

Jessica kissed him hard!

Her mouth found his, and her lips pressed down. This was possessive, domineering, and utterly in control.

This girl was taking exactly what she wanted as she slid her tongue along his bottom lip.

“You belong to me,” she said after she broke off that kiss.

He tried to answer.

She kissed him again, cutting him off and silencing him. She enjoyed herself. She set the rhythm. She determined the pace. She took exactly what she wanted as she kissed him hard. Then she drew her left hand away from his cheek, and her fingers found the collar. She tugged on it.

First he gulped, and then he growled. Those moans of frustration vibrated in his lungs as she giggled. Then she pulled back. Only a few inches separated her mouth from his. “Mike, I own you.” It was a simple declaration, and an easy reminder.

He didn’t say anything.

“You were hoping for this, weren’t you? You wanted to be owned, didn’t you?” As she spoke, she casually reached down, and she found his balls first. Her fingers slid along his sack before coming back up to the bottom of his cock. She stroked the base of his shaft, gliding her fingers up and down again and again.

At any second, if she had only applied a tiny bit of pressure, he would have climaxed! That rush of satisfaction would have permeated his body, throbbing along every inch of his skin as he spit out his load.

But she didn’t give that to him.

Instead, his ex-girlfriend played with him. She touched him and stroked him, moving her hand up and down again and again as she enjoyed everything she wished. She was the one who decided what would happen.

“Should I climb on top of you and ride you right now? Should I show you that you belong on your back?”

“Yes, please. Please, Mistress!” This time, there was no doubt. There was no defiance. There was no resistance or rebellion.

He gave her exactly what she expected!

“After this, you’re staying in that collar. I’m not letting you out.”

“But, but I have to go to work,” he said.

“You can call in sick while I go take care of a few errands. Say it. Tell me you’re going to wear that collar. Tell me you can’t take it off.”

Technically, those were simple statements of fact, but she expected something else: his compliance. This almost started to sound like his willing, surrender…

No! He had to fight back.

But he couldn’t.

“I’m going to wear the collar. I’m going to wear the collar like a good slave,” he told her, uttering those words like a confession.

Still, she was going to reward him for that. Her eyes twinkled with that mischievous delight because this was a girl who had discovered a new toy. Perhaps she had been willing to play along for a little while there. She had told him that she could be the slave or whatever. Once she saw him with that shock collar locked around his neck, she had known the truth. And now she proved it because she slid away, spread her legs, grabbed his cock, and mounted him. At first, she gripped his length and she used him like he really was nothing but a toy. Braced in position above him, she gripped his shaft, her fingers tight around his member. Then she rubbed his tip along her opening. She caressed herself for those first few seconds. By now, she was utterly drenched with the excitement pulsating all along her skin, but she still intended to draw this out. Jessica wasn’t going to rush. She wanted to take her time as she enjoyed him.

She claimed him, spreading her legs, lowering herself down, and enjoying that penetration. She enveloped him, the walls of her opening sliding along his length until his cock was trapped. She grinned, and she had him. It felt incredible. She was holding onto this boy in the most primal and independent way possible.

Then she looked down into his eyes. “Mike, I’m sorry you were confused, but I’m going to help you.”

“I, I was never confused,” he said. “I know what I want.”

“You want to be a slave,” she said.

There was that tiny jerk of his head from side to side, but she stopped him. Even though he wasn’t speaking, she casually reached down and touched a finger to his lips. That was enough. That did it. After all, she slid up before gliding back down again. She was riding his cock now, which drained away his ability to think. At that moment, he was just a dumb boy who lost himself to the title wave of arousal. Excitement flared through his skin, and he arched his back as he pumped into her. He pushed up, but Jessica took her time. She slowed down. She made it impossible for him to get exactly what he wanted, not yet…

“You don’t get to come. You don’t get to come, not yet,” she told her slave.

Mike had his eyes closed, yet he still had that image of her playful, controlling expression burned behind his eyelids. He couldn’t think about anything else except this girl. The rest of the world faded away. His universe shrank. He stopped thinking about national politics, the global order, his town, the streets, his neighbors, even anything outside of that room or just this bed. There was that girl, and she was on top of him.

He belonged to her.

That became the first principle of his existence. That was the starting point of his new reality.

Then she started riding him faster. He could hear her gasping. “Fuck, that feels so good,” she panted out onto the air. He still didn’t see her, but she arched her back, raised her head, and she had her hands braced there against his shoulders. Her nails dug down into his skin.

He didn’t care. He hardly noticed those little flickers of pain, not when there was so much pleasure already pounding along every inch of his skin.

“Come for me. Come for me right now, slave!”

He couldn’t resist that command. Even if he understood he was giving up another shred of his dignity and independence, Mike couldn’t worry about that. He jerked up, thrusting his cock deep into her tight opening. Shudders ripped through his body, even as his cock throbbed. He could feel it, one thrusting wave after another of vibrant ecstasy. Distantly, he could hear the sounds of her screams all over again as she embraced that purified satisfaction.

Then she pulled away and she kissed him on the tip of his nose. She released him from his shackles. “Stay,” she said.

Exhausted, he obeyed.

Distantly, he was aware that she rested her head on his shoulder. She cuddled up to him. They were both naked and spent, but he was still wearing a collar.

Mike told himself that he didn’t care. They had played her little game, and they could go back to the way things had been. Perhaps she wouldn’t want to date him. He couldn’t tell one way or the other. In any case, he was going to get out of that collar. Mike just added to his list of mistakes with this new assumption.

At some point, he opened his eyes, and he could feel her wrapped around his torso. She was still there. After that incredible sex, they had fallen asleep again.

Then he glanced over, and he could hear her rhythmic breathing as he spotted the controller. She had it in her hand.

He started to stretch, thinking he would grab it from her. He just had to take it, and then he could release the locking mechanism on his collar.

“Don’t even think about it,” said his ex-girlfriend. She didn’t open her eyes. She didn’t shift around at all.

For a second, he smiled.

“You know, you can’t keep this on me,” he said.

“Can’t I?” Jessica asked dreamily.

“You can’t,” he said again.

“Quiet,” she replied.

Mike opened his mouth. He got ready to say something. Then he stopped, mostly because he had a different question he wanted to ask.

“What does this mean? What does all of this mean for us?” His eyes were open wide. The question was sincere. He needed to know.

“Right now, I’m sleepy, and I don’t want to wake up. Just relax, Mike.”

She used his name. That seemed like a good sign.

“Just to tell me something. Are you going to be my girlfriend again?”

“No,” she said. “Now, if you make me wake up, I’m going to be very grumpy with you, and I’m holding onto a controller for your shock collar, so you should be quiet.”

This time, he obeyed.

Even more remarkably, he closed his eyes, and the exhaustion from before returned. It seemed to stretch through his body, pulling him right back down into the darkness of sleep.

Jessica woke up before him. As awareness started to return, Mike shifted around. He extended his right arm, then his left. He was trying to reach out for her. He wanted to grab her and to pull her close once again.

Finally, he opened his eyes, and he saw her standing there at the foot of his bed.

“You need to let me out of this thing,” he said.

“No, I don’t,” she replied smoothly.

He blinked and glanced around. He was thirsty. He was hungry. It was early in the morning. He couldn’t believe any of those details. They had seriously slept through the night? And then again, that encounter had drained him in a way he had never expected.

“I need to go to work,” he said.

“You can work from home,” she replied just as easily as before.

He opened his mouth to answer, but he didn’t want to think about it. He didn’t want to acknowledge how she could issue this kind of dictate, and he would have to follow her orders. Then again, when he swallowed, he could feel the shock collar around his neck. Just because their encounter was over, that didn’t mean her power had diminished. On the contrary, he sat up, bracing his weight on his elbows. His eyes darted around the room as he searched for the controller.

“It’s somewhere safe,” she told him.

His eyes narrowed and he glared at her for a second. Next, he itched to tell her, “I had a lot of fun with you last night, but that was an accident. I’m not a slave, and you can’t keep me in this thing!” At the last instant, however, Mike thought better of those words. He decided not to say anything.

But now she smiled. “If you want, you can work from home or do whatever. Frankly, I’m not worried about it. I have my own errands I need to run. But don’t worry. I’m going to be back later.” As she spoke, she ran her fingers through her hair. She had already gotten dressed. She was in her jeans and her blouse. She brushed her fingers through her hair, letting her tresses fall around her shoulders.

Despite everything, he had to admire her. She really did look so beautiful. He didn’t want to acknowledge the shine of her hair, the ridge of her nose, the placement of her cheekbones, or that perfect curve of her lips. Jessica wasn’t the kind of girl who wore make up. She didn’t need it. She could be unconsciously perfect to a guy like Mike.

Once she was done, she headed back out into the living room. Next, he heard the front door open and close.

She had errands? Where was she going?

More importantly, how long did she actually expect him to wear this collar?

He got up, walked toward the front door, and he looked out the window. He watched as other people got into their cars and drove off.

Reluctantly, he opened his laptop back in his living room and he typed a message to his boss, indicating he would be working from home that day.

After that, he couldn’t function. He tried to do some work. He did answer a few emails. And yet, he had all those other projects that we were waiting for him, but none of them were urgent.

Consequently, Jessica‘s slave simply sat there. His laptop remained open, and he wondered what he could do.

Finally, he went back online, and he found the manufacturer’s website for his shock collar. There, he discovered those same warnings from before. He wouldn’t be able to remove the collar without the controller. He wouldn’t be able to get it off with anything less than a chainsaw or a blow torch. Obviously, the manufacturer recommended only removing the collar without the controller under strictly controlled medical supervision in case of an accident.

When he first bought that collar, he had spent way too much. More than that, he had acknowledged one page of legal text after another.

But now, he was the one wearing it.

“This isn’t right,” he said to his empty living room.

Those words, however, didn’t change anything.

He was still stuck. He remained collared.

He was still enslaved…

Jessica hummed happily to herself as she drove. She left his apartment complex, headed downtown, and double checked the directions on her phone. She was surprised to find that the boutique was already open. Apparently, they offered something close to twenty-four hour service. That was pretty wild. She had a hard time imagining people desperately needed dildos, condoms, lingerie, or other sexy paraphernalia at five in the morning, but she wasn’t going to question their business decisions. Besides, she was about to benefit from their services.

Jessica parked outside in the empty lot and headed in. She nervously glanced around.

Back in college, Jessica had visited a couple of boutiques like this. Back before she was old enough to drink, she and her friends would giggle to themselves as they went into the adult toy store near campus. It was always the same. They would scout out the different toys, whisper back-and-forth, giggle, and then carefully put everything back like they were worried about getting in trouble at a museum.

This time, however, she knew exactly what she needed. She selected several items, but there was one piece in particular that she really hoped to find.

Mike was right about one thing: he couldn’t stay in that collar forever. If she really wanted to own him, there was going to have to be another way to consistently control him.

Jessica found what she was looking for. She grabbed the package, she double checked the instructions on the back, and she even pulled up her phone to review some of the customer responses.

This looked exactly like the kind of chastity cage she would need to keep her slave, eager and obedient.

She knocked on the door, and he opened it, careful to stay out of the line of sight of anyone else who might be walking by.

“Hello, Mike,” she said. When he saw the black bags dangling from her grip, he didn’t know what to think.

“Strip and get down on your knees,” she said.

“Jessica, we need to talk about this.” He opened his mouth to say more. He probably had a very reasonable and respectful point he wished to make.

Jessica didn’t care. She wasn’t going to listen to him as she raised the controller, tapped the button, and delivered that blast of electricity. It snapped through his body, hotter, and sharper than before.

He reacted to the settings, or maybe his tolerance had simply diminished. Either way, he stumbled back. He closed his eyes and shook his head.

“Strip and get down on your knees, slave,” she said this time.

He opened his mouth. He wanted to defy her. She raised the controller and pointed it right at him. By now, Jessica had dropped the bags to the floor. The door had closed behind her, making him think he couldn’t escape. Then again, this was supposed to be his apartment. In this space, he was supposed to be in charge!

It didn’t matter.

He pulled off his shirt, peeled away his socks, and his pants followed. Within moments, he was down to his underwear. Although he wanted to, this boy didn’t hesitate. He removed his underwear as well.

“Good,” she said. Then she nodded down toward one of the black bags. “Inside of this one, you’re going to find some handcuffs, a blindfold, and a gag. I want you to put them all on for me.”

His cock hardened.

He hated how he responded to her proximity. He hated how there was that smile on her face and that little note of amusement in her voice. He hated how his body could react and respond to her.

And yet, he was already down on his knees. He moved toward the bag, and then he found those three items: the blindfold, the handcuffs, and the ball gag.

He opened each package, one at a time.

Standing above him, Jessica supervised. She still held onto the controller, but she didn’t shock him again.

First, he decided to use the ball gag. He opened his mouth, he pulled the rubber sphere up between his lips, and then he secured the clasp behind his head.

All at once, he realized he wasn’t going to be able to speak. Perhaps this was an obvious point, but there was that huge distinction between the theoretically understanding that he would no longer be entitled to talk versus the reality of knowing that he was actually bound.

Next, he slipped the blindfold over his eyes. He drew it tight, and then he found the handcuffs. He brought them up behind his back, and he clicked them on.

When he was done, he casually started to slide his fingers along with the smooth metal as he searched for some button or release. There wasn’t one.

“Stand,” she ordered.

Unable to see or speak, and with his arms locked behind his back, rising up actually took more concentration and focus than he expected.

Still, he managed to do it.

“That’s right,” she said. “Good boy. And since you’re being such a good boy, I have decided to give you a little treat. Come over here. I’m even going to make it easy for you to clean up when I’m done with you.” His ex walked him into the kitchen. He didn’t really understand. But then, she was standing right behind him, and she slipped her hands down along his legs. She scratched his skin for just a couple of seconds before both of her hands found his cock and balls. With her left hand, she held his scrotum. Her fingers slid along his balls as she delivered one incredible rush of sensation after another. Simply seeing her again had been enough to make him hard, but this was different, especially because she had been an amazing girlfriend. There were probably lots of women out there who were married or dating, and they did the bare minimum to satisfy the men in their lives. These were the wives and girlfriends who would grab a guy, squeeze, and try to make him climax as fast as possible because she thought the whole thing was gross or whatever.

But Jessica had been different. She knew how important sex was to their relationship. When she had been his girlfriend, she had tried to learn all about his body. She had wanted to discover exactly what he would enjoy the most.

Mike had never imagined she might weaponize that sort of information.

She massaged him. She played with him. Her fingers slid along his body, giving him exactly the kind of stimulation he craved. Maybe he didn’t want to believe it, or acknowledge it, but he couldn’t escape those urges.

“I like seeing you this way. You look good when you’re blindfolded and gagged.”

Reflexively, Mike tried to answer. Obviously, he couldn’t. The rubber ball strapped into his mouth rendered every sound he made into incomprehensible gibberish.

Still, there was something about hearing him try that made her smile.

“Right now, you should feel like a very lucky boy because I’m going to give you something special. I’m going to give you a present. I want you to remember this. I want you to remember the way I’m touching you because it makes you feel so good. You like this, don’t you? You just can’t help yourself, can you? No, you can’t. You’re a boy, and that makes you vulnerable. I’ve been thinking about this a lot. Last night, before I fell asleep, I was thinking about what your life is going to look like now. I’ve been thinking about your new status as my slave.”

He still tried to argue. He attempted to say something. He had to know it was going to be futile, but he still did his best to push those words out onto the air.

It didn’t work. It was never going to work.

And yet, she kept touching him. She kept squeezing him and massaging him!

“Think about your life. Think about how good it’s going to feel to serve me. You told me you wanted to be in control? No, that was a lie. You were lying to me. But it’s OK. I’m not mad at you, Mike. Just moan if you want to be my slave.”

As she spoke, her hands slid up and down again and again, going faster and faster. There was that tension, that heat, and that undeniable temptation!

But now, he lost it. He lost control. His shaft started to throb again as the orgasm rippled through his body. That wave of desperate desire morphed into eager compliance as he jerked his hips and pulsated. He blew his load as she gave him that hand job, draining him.

Within moments, she was chuckling again.

“Let me wipe you down,” she said generously.

She cleaned him off and threw away the tissues. Then she said, “Stay.”

Even though he was wobbling on his feet, he obeyed.

“Just remember, if you act up right now, I will shock you. I will punish you, and I will make sure you regret it. Nod your head if you understand.”

He dipped his head down and brought it back up.

“Don’t move,” she said.

Theoretically, those words should have sounded ominous, but Mike couldn’t worry about anything. Simply remaining upright seemed difficult, almost like his muscles had turned to rubber.

Distantly, he was vaguely aware of how she was tearing through a box and opening something. Then she came up to him, and she slid something underneath the base of his scrotum. Next, she pushed his cock down into some kind of plastic tube? He tried to understand, but he couldn’t figure it out. Then he heard the clicks of different fasteners locking into place, one after another.

A final click shivered through his body.

He could feel that weight between his legs. There was something pulling on his cock and his balls, but he didn’t really understand.

It was snug. It was restrictive.

And now she loosened the clap on his gag. She pulled the ball free from his teeth. Next, she removed his blindfold.

“You can look,” she said, sounding generous.

Mike glanced down without really knowing what his ex-girlfriend had done. Although he already knew the truth, he still asked that obvious question, “What is that?”

“It’s your chastity cage,” she said. “You were right before, Mike. You obviously can’t go to work while you’re wearing a collar, so we need something more inconspicuous. I think this is going to work perfectly for you. You get to wear this, I get to own your cock, and you will always be my slave.”

Then she surprised him by unlocking his handcuffs. Immediately that locked boy reached for the device. He tried to pull it off. Within moments, there was that painful tug on his balls.

“Get this thing off of me. Get this thing off of me right now!”

“I don’t think so,” she said. “Besides, that isn’t the kind of tone you use with your owner.”

He sucked in a breath to say something, but he had forgotten all about the collar around his neck. She had the controller in her hand again. She pointed it, hit the button, and watched as he flinched. She shocked him again!

Within moments, he fell to his knees.

She stood over him.

“Mike, I want you to think about what your life is going to become. I told you before. You are my slave. You belong to me. I’m in charge, and I will tame you. I will make sure that you are the best and most obedient slave imaginable. Say it.”

That last command was such a simple directive, but he still didn’t want to do it. He fought so hard to hold out.

Inevitably, he failed. “You’re going to make sure I’m the best and most obedient slave imaginable.”

“Exactly,” she said, reaching down and patting him on the head. “I’ll be back later. In the meantime, clean up your apartment.”

She left him alone. He was locked up.

The door closed, and he quickly reached up for the collar. He was still wearing it. But then he heard that other sound: the lock disengaged. Quickly, he stripped that leather band from his neck, and he tossed it down onto the floor. From there, he was breathing hard as he tried to figure out what he could do or say next. He wanted to hit a wall. He wanted to break a lamp. Maybe he could kick a window.

Inevitably, however, he got up, and he examined the chastity cage again. He tried to relax. He needed to focus. He had to be calm, rational, and methodical.

Despite his best efforts over the next few minutes, he realized he wasn’t going to be able to take it off.

Still, he could go to work.

Flexing his fingers, he emailed his boss and told her he would head in later that day. True to his word, he got dressed. But even as he pulled on his boxers, his pants and shirt, Mike could still feel it. There was still that frustrating sensation of knowing that he was owned. No matter what he did or said or the course of that day, he would still be locked up.

It was humiliating. It was degrading. It was demeaning.

When he finally went back into the office, Mike looked around at his colleagues and he knew that none of the men were wearing chastity cages. None of those boys were owned. At least, that was what he assumed. Again, there was no way he could know about the personal lives of his coworkers or colleagues. Maybe his boss had a boy in a cage back at home. Maybe that cute girl who worked as a receptionist wore the key to a chastity cage. Lots of things happened that people didn’t actually talk about.

He did his best to focus. He did his best work.

That night, he went home, he showered and had dinner. He went to bed. At the same time, he wanted to hear back from her. Again, and again, Mike picked up his phone over the course of that next week as he was tempted to contact her.

Then there was that other sensation…

Mike had never really considered what sex or arousal or orgasms meant to him. Like so many guys, he would feel that pressure build up. There would be that desire, that yearning and longing both inside of his head and down between his legs. But now, he couldn’t relieve the tension…

At first, it helped him focus at work. He could concentrate because he had that extra energy that could easily be sublimated into focusing on spreadsheets, timecards, reports and more.

It was infuriating!

He told himself that he hated this right until that moment when he got the text message from her. Whenever his phone had vibrated for his attention, he had scrambled to grab it. This time was no different. But instead of feeling that sharp disappointment, he saw the message from her. “I’m coming over later tonight. Be ready. Be naked and on your knees, slave.”

She had to be joking. She couldn’t be serious.

He had picked up his phone, typed out a response, only to delete it. It didn’t have the right tone. It was too angry. Again, and again, he wrote different messages, only to delete each one.

Ultimately, he sent his acknowledgment.

“Yes, Mistress,” he had whispered before his thumb tapped down against the little icon to send his message.

Back at his apartment, he walked through the front door. He sat down and he looked around. He was still wearing his outfit from work. His heart beat just a little bit faster than he expected.

Mike didn’t acknowledge the extra dose of adrenaline that seemed to reverberate through his body. He could feel it tremble along his skin.

Inhaling and exhaling slowly, he wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do about this. Technically, she had already given him her instructions. He knew what he was expected to do.

Still, Mike tried to hold out. He did his best to resist, as though he could somehow deny her power and authority over him.

Then, without waiting for any set period of time, he stood up. He worked his shirt, freeing the buttons, one after another. Next, Mike kicked away his shoes, he pulled off his socks, and then his pants followed. Pretty soon, he was down to just his boxers.

That last garment didn’t represent anything special, but it did hide that piece of equipment.

“I’m wearing a chastity cage. I’m wearing a stupid chastity cage.” He had seen those toys online at one point or another. He couldn’t remember exactly where he learned about them. If anything, he had learned what they were, only to disregard the information as useless. He was never going to wear one. He was never going to need one!

Only now, Mike finally pulled down his underwear, dropping it to the floor. Then he glanced down and he saw the device. Simultaneously, he endured that rush of arousal.

It wasn’t right and it wasn’t fair! He wasn’t supposed to be horny or thirsty or desperate like this! He wasn’t supposed to experience that wild rush of need. Worse, he could feel those desires as they folded in on themselves, morphing into something else. It was such a stupid cliché, but he couldn’t help but think of coal transforming into a diamond under immense pressure.

That was what he experienced.

As a guy, he wanted to believe that his sex drive could turn him into some kind of wild animal. He was supposed to be fierce, frightening, and utterly intimidating. A girl like Jessica was supposed to look at a guy like him. Once he had been denied for days or weeks, he was supposed to become this beast. He should have scared her!

And yet, Jessica must’ve already been able to discern the truth.

Perhaps it was her intuition as a woman. Maybe she could pick up on some unconscious movements or nervous twitches. Either way, she understood that he was locked up, and it turned him into someone else. He couldn’t concentrate on rage or aggression. He couldn’t get defiant.

Instead, he bowed down, and he was on his knees, naked except for the chastity cage.

Then she knocked on his front door.

He scrambled forward, crawling until he came to the knob. He turned the handle, opened it, and withdrew.

Jessica walked into his apartment once again.

She strode up to him; she towered over him.

“I like this,” she said. “I like it a lot. There’s something very nice about knowing you will obey me.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“I’m going to sit down, and I want you to stay right there. I’m curious.”

She sat down, crossed her legs, and seemed to enjoy the easy authority she now possessed. After all, she was a young woman who had this boy on his knees in front of her.

“Are you thinking about being disobedient?”

He shook his head from side to side. “No, Mistress.”

“Then what are you thinking about right now?”

“I’m thinking about how I can serve you and please you.”

She seemed to study him for the next few seconds, not that he could make eye contact. Instead, he had his face aimed at the floor with his eyes directed up some random spot on the carpet.

“And why are you thinking about how you can serve and please me?”

She knew; Mike recognized that instantly. Again, he scoured his psyche as he searched for the strength to jump up and rebel against her. From some biological or evolutionary perspective, maybe it was even supposed to be easy. He was bigger and taller. He had those broad shoulders, and the structural design of his body gave him a physiological advantage over her. If he had tried to wrestle her to the ground, he was supposed to succeed.

Then again, she had the key.

She had the key to his chastity cage. His manhood was locked up, and he couldn’t escape that simple reality. It made him think of those domesticated animals all across the world. He thought of dogs who had once been wolves and horses who were physically so much stronger than any given person, yet they accepted bits, bridles, and reins. Physical superiority meant very little if someone knew how to apply the right kind of pressure at the correct moment.

She could do that to him.

“I’m hoping you’re going to let me out of the chastity cage, Mistress.”

“You’re being honest with me. I appreciate that.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

“Do you feel like I’m training you right now?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Is that a good thing?”

Mike hesitated for only a moment. Perhaps that was another one of his mistakes, but it didn’t matter because he inevitably told her what she expected to hear. “Yes, Mistress. It’s a good thing.”

“And why is that?”

He could hear the smile in her voice. She was having fun with him! For this girl, it was just a game. Or was it? He started to reconsider, and he had to wonder whether or not she was serious about training him, taming him, and domesticating him. “Because I was never meant to be in charge. I shouldn’t be in control. You should be in control.”

“And why is that?”

Different answers fluttered through his head. He could’ve said something about how she was smarter, how she was wiser, how she could control her emotions, or how she deserved this kind of responsibility because she was simply better.

Instead, he jumped up, and he raised his hand. He lifted his finger, and he looked right into her eyes as he pointed to her. “Just let me out of this stupid thing right now. You obviously don’t want to be my girlfriend, and I’m not going to let you do this to me!”

“Go fetch your collar,” she ordered.

His mouth opened. He tried to say something. The words failed to materialize at the back of his throat, along his tongue, or there at the edges of his teeth.

Instantly, he remembered that he had put the collar away. It was an expensive piece of equipment. Besides, he had suspected that a moment like this would arrive. Back when she had first locked him in that chastity cage, it’s been easier. Now she had given him this order, and she expected him to obey.

At first, Mike told himself he wasn’t going to do it. And yet, she rose to her feet, and she looked into his eyes. He was several inches taller than her, yet that didn’t matter. Jessica had authority on her side. She had power. She had the kind of dominating aura that came so close to snuffing out his defiance.

“No,” he said.

Jessica snapped her fingers, she pointed to the wall, and she said, “Put your hands right there. Spread your legs. Bow your head forward.”

“And what happens if I don’t?”

Very casually, she leaned forward and cupped his right cheek in the palm of her hand. “If you don’t do exactly what I just told you, you’re going to stay in that chastity cage for at least three months.”

Three months…

Ninety days…

Twelve weeks…

Those different calculations ran through his head, but he stared at her, still unable to process what that really meant. Instead, there was just that cold, jagged shard of fear lodged somewhere behind his rib cage. His heart sputtered faster, and he started to shake his head. At least, he tried, but she still had her hand on his face.

“Go,” she said.

She drew her hand back and he turned. He glanced at the wall. For Mike, time seemed to slow down. But then he took one step, then another. After that, he leaned forward with his fingers spread. He pressed his hands against the cool drywall. Then he spread his legs, and his butt was out.

She came up behind him.

“This is nice,” she told him casually. “I have always thought you had a nice ass.”

Before he could say something, she drew her hand back, tightened her fingers, and she swung down. Her palm crashed against the curve of his butt.

He told himself that it wasn’t really supposed to sting or burn. This wasn’t supposed to feel like any kind of genuine agony.

But it did!

That hurt! She just spanked him, and it really stung!

Perhaps it wasn’t as bad as the bite of the electrodes from his shock collar, but this spanking meant enduring a different kind of intimacy. One spanking wasn’t going to be enough. That wasn’t enough to satisfy this pretty girl.

Perhaps she really wanted to correct his behavior.

Or maybe it was something else. After all, he could hear her giggling. There was that sharp intake of breath. This aroused something deep within her, something emotional, something sexual, something she had barely discovered about herself.

But now, she intended to learn more!

Jessica slapped his ass. Burning with unabashed amusement, she raised her hand, only to swing down again and again. Each blow landed, and fresh waves of pain exploded along his skin.

“Thank me,” she ordered.

“Thank you, Mistress!”

“And why are you thanking me?”

“You told me too,” he said.

“No,” she replied. “That’s not good enough. Do better.”

Do better? At first, Mike didn’t understand. After a few more seconds, however, he sucked in a breath between his teeth. “I, I need to be punished for my bad behavior. I need to be punished for my disobedience. I messed up, so I need to be corrected.”

“Is that what I’m doing right now? Am I correcting you for your mistakes?” Before he could respond, she struck twice, once on the right side of his tight ass, followed by the left. Then she just grabbed him, her fingertips pressing down against that firm flesh.

“Yes! You’re correcting me!”

“Is that because you’re a dumb boy? Are boys dumb? Is that what you are?”

She expected him to betray his gender.

Theoretically, these were just words. He didn’t have to assign them any kind of grand meaning or value. And yet, they still felt like the worst kind of treachery, especially because she could do it to him again and again.

Even so, he broke. “Yes! I’m just a stupid boy! Men are dumb. We can’t think clearly. We’re too emotional. We, we mess up!”

“And what about your unrealistic expectations?”

In that first moment or two, as his heart frantically kicked, Mike did his best to understand what she meant. Clearly, she had something in mind. Eventually, he realized what she meant: his unrealistic expectations about his ability to control her. For just a moment, he flashed back to those fantasies about grabbing this girl, pushing her to her knees, and owning her. He had pictured her wearing a collar, naked and gazing up at him, her eyes, big and full of deferential longing. She was supposed to be the kind of girl who would give her boyfriend whatever he wanted because he owned her. He was supposed to be her master.

But now he was the one naked and locked in that chastity cage.

When he didn’t answer fast enough, she gave him another spanking! Her hand flashed down, and she struck hard and fast, delivering one blow after another.

“I could never be in charge! I was dumb! I was dumb to think I could be in charge!” Mike called out those words, one after another. They felt like a promise.

“Exactly,” she told him. Then she grabbed him by his hair, yet he still had his hands braced on the wall. She leaned in, and she whispered, “I want you to remember this. I want you to remember what it’s like to get spanked by your ex-girlfriend. I want you to remember what it’s like to get spanked by your owner.” There was something hypnotic about the cadence of her voice as she repeated those words for him. She almost made him feel like he needed the repetition; otherwise, he wouldn’t be able to remember it on his own.

But then he bowed his head down, and he was breathing faster.

She stepped away.

While she was gone, Mike did his best to put his thoughts in order.

He was still torn between that original drive and those inculcated expectations. As a guy, he thought he was supposed to be in charge. He reflexively believed that he was supposed to be able to get his girlfriend to do whatever he wished.

Then again, she wasn’t his girlfriend.

At the same time, he kept experiencing that other feeling. It was the desire to serve, to obey, to drop down before her. It almost felt like he was supposed to be naked and…

Before he could finish that thought, she slipped the shock collar around his neck and locked it on.

“You can try to remove it,” she said.

Apparently, she had already researched the schematics on her own. She knew he wouldn’t be able to succeed.

He knew that too, yet Mike still had to try. Maybe that was another mistake he made as he spun around. Naked and locked in chastity, he still brought his hands up to that band. It was familiar as his fingers roamed along the edges. Then he found the clasp, but he knew it couldn’t be opened, not without the controller.

Then he glanced back at her, and he saw she was holding it. Apparently, she had slipped it free from her pocket. “Is this what you want, Mike?”

“I know I can’t get it from you,” he said.

“And what else do you know?”

She expected a reiteration of the lesson from before.

Despite everything he had once believed about himself, Mike surrendered again. He swallowed, and he made a pair of fists, but he pushed them down against his sides. “Mistress, I know that you can control me. I know that you can train me.”

“Do you want to be trained?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Then get down on your knees, and crawl to the bedroom.”

He obeyed. He fell to his knees first. From there, he bent down, and he braced his knuckles along the carpet. Moving from one limb to the next, he crawled, and he could feel her gaze on him. She was watching his shoulders, the small of his back, his ass and his legs.

She loved this! She loved every second of his helpless captivity as he surrendered to her.

Once he was back in the bedroom, she considered him. “Set up the shackles again.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

But she wasn’t done. Instead, she turned around again, and she left his apartment. He didn’t know how long she was gone, probably less than five minutes. Still, that was enough time for him to secure the shackles. He glanced down at each one, knowing full well she could make him wear those. She could tie him down.

If she did that, how would that change things?

His cock twitched in the chastity cage, largely because some part of him still hoped she was going to give him that reward.

Of course, this made him ask a different question. How much of his freedom was he willing to sacrifice for the chance to enjoy an orgasm?

Mike should have been able to answer that question quickly and easily. Instead, he was nibbling on the inside of his mouth as he contemplated seeing her and touching her, feeling the contours of her body and enjoying that sense of connection.

Besides, he had been locked in his cage for days. That device did something to him. It messed with his head.

Maybe it was true. Maybe masculine arousal really was toxic. Maybe it’s soaked into his brain and made it harder for him to resist her control.

The front door to his apartment opened and closed again. She walked down the hall and back into his bedroom.

He was standing there. He wore his collar and the device between his legs.

“Very good,” she said, glancing at the bed. “But I want to show you something. Would you like me to get naked?”

“Yes. Please.”

“Open up the buttons on my blouse, and then I want you to unzip my skirt.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

His fingers crumbled as he stepped forward and worked the buttons on her shirt. He opened them one at a time. As he did so, there was something about being close to her. Technically, they had dated. He had had her, held her tight, and slept with her. But now, he breathed in and caught the aroma of her shampoo. Not only that, he could feel the heat radiating off of her body. He saw a hint of her bra, and then she shrugged off her blouse. Next, she turned around. “Unhook my bra,” she ordered.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, obeying. He had to fiddle with the clasp for the next few seconds, but he got it to work. He slipped the bra away, and then he saw her breasts. More than anything, he wanted to reach up and grab her. He wanted to grope her with every fiber of his being!

Summoning every ounce of willpower he possessed, Mike resisted the temptation. He fought it down.

“Good boy,” she said. “You don’t want to get shocked, do you?”

“No, Mistress,” he agreed.

“Unzip my skirt,” she said next.

He obeyed again, dropping to his knees. He lifted his hands and he worked the zipper down. Moments later, she slipped her feet from her flats. Next, he saw her in her panties. He saw the socks on her feet, and his mouth watered as she raised her right foot. He pulled the sock down her ankle, past her heel, and away from her toes.

Only seconds later, he did the same thing with her other foot.

“Use your mouth to pull my panties down,” she ordered.

His eyebrows furrowed, but he knew he couldn’t resist her.

Jessica was playing with him; she was toying with him. Even so, he knew he was going to acquiesce.

Exhaling slowly, he leaned forward. He nuzzled her. The tip of his nose, his bottom lip, his chin and his cheek grazed the skin of her thigh. There was something so soft and creamy about her skin. It was the perfectly smooth texture, the warmth, and more.

Then he leaned upward, and he tried to bite onto her underwear. Finally, he got the sleek fabric between his teeth, and he locked his jaw before pulling down. As he did so, he felt ridiculous. He felt silly, like a dog trying to perform a trick.

“Good boy,” she said. “Keep going. You’ve almost got it.”

He worked one side, then the other, tugging a little bit at a time until gravity took over. Her panties slid down to her ankles, and she kicked them away.

“Good,” she said. “Now I’m going to stretch, and I want you to touch me.”

She expected him to pleasure her; as she stood, she arched her back, stuck out her buttocks just a tiny bit, flexed her fingers, and raised her arms into the air.

At first, he didn’t understand what she had in mind. But then he approached her, and she still had her eyes shut.

For a second, he fantasized about grabbing her, pulling her down, licking her, kissing her, and touching her all along her lithe physique. Every inch of his frame ached for the chance.

But she wasn’t going to give it to him. That much was obvious.

Reluctantly, he reached out, and he touched her.

But when he made contact, there was the soft heat of her skin. Then he reached up very tentatively for her breasts. He came up behind her, clasped her mounds, and softly squeezed.

“Good boy,” she said. They were both naked, but he wore that collar. Not only that, the device between his legs insured his obedience. Of that, they were both certain. “Get down on your knees to worship my feet and my legs,” she ordered next.

Bristling, he dropped down to his knees in front of her, and he reached for her feet.

With her back straight and her posture imperious, Jessica watched him. She studied her ex-boyfriend who had become her slave. She enjoyed that look on his face, even as he brushed his fingers along her ankles and up her calves. He was touching her; he was giving her everything he had.

And she loved it!

She savored the soft touch as he delicately moved his palms up and down her legs. He was massaging her just as he had been ordered to do.

“Kiss my legs. Kiss me right between my legs.”

He braced himself on his knees and leaned forward. He nuzzled her, his lips and the tip of his nose brushing along her knees, up toward her thighs, and then right there between her legs. He kissed her pubic, and his heart hammered away.

Worst of all, he had to deal with those twitches of arousal. Every few seconds, he could feel them: those quick little jolts of energy as they raced through his body and especially down between his legs. Within the inner confines of his chastity cage, his cock strained and fought against the unyielding material all around it.

He was never going to be able to break free. He was never going to get what he wanted, not unless his Mistress decided to give it to him.

She owned him. She was in control. She had him, and she could use him however she saw fit. He ran through those ideas again and again. Each time he evaluated those realities, he searched for some problem, some issue or mistake he had made. He needed to believe he had messed up, like there was something he was missing.

And yet, the arousal burned through his body, and it still morphed into that need to please her. Even now, Mike continued to worship her.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now you can stand and give me a massage.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said automatically.

He sprang to his feet, and he reached down. He was behind her again as he brushed his fingers along her buttocks, up to the small of her back, along her shoulder blades, and then toward the nape of her neck. He brushed his fingers through her hair, and he loved that soft, easy, and intimate contact.

For a few seconds, Mike closed his eyes, and he wanted to believe that he was just her boyfriend again.

He was trying so hard to hide in that fantasy, but it didn’t work, especially because she dipped her head down, closed her eyes, and enjoyed his soft touch as she said, “I don’t think we were ever going to be great as a couple. I mean, you had those clearly wrong fantasies, but there was something else, don’t you think?”

“Mistress, I don’t know,” he said, hoping that note of humility would protect him from having to think about this.

Jessica wasn’t going to make it easy for this boy. “I mean, you were always so eager to please, but I never really felt like I could just tell you what I wanted. I never felt like I could just give you a command. But now, you’re willing to listen, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She turned around and looked back at his face. Immediately, his eyes darted down to the floor. Mike couldn’t explain why he did that; he couldn’t tell her exactly what it was about this girl that he found so intimidating, but the dynamic had shifted. Their relationship had changed.

Perhaps there was that glowing ember of hope somewhere at the pit of his stomach, like he secretly hoped she would decide they should date again. They could go back to just having a regular, normal, and boring relationship. Then again, that was never going to happen, not when he had these new instincts. He didn’t know if he would ever be able to escape that feeling.

He had to obey her. He needed to do what she said. When she gave him a command, he itched for the chance to obey it! Putting her first and making her his top priority seemed natural. It was a new instinct. It almost felt like discovering a different kind of gravity. Now that he knew it was there, he didn’t know how to push it away. He didn’t know how to hide from it.

She stroked his cheek. “Yeah, I don’t think I could be your girlfriend. But I can definitely be your owner.” As she spoke, she nodded to herself, like she needed that reassurance.

Maybe she didn’t really believe she could be in charge. Maybe she wasn’t really certain she could own him!

If she had her own doubts or insecurities, then maybe he could exploit them?

Mike silently asked himself that question, but he didn’t know the answer. More importantly, he wasn’t sure he was brave enough to try.

“Come here,” she said. “You’re not done worshiping my body. I want to feel your mouth right here.” With her left hand, she reached out and braced her fingers on the back of his skull. With her right hand, she pointed one finger to her left nipple. Then she pulled him down, and suddenly his lips were right there in front of her breast. He was bent forward. The angle was awkward, but she didn’t seem to care.

“What would you like me to do, Mistress?” Asked even though it must’ve been obvious.

“Suck and lick,” she said.

He tried to hold out. He fought.

And yet, he had become a prisoner within his own body.

Again, and again, he tried to evaluate the chastity cage. He told himself that a device like that couldn’t really control him. At least, that was the idea. He did his best to cling to that notion, there was just one problem: it was wrong.

Mike could form that sentence. He could hold onto the idea, except it didn’t really work. It couldn’t feel true. Although he knew the chastity cage couldn’t bind his wrists or lock his ankles, it still did something to him. Even if he could still walk, run, or jump, none of that mattered because she had him locked up.

Perhaps some other guy would have been able to just shrug off those sensations. Maybe being locked up for days wouldn’t have any impact on him or his decision-making processes.

But that wasn’t true for Mike.

So instead, he let those words echo inside of his head: suck and lick. Then, like a good slave, he whispered, “Mistress, I obey.” That instant, every trace of the power and dominance he had once craved vanished from his voice as well as his psyche. Instead, he saw her breast right there in front of him, and he knew that this was the correct choice. This was the only choice…

He was a man, so he had to obey her. He felt it all over again.

Maybe back at school, he had been brash and willing to raise his hand again and again to answer his professors’ questions. Maybe he had been willing to argue with the girls. But now, he saw the curves of her chest, and then he glanced up to see her eyes, her smile, and the lustrous curls in her hair. Every detail about this woman marked her as superior to him. Every time he glanced at her, he could feel that urge to do as she said.

His lips wrapped around her nipple, and he latched on, sucking. He hollowed his cheeks as his tongue darted along that point. He started at her tip before gliding his tongue around her nipple. That point stiffened, and she let out a little vibrating moan of desire.

He was about to pull away to ask if he should have been doing something differently, only she had her hand on the back of his head again. She held him in place.

Clearly, she wasn’t interested in a conversation. Instead, she enjoyed the raw physicality. She basked in the wet heat of his tongue as he worshiped her.

“Good boy,” she said. “Switch.”

Even as he stood there, he slid away from her first breast and went over to the other one. Then he was licking and fondling and sucking on her all over again. She arched her back, lifted her head, and looked toward the ceiling. “Good boy,” she said, her voice resonating with that confident gratitude. She could tell him that he was doing a good job, but it didn’t mean she had to sacrifice anything.

Jessica was still in charge. She was still in control. This girl had everything she wanted because her ex-boyfriend still wore that cage, not like there was the collar around his neck.

As he licked and sucked on her nipple, she reached up, and she slid her hand down from the back of his head to the neck of his neck and along the band. She felt that leather. Her fingers moved along the collar, and she said, “I wonder what would have happened if you had just told me you wanted to be a slave.”

He bristled. He tightened.

Despite those other sensations, Mike still heard that echoing demand and promise: he didn’t want to be a slave!

His mistress continued, “I mean, you could have just shown up at my apartment, stripped, naked, and gotten down on your knees. I wonder how I would have reacted. But I won’t lie, Mike. I’m really happy with the way things worked out. Taking that controller and just using it on you? That was so much fun. I’m going to enjoy taming you.”

He pulled away.

“I am tame,” he told her.

“No, you’re not. I can still see it in your eyes, Mike. You still want to resist.”

He was about to argue. But then, he swallowed and nodded. “I’ll do my best.”

“Exactly, “she agreed. “You’re going to do your best, and you’re going to fight me, but it’s not going to work because I will make sure you learn to behave. I will make sure you understand that I am your top priority, and you will give me everything I want. You will always focus on me, and you will make sure that I am satisfied. Now let’s get back to bed because I want a massage.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

She took him by his hand. She didn’t force him to his knees, nor did she make him crawl.

Perhaps he was supposed to be grateful for that little hint of dignity, but he didn’t think so. If anything, Jessica was just highlighting once again the kind of authority and power she now controlled.

Within moments, they were back in front of his bed, and that was when she crawled onto the sheets. She glanced down at the shackles, but she obviously wasn’t worried about them.

For just a moment, he thought about sliding them around her wrists and ankles. Of course, that wasn’t a real option, not while he wore his device.

More than that, he could feel it, the psychological block…

He could envision some scenario where he wrestled her down and strapped her to the bed. The images formed easily enough, yet he already knew he wouldn’t be able to actually do it. It made him think of those other moments in his life. In the sixth grade, Mike went to this dance, and there was a girl there. Everyone knew he had a crush on her, and she told her friends to tell his friends that he should ask her out. He had wanted to try, yet the fear had exploded at the pit of his stomach. It had shot out into his body, forcing him to stop. Now the same thing happened here. He knew he wouldn’t be able to break through that psychological barrier. He was imprisoned by the cage. And now, he realized that Jessica had put up other walls inside of his mind.

Maybe other guys would have just laughed, insisting that this wasn’t possible.

Then again, the same boys weren’t locked up, and they didn’t wear shock collars, and they weren’t dealing with a girl like Jessica either.

Within a few moments, that naked girl was down on her stomach with her back facing him.

“You’re still thinking about defiance, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said. It was an odd phrase to use, especially when he was admitting to that psychological defiance.

He braced himself, wondering whether or not she would punish him for it.

“It’s okay. I think I have a better way to tame you later. For now, you know what you should do, don’t you? Come over here and give me a massage. Rub my neck, put my back, and tell me that you enjoy being my slave.”

The physical contact was going to be easy enough, although he still experienced that rush of desire. It was almost corrosive, he thought. He could feel that longing burn through his defiance and his ability to resist.

Then again, that was the point. She was working on training him. She was working on transforming him.

Again, and again, he could still hear that little echo at the back of his mind, insisting that he wasn’t supposed to be the slave. He was a man, and he had his urges. He had his instinct. He was supposed to be able to take control, to fight and win any battle of wills, especially with a girl like Jessica.

The first time he saw her, he had wondered what she would look like in a collar. He had imagined her in some slave girl costume. There would be those sheer silks, and she would be on display, ready to dance for him, to crawl, to lick and suck or spread her legs.

Even now, he had to try hard to summon those memories once again. If anything, they started to feel impossible.

He was a boy. He was the slave. He had the collar around his neck and the device between his legs. There was always that weight, that friction and resistance telling him over and over again that his cock belonged to her. She had the key, so he was her property. She could command him however, she wished. Over and over again, he came to those inevitable conclusions because the ideas fit together.

They were the truth.

For now, however, he massaged her just as she expected.

But now, he had to do more than just touch her. His hands pressed down against her scalp, her neck, her shoulders and her flanks. He stroked her gently. He pressed down a little harder. With every minute, he made sure she felt incredible.

And yet, he couldn’t remain silent.

She had given him another command, which he needed to obey. If he didn’t, the consequences could be severe.

“What are you thinking?” Jessica asked him, her voice languid for now.

His breathing came a little faster. “Mistress, I’m thinking about why you own me. I’m thinking about how you were brave enough to just grab the controller and use it on me. I’m thinking about how you can keep me collared whenever you want. You can keep me in my apartment and train me. You can keep me locked up.”

“Right now, are you aroused?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

Jessica paused for a few seconds, probably because she didn’t see any need to rush. Rather, she could enjoy his touch. In other relationships, there were probably girlfriends who asked their boyfriends for massages just like this, and maybe the guys would stroke them for a few seconds or a couple of minutes, but it would never be enough to satisfy them. Jessica, however, didn’t have that problem, not when she could command him to focus on her for as long as she liked. Finally, she asked him, “And is that good for you? Is it good that you’re desperate and thirsty?”

“Yes. Absolutely,” he told her.

“Why?”

“It helps me focus. It helps me concentrate.”

“Is that because guys have a hard time thinking for themselves when they’re turned on? If you get horny, do you get down? Do you get pliant? Does it make you feel obedient?”

Obedient. That last word seemed to vibrate deep inside of his head. He didn’t know how or why it happened, but the word seemed so accurate. Normally, he thought that word was supposed to apply to the behavior of pets, especially dogs.

But right then and there, he continued to massage her. He worked his hands along her back. He pressed down on her shoulder blades. At the same time, he wished that she would roll over, spread her legs, use the key, and let him go!

This time, he wasn’t even fantasizing about control. Instead, he was just thinking about sex. He wanted her. He needed her. He wanted to be close to her, to feel their connection. He wanted to feel the rush of arousal as it transformed into that pure ecstasy. It felt like the completion was waiting for him somewhere inside of his mind and body, but this girl wouldn’t let him have it.

Then again, that was her right. She could keep him denied and desperate for as long as she wanted!

It was working. She was training him. She was taming him!

“Yes, Mistress. It makes me feel obedient. It makes me feel like I have to do whatever you say.”

“Perfect,” she replied. “Focus on that, Mike. Think about it. You don’t want to be independent. You don’t want to be someone who can be a selfish brat. You’re not like the other boys. You can be my slave. You can focus on me. You can make yourself completely selfless.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Then there was that overwhelming compulsion. “Thank you.”

“Are you grateful for this? Are you grateful that I’m training you?”

That boy was supposed to say no! He knew this. He tried to hold onto that idea. He fought, biting down for at least a second or two. Only then, that compulsion overwhelmed him. “Yes, Mistress. I’m grateful.”

“Tell me you belong in the collar.”

“I belong in the collar,” he said as his hands continued to roam along her naked back and down toward her buttocks.

“Tell me you belong in that chastity cage.”

This one was so much harder.

He didn’t want to do it; he told himself he didn’t have to do it!

Instantly, however, Mike recognized those silent promises as lies. He had to do this. It was a requirement. This woman wanted him to say those words, so he had to do it.

There were no other options; there were no other alternatives.

Even pressing his lips together into a silent pout wasn’t going to work. She wanted something, and he loved the sound of her voice. He was grateful for the chance to touch her. Even if she was excited and naked as she enjoyed her massage, he remained in that collar and cage. Consequently, he would give her everything.

“I belong in this chastity cage, Mistress,” he said.

“Yes, you do,” she agreed. “No more talking. Just to think about what this means and what I’m doing to you.”

He knew what that meant.

And yet, he continued to soak in that reality. He absorbed the message. More and more, he could feel himself surrender to that drive. He had to give in. He had to obey. More than that, he wanted to give in. He wanted to obey!

In the meantime, he continued to touch her. His hands slid along her body.

Then she rolled over, and she was on her back now. She laced her fingers behind her head, she smiled contentedly, and she enjoyed the feel of his hands down her neck, along her shoulders to her breasts, over her stomach, then down between her legs.

His fingers came close to her opening.

Casually, Jessica reached down, and she grabbed him by his knuckles. Then she guided his fingers right there to that wet spot between her inner thighs.

“Mistress?” Mike asked.

Because he used her title, she didn’t seem annoyed.

“No talking,” she said as she made eye contact with him. Then again, she was going to show him she intended to teach him something important here.

His hand was right there on her opening, and she pushed down on his fingers.

Immediately, he understood that she was using his hand. Technically, he was supposed to be in control, but she was the one who manipulated him. She slid his fingers along her opening. She used his hand to touch herself!

She pressed it down, drew back, sliding into position before pulling back.

“That feels incredible,” she said.

He started to make a sound. “No. No talking, Mike. I’m not interested in anything you have to say right now.”

It was so easy for her to silence him!

Although Mike opened his mouth, he couldn’t bring himself to speak. He couldn’t talk. He couldn’t argue, nor could he defy her.

She continued to touch herself with his hand.

Then she finally let go and she looked into his eyes. “Go down on me, slave,” she said, the words speeding out faster now.

Up until this point, it had been so easy for Jessica to control herself. More and more, however, she knew what she craved. At this point, she made her demand, fully aware that the boy would surrender to her.

He did.

He dropped down onto his stomach and chest. He crawled into position, pushing his mouth down against her pussy.

Then he licked!

With the massage, she had been able to enjoy herself. She had been completely selfish. It had felt so good, and now she got to do the exact same thing here and now all over again!

“That’s perfect. Yes. Lick. Lick, slave. Lick because you know I own you! Lick because you want to be a good boy for me. You belong down on your hands and knees, don’t you? Yes, you do! You are mine! You belong to me!”

Just as she expected, he served. He worshiped her. He licked like a good slave. He licked like an obedient boy. He gave that girl exactly what she expected with his tongue sliding up and down, going in deep, and worshiping that one spot.

Within just a few more seconds, she curved her back, kicked her heels down, and cried out. There was that shriek of delight as the sounds vibrated against the air and ricocheted along the walls.

She grabbed onto the sheets, her fingers bunching the fabric underneath her nails.

Her eyes got big, as she cried out, “Yes! Yes, I own you! You are mine! You’re always going to be mine!”

Finally, she grabbed him by his hair and pulled his head away from her pussy. “Are you mine?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“I expect more enthusiasm from you,” she said.

He tried again. “Yes, Mistress!”

“That’s not good enough.” she replied. “Get up on your hands and knees. I want you with your face down and your ass up.”

“What?”

She leaned forward. She brushed her cheek against his ass, stretched and whispered into his ear, “Exactly, slave. You’re not supposed to question your owner. Remember, I can punish you however I want. I can leave you locked up. I can shock you. I can spank you. So when I’m horny like this, you give me exactly what I want, slave.”

“I’ll get down on my hands and knees with my face down and ass up” he said, repeating her words from before.

He crawled onto the bed, and he braced himself on his knees, elbows, forearms, and wrists.

Behind him, he heard something. She had left the room. She had gone back for one of her purchases. This wasn’t something he had bought.

“Look at me,” she said.

Trying not to move from his position, he looked over his shoulder. He wasn’t sure what he had expected. After all, it was hard to think clearly with this much desire pounding through his skull. And yet, he saw her, and his breath caught in his throat.

“No…” Mike wanted to whisper, but he wasn’t even sure if he managed to get that solitary sound out onto the air.

His head remained turned to the side as he stared. He saw that girl with her hands on her hips. She wasn’t naked, not completely, not any longer. She had pulled on a pair of black, leather panties, and they came with a special opening for her dildo. She was wearing a harness. She was wearing a strap-on harness.

Her toy already glistened as she wiggled her hips to the left, than the right. She was showing off for him, that was obvious, especially because the color drained away from his cheeks. He got cold.

“What, what are you going to do?”

“I’m thinking you always thought you could be in control because you don’t really understand how sex should work in a good relationship. I’ve been thinking about this a lot. I’m thinking when I’m behind you and fucking you nice and hard, you’re going to feel differently about our relationship.”

“But I’m being good,” he said, almost whining.

“You are,” she said as she took one slow step toward him after another. “But that’s not good enough. I want you to understand how things are different now. I’m in control. I own you. So if I want to fuck you like this, then that is my right. That is my prerogative, don’t you think?”

Mike opened his mouth to answer, but there could only be one possible response. “Yes, Mistress.”

Second by second, Mike struggled to come up with some clever idea or strategy he could employ to get her to change her mind.

Nothing occurred to him.

There were no brilliant insights, so now she climbed onto the edge of the bed, and she was right there behind him.

His heart hammered rapidly as she put one hand on his right butt cheek. Then she came up, and she used her other hand to guide that toy forward.

He clutched his eyes shut.

That didn’t make it any better.

If anything, it only made things worse.

Then he felt it. There was that curved, lubricated tip. She pushed forward, but she was gentle. She giggled. “Is this going to have an effect on you? Is this going to help you learn your place?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“Let’s be sure,” she told him. She was already in. She had the tip of her toy braced between the walls of his opening, and now she pushed. She took him inch by inch. She forced him to accept the length of her dildo. The lubricated contours rubbed against him, and he experienced it all over!

His cock twitched. He hated how his body reacted. He responded, and she was giggling all over again.

“Good boy. Take it. Take it like a good slave. I’m your owner, so if I decide to fuck you, I get to do that. You are my servant. You are my slave. You are my boy. You belong to me. Say it. Tell me that you’re my property!”

“Mistress, you own me! I’m your property!”

“Good boy,” she said before she pulled back, only to thrust into him again. “This is about power. This is about control. This is about me, teaching you,” she said.

He understood. More importantly, he knew he wasn’t going to be able to break free. He was hers!

She drew back, only to slide into him even faster this time. She pumped him, thrusting hard. She showed him exactly who he was, and where he belonged!

He could feel it on some core, primal level of his identity.

After this, he was always going to be the boy who was locked in a collar, trapped in a chastity cage, down on his hands and knees, who got fucked by his ex. Then again, she was so much more than that.

She owned him.

She was his owner.

She had become his Mistress!

This time, it was his turn to grab onto the sheets and to tighten them underneath his fingertips.

“Say it. Say it all.”

“I’m your slave! I’m your slave, and you own me!” As he called out those words, he knew they were true. He knew those were the truest words he had ever spoken!

She jerked free, pulled off the harness and threw everything to the floor. Then she looked down at him. “On your back,” she said.

He didn’t question her. He didn’t assume she was going to give him what he truly craved.

Within moments, he was on his back with his arms and legs spread. She strapped him down, just like before. Those shackles tightened around his wrists and ankles. Within moments, he was helpless!

She pulled away, sauntering out of the bedroom.

When she came back, she held up something for him to see. It was the key!

“Should I use this?”

At first, he wanted to shout out, “Yes! Please! Please, use it! Use it on me!” He wanted to be free! He needed to feel the freedom of an erection! Then again, that wasn’t his decision to make. “I’m not the one who decides whether or not you should use it, Mistress,” he said.

“Good answer.” Jessica unlocked his cage, and she pulled off the different components one after another. Instantly, his shaft hardened. Excitement flared through his body. He had been aroused before, but now there was another layer. It felt like someone had just thrown napalm onto a raging inferno.

Then he tugged. He did it without thinking. He pulled and jerked against his restraints. That was when she started to touch him.

“I love seeing you struggle,” she said. “There’s something so amazing about watching you fight hard to break free, but you’re not going to be able to escape, are you? My boy can’t get away because he’s strapped down. You bought those straps for me, and now I’m using them on you. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“You’re a good slave,” she said, patting him on the head right as she reached down and brushed her fingers along the underside of his cock. Then she swirled one fingertip around his opening. After that, she squeezed him!

It was almost enough to get him off!

“Almost” wasn’t good enough. Instead, it was just a different kind of torture. Then again, she knew what she was doing. She understood exactly how she could play with him, tease him, and torment him with the possibility of release.

But she wasn’t going to give it to him. Instead, she brought him to the edge.

Then she stopped.

Jessica stopped altogether, pulling her hands away from his crotch.

His lips parted, and he stared up at her.

“Do you want more?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“You’re going to give me your passwords. You’re going to give me access to all of your accounts. You don’t have any kind of privacy any longer. You are mine. You belong to me, so I make every decision. If you want to do something, you ask. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“What are you?” As she spoke, she touched him and teased him, stimulating him again and again.

“I’m your slave. I’m owned. I’m owned by you. I’m your property!”

She listened as he gave her every answer. Each one was correct. Each one pleased her.

Jessica continued to touch him until she drew her hands back.

“It’s time for me to use my sex slave,” she said to him. She climbed forward, spread her legs, lowered herself down, and took him.

“Don’t you dare climax without permission,” she said formally.

He sucked in a breath, instantly understanding exactly what she meant.

Mike had to fight it; he had to try so hard to resist that impulse. The desire was there. It surged through his body, almost overwhelming him. But there was something even more powerful than his instincts as she mounted him, claiming him and enveloping his cock between the walls of her slick opening.

She was in charge. Jessica owned him. He had put on that collar, and she had picked up the controller. All of those details meant that he belonged to her. He was always going to belong to her!

Jessica rode him, gliding up and down. She started to go faster. She savored the feel of his body, the friction of his shaft against her opening, their connection, that intimacy, and her power. Most of all, she loved having that authority! For so many girls, sex meant giving a guy what he wanted.

For her, it could be selfish. It could be self-centered.

Along the way, she would tame him because she glanced down into his eyes, and she saw that surrender.

“Come for me. Come for me right now, slave!”

He obeyed! Once again, he surrendered, yielding as he let that orgasm explode through his body. He jerked against his restraints, pulling as hard as he could with his arms and legs, yet he couldn’t break free.

Then it was done, she pulled away.

She kissed him on his cheek.

“Mine,” she said before she left the room to go get cleaned up.

For his part, he was exhausted and drained in a way he had never experienced before. Maybe orgasms had left him feeling sleepy or tired before, but now he felt as though something foundational had been stripped away.

Then she came back, and she climbed on top of him. She looked down into his eyes. “You’re wearing your collar right now. What else do you think I’m going to make you wear?”

This was a test.

“My chastity cage?”

“Exactly, “she said. “My slave needs to remember that his cock belongs to me because he belongs to me. Let’s get you locked up. After that, you can start making me something to eat. I think I’m pretty hungry.” She grinned down at him, and he nodded, even as she wiped off his damp cock. From there, she locked him up, and then he heard it.

Click.

With that sound, he recognized that this wasn’t just a game. They weren’t playing. This was permanent. She wasn’t his ex-girlfriend, not really. Just as he had said and exactly as she had taught him, she had become his owner.

The End
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This 115,000-word novel features female supremacy, human puppy play, spanking, bondage, pegging, and male subjugation.

Love Locked

A realistic novel:

Amber and Brian have grown up together, only it’s time for their relationship to change since she’s about to become his keyholder. She’ll have complete control over Brian's manhood. She will win every argument, and Brian will eventually improve his grades and become a useful member of the household. Amber now sees Brian as her brother, but she wonders if she should view him as something else—maybe a slave?

This 65,000-word novel features extensive female domination, chastity training, domestic discipline, and spanking.

Prisoner 616

A mostly realistic novel:

Nick Athens, an analyst at a local investment firm, is determined to maintain his position in the female-dominated finance industry. He doesn’t know it yet, but one woman might take away any chance he has, especially if she can trick him into committing a crime. The female supremacists in charge are reforming the prison system for boys like Nick, forcing them to wear collars, restrictive jumpsuits, and chastity belts. If he messes up, Nick's only hope will be his sister, Chloe Athens, a journalist who can write about his situation and potentially trigger a public backlash to get him released. Chloe would need to learn about the facility and its conditions, but her initial ambivalence might evolve into something new if she begins to see why these boys deserve to be leashed and caged.

This 128,000-word novel features a gynarchy, bondage, male chastity training, CFNM, discipline, teasing and denial, female supremacy, foot worship, oral service, and extensive humiliation.

When Women Rule

A mostly realistic novel:

Things have to change in Crystal Canyon, a city where men are losing their free will. Everyone can see how this community must change to meet these new challenges. If every male automatically obeys any command uttered by a woman, then everyone will need new rules—an a new hierarchy. Men are becoming more reliant on women for guidance and training, leading to a decline in their independence. Dr. Elizabeth Hunt, a psychologist, notices this change and crafts a plan. Soon, the men are forced to accept women as their handlers, trainers, and owners. Step by step, these boys are becoming slaves. The girls in Crystal Canyon may be kind or cruel, but they all share a common goal: own the boys.

This is an 80,000-word novel about the sexual subjugation of men.

Wild Space

A sci-fi novel:

Humanity will eventually reach beyond our solar system, but to do so, intrepid explorers and ambitious men like Aric Donovan and the crew of Ranger 3 will first travel to Tau Ceti. Their journey will take decades, so the crew of Ranger 3 will need to enter cryogenic sleep. While they’re gone, Earth will change. There’ll be wars, unimaginable destruction, and a rebirth. The matriarchy will take control, leading to advancements in science and technology. A new starship will reach Tau Ceti in just five years. They’ll catch up to the Ranger 3, so this new crew must decide whether to let the wild males sleep or wake them up and retrain them. Corporal Cara Dare, the sole woman on the Ranger 3, may be able to save Donovan and the rest of their crew. Or she might be tempted to embrace a new way of life if it means women rule while men serve and obey.

This 70,000-word novel features female domination, a futuristic gynarchy, extensive bondage, elements of medical play, pony play, CFNM, male humiliation, spanking, and hypnosis.

Witch Mark

A fantasy series:

The world is complex and difficult to understand, especially when it comes to the covens and spellcasters who have learned to tap into the arcane winds and manipulate reality. Although these women remain hidden, they have the power to shape reality to fit their desires. Marina Diamonte, as one of these empowered casters, has ignored her family's political intrigues. But now, she’s preparing to compete for the leadership of her coven. Along the way, she’ll have to claim a boy for herself. She discovers Eric Samuels, a boy who seems to resist her influence. He intrigues her. More importantly, he knows how to amuse her.

This 49,000-word novella is Part One of the Witch Mark series. This novella features extensive female domination, elements of gynarchy, bondage, mind control, orgasm denial, chastity training, CFNM, foot worship, and more.

Automatic Training

A sci-fi novel:

Isaac Drake arrives in a new city and is greeted by an autonomous vehicle. In seconds, the car traps him. He’s strapped down and helpless…like cargo. The car reaches an automatic training facility where female supremacists use specialized devices and AI to train males like Isaac. The women here will use conveyor belts, collars, and chastity cages. Within a week, these boys will become servile slaves eager to please their owners. Isaac is one of the first males to endure this automatic training.

This 80,000-word novel features gynarchy, domination, pegging, chastity training, robots/automation/androids, CFNM, bondage, hypnosis/mind control, ideological reeducation, and more.

Auctioned on Athena

A sci-fi novel:

In the far future, Justin is a navigator on a courier ship; his captain tasked with a mission to purchase plasma converters in a city dominated by women. Along the way, he must contend with the humiliating catcalls and demeaning comments from women. If he fails to return to a ship, his status as a Registered Male will be revoked, and he could be taken or sold to any of the trading syndicates. He’s a tempting target since a boy like Justin could fetch a high price in the slave markets…

This 115,000-word novel features a futuristic gynarchy, extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, pegging, chastity training, teasing and denial, exhibitionism, CFNM, and much more.

Novellas

Male Progress

A mostly realistic novella:

The patriarchy is eroding as women like Elizabeth assert themselves and take control of their families. Her son, Felix, still clings to old fantasies about male independence. The school district is implementing Male Progress Reports to encourage better attitudes and behaviors in high school. Boys like Felix are required to wear a leather collar with two buttons, green and red, which will be used to record their decisions and overall behavior. Each collared boy will be assigned a handler, and she’ll decide what kind of punishment or reward he deserves based on his number of merits and demerits. Felix's sister, who is expected to be his handler, will review his scores and decide his punishment. This boy should know better, but he can’t help himself. He gets one demerit after another. Clearly, he needs some extra discipline.

This 25,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, elements of orgasm denial, all set in a nascent gynarchy.

No Escape from Matria

A modern fantasy novella:

Matria is a small, beautiful country with a pristine lake, forests, and ancient castles. However, it is a country where women are in charge and slavery is still prevalent. Daniel Michaels, a photographer, is designated a Wild Male and has a couple of weeks to document Matria. If he stays past this assigned deadline, he’ll be eligible for enslavement. Daniel has traveled extensively, but Matria is a strange and dangerous place—especially for boys. Leaving should be easy…only something is intent on keeping him here. If he can't escape, he will be captured as he confronts Kayla, Amanda Amata, and Lady Renata. Whether he likes it or not, Daniel Donovan is about to discover the true nature of this land.

This 27,000-word novella features extensive female supremacy and domination, bondage, male subjugation, elements of chastity training, light pony play, and more.

Surrender in the Sky

A paranormal fantasy:

Like so many other business travelers, Samuel is used to long hours in the air. He tolerates the cramped seats and drone of the engines as the world passes by beneath the plane. This time, there’s a storm. Lightning cuts across the sky. He blacks out…and discovers he has fallen into a new dimension where women rule. It’s a new reality. He’s no longer on a jet; instead, it’s some kind of zeppelin. In this reality, men are owned. In this world, women are dressed in fine clothing, while the males are naked and leashed. Samuel struggles to understand the differences, but then he meets Marina Castillo, who senses his potential and seems willing to help him return to his own world—unless she has her own agenda.

This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, a strict gynarchy, male chastity training, pegging, spanking, orgasm denial, and much more.

Into Her Web

A superhero fantasy:

Nova City is a wild, wonderful and chaotic place with dozens of superheroes and villains who call this place home. And yet, there’s an odd dynamic. There might be male metahumans, but most individuals with superpowers are female. Riptide might be one of the few men with extraordinary abilities, yet he’s still a powerful superhero. During the day, he’s Logan Drake, a marine biologist. But when he takes on his secret identity, he uses his superpowers to improve the world and help people. He is getting a lot of attention. The Weaver has special plans for Riptide. She can drain Riptide's strength and strip away his powers before she retrains him as a slave. Without understanding the danger, Riptide may have already stumbled into her web…

This 33,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male chastity training, humiliation, and pegging.

Short Stories

Social Status

A mostly realistic short story:

Over the past five years, significant changes have occurred in the United States, leading to a backlash from the women who’re tired of toxic masculinity and the dumb decisions made by elected officials. Women have taken charge, which has led to the creation of the Male Monitoring Bureau (MMB). The MMB regulates male behavior and has even created a new social status: male chattel. Logan had the chance to be a good and obedient young man, but he's been reclassified as male chattel, ending his freedom in one instant. He calls his best friend Tricia Perkins to help him understand his new status. And yet, Patricia has plans for Logan...

This 11,000-word story features a female dominated society, female supremacy, male submission, foot worship, elements of chastity training, bondage, spanking, and other forms of punishment.

Surrender Ceremony

A mostly realistic short story:

In the new future, women have taken over and men are stripped of their rights under the Female Supremacy Party. Weddings are replaced by Surrender Ceremonies, where a woman claims a man, either as a slave, pet, plaything, or servant. Allison enjoys Brandon's service, but he still believes he has something to say about his future. Perhaps he’ll learn the truth when he’s spanked and humiliated at his Surrender Ceremony.

This 10,000-word story features female domination, a strict gynarchy, bondage, elements of pegging, male humiliation, CFNM situations, spanking/paddling, oral service, and chastity training.

Pony Inspection

A realistic short story:

As the world changes and women assert themselves as the nation’s rightful rulers, Luke must turn himself in at a processing facility to face indentured servitude. But this won’t be the kind of servitude he expected; he discovers that the boys are being turned into human ponies, stripped of their rights, trained, and even put on display. This man is about to learn the meaning of service and obedience.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, intense male humiliation, extensive pony play, bondage, and more.

Tutoring Britney

A realistic short story:

Jared might be smart, but he’s also naïve, especially when it comes to tutoring. He automatically assumes he should be in control with his students, but Britney is a charismatic girl who understands how the world really works. For her, it’s easy to manipulate Jared into a game of seduction—one she’s destined to win. By the end of their first session, she’ll have him tied up and powerless. Once Jared understands what it means to be helpless, he’ll be ready to learn the most important lessons of all.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, male orgasm denial, bondage, corporal punishment, and chastity training.

Boy On Display

A realistic short story:

Ever since the recent elections, Michael and Cassie have struggled with their relationship. Michael understands he owns his girlfriend, but Cassie has a special plan for her friends. She suggests stripping Michael naked and displaying him in front of women, but she's unsure if this would help him adjust to his new status. Other suggestions include restraints, a collar and leash, and marking him to ensure he understands his ownership. The idea is just an idea for now.

This 10,000-word story features extensive CFNM dynamics, female domination, male humiliation, bondage, and a public shaving.

Amazon

Here, you can get a list of every book and story I’ve published. Enjoy!
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