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Penny’s Design 
 
      
 
    It was her collar. Her design. Her technology. Her programming. 
 
    “It’s for you,” she said. “Well, it’s for guys like you.” 
 
    My eyes narrowed slightly as I looked right at her. Of course, it was hard to think, especially since we had already been making out for nearly an hour. Penny had teased me mercilessly, systematically sliding her hands along my legs, over my shoulders, and even down into my pants. She found my shaft, giving me these soft squeezes, turning me on and bringing me closer and closer to an orgasm. 
 
    But she never let me get off! 
 
    Right when it felt like I might come, she pulled her hand back each and every time. 
 
    Then, after an hour, she said, “There is something I really, really want to show you. Can you wait here?” 
 
    The look on my face must have been one of obvious frustration. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said. “It’ll be worth it. She leaned in and kissed me again, her hand sliding up around the back of my head as she pressed her lips into mine. She giggled, pushed herself away from the couch, and practically danced back into her bedroom. 
 
    I sat up, straightened my back, and wondered exactly what kind of strategy I could use. 
 
    When it came to girls, I didn’t have the best track record. I wasn’t one of the hottest guys on campus, but I knew that I could usually succeed. 
 
    Besides, I usually went after sixes and sevens, while Penny was clearly a ten. With her blonde hair, narrow face, full lips, and firm body, she looked more like a model than anything else. Whenever she pranced or giggled, her wavy blonde hair flashing around her shoulders and face, she definitely exuded the confidence of a goddess. 
 
    And I wanted to be with her so badly. 
 
    Of course, when I met her at a party last week, I asked her for her number without really expecting to get it. But hey, I thought, I might as well try. When she asked for my phone and typed in her digits, I suspected she gave me a fake number. But I texted her a couple days later, and she actually answered! 
 
    Then we went out, saw a movie, and I walked her back to her door. I leaned in and kissed her, wondering precisely what would happen. As much as I tried to hide it, I could still feel that nervousness flutter through my body. I stood taller than her, stronger with my broad shoulders and gym-muscles. Even so, she always moved with this special grace. 
 
    In an Introduction to Mythology course I had to take to fill some general education requirement, I had a professor who lectured about the fey. Apparently, they were supposed to be these mythical creatures, a little bit like elves, only far more powerful. Existing in parallel dimensions, they sometimes crossed into the human world, stealing children, altering our perceptions, and generally doing whatever they wanted. Creatures of chaos, they could find mortals and offer great gifts or terrible punishments depending on their whims. 
 
    Whenever I saw Penny, I thought of that lecture. 
 
    And then she came back, and my eyes widened, flickering. 
 
    She had stripped out of her sweatshirt and jeans. Even in denim and a loosefitting shirt, she had been gorgeous. But now, she only wore her bra and panties, pink satin that practically shined under the light. 
 
    She put her hands on her hips and turned her body from side to side. Maybe she had training as a model. Maybe those movements came naturally. Either way, I stood up and marched over to her. In my head, I was going to do something sexy and romantic like grab her and pull her into my arms. Hell, I might even have snatched her up, lifting her off of the floor and carrying her back into the bedroom. 
 
    I could toss her down onto her sheets, pounce, pin her, and start kissing her. It would be fantastic. 
 
    But then I stopped when she held something up. 
 
    My brain froze because I didn’t really understand. The black collar glistened under the light just like her hair and just like of the pink sheen of her panties. My thoughts were torn between the collar dangling from her hand and the way she appeared before me. 
 
    “Come here,” she said. 
 
    Because she turned those words into a casual command, I hesitated for a moment, then she snapped her fingers and pointed to the spot before her. 
 
    I licked my lips, concentrated on my own arousal, and strode closer. 
 
    Just as I was about to grab her into my arms, she easily pressed one finger against my chest. “Your heart is pounding. Are you nervous?” 
 
    “No. Of course not,” I said. 
 
    “Right now, you really want to take me, don’t you?” Penny asked. Her tone made it clear that she wasn’t all that interested in what I had to say. “You want to ravish me, to hold me down, to feel me beneath you.” 
 
    I licked my lips, uncertain of what I should say. The truth was that yeah, I really wanted to be with her. I wanted to behave like a man and to grab her and take exactly what I wanted. I wanted to show her that I was bigger and stronger. All of those primal instincts roared through my body! 
 
    “I have a compromise for you, James. Kneel before me, allow me to put this collar on you, and then we can see what happens.” 
 
    A collar? 
 
    “What you think it’s going to do? You think it’s going to hold me back?” I asked with a chuckle. 
 
    She wasn’t amused, yet she still flashed me a calculating smile and replied, “I designed this to control human behavior.” 
 
    “That’s not possible,” I said, knowing full well that she was double majoring in engineering and psychology. 
 
    I pressed my lips together for just a moment, and then I stepped closer. As I did so, she reached up, bringing the collar around my neck. It felt strange. There were all of these microchips and electrodes. They pushed into my skin as she pulled the collar tighter and tighter. It wasn’t genuinely uncomfortable, just very snug against my skin. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said, stepping back. 
 
    I strode ahead, thinking it was my turn. It was easy for me to imagine what would happen next: grab her, pick her up, throw her on the bed, pin her down to kiss her. Rip off those tight little panties and plunge down into her. Penetrate her and show her that she could be mine. 
 
    After this, I would be a legend on campus! 
 
    “Stop,” she said, her voice coming out loud and clear. 
 
    I cut the distance between us in half and then froze. My body was instantly paralyzed as I felt this strange, electrical buzzing running through my body. It felt like a reflex, something uncontrollable and undeniable too. 
 
    “It works,” she said, her lips parting with something close to surprise. “It really works!” 
 
    She clapped her hands, jumped up and down, making her bright blonde hair bounce on her shoulders. 
 
    “What, what is this?” I managed to get out. Even then, it felt like I was fighting through a river just to make my mouth move to shape the words. 
 
    In those first couple of seconds, Penny didn’t respond. Instead, she kept bouncing around, eager and happy because she made her device do what she wanted. It never occurred to me to think of myself as her toy or as a piece of property. 
 
    But now, she finally got a hold of herself and faced me. Very deliberately, she forced the smile away from her face as she stared into my eyes. Her tone became colder, belying of the excitement that must’ve been running through her body, “Kneel.” 
 
    I felt it again, another shiver of electricity ran through my body. It felt so strange and exotic, but I dropped to my knees in front of her. 
 
    “Head down,” she commanded. 
 
    I lowered my chin to my chest and stared at her naked feet. I studied the small curves of her toes and the color over her nails. That bright shade of pink seemed to perfectly match her bra and panties. 
 
    “James, do you know what this means?” 
 
    “What is this? What are you doing to me?” 
 
    “I’m not sure exactly what I’m going to call it,” she said, letting her tone shift again. Now she seemed almost contemplative as she wobbled her head from side to side. She walked around me, yet I still couldn’t move. I felt utterly powerless and completely imprisoned. “Whatever. I can worry about that later. Right now, I just need you to hear these words. Restraint Directive.” 
 
    Restraint Directive? What the hell does that mean? 
 
    But even as the thoughts occurred to me, I felt it again, another wave of electricity running through my body. It didn’t sting. That would come later. 
 
    “You can’t move, can you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “James, this is going to be hard for you to understand, but you are now my toy. You belong to me.” 
 
    I sputtered, working hard to get some coherent response out of my mouth, only it didn’t work. I just couldn’t respond to her, not while I was in this degraded position. 
 
    Focusing, I decided that I would break her hold over me. I didn’t understand the chemistry or biological engineering that went into my responses, yet I wasn’t about to just give up. I concentrated harder, sending a burst of effort running through my body. I wanted to jump up onto my feet, grab her, and push her up against the wall. She needed to remember that she was sexy but small and ultimately vulnerable. I was the man, and I could take her if I wanted to. 
 
    Instead, I stayed right where she put me. 
 
    The growl of frustration vibrated from my throat, and I was more like some wild animal that had been captured and caged. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said. “What don’t you just come up on the bed and pet me? Petting Directive.” 
 
    Suddenly, I could move again, only I felt like a puppet or a toy as I marched over to her bed. She spread herself out, down on her stomach. In my fantasies, I would have been able to grab her by her hair, push her down, and claim her for myself. My cock was still hard. Despite the strange electricity running through my body, I was still desperately turned on. I had been making out with this girl for more than an hour, and she was so perfect and firm and soft in all the right places and in all the right ways. 
 
    But now, I reached down and started to glide my fingers over her shoulders, down her flanks, and over the small of her back. I petted her more and more, just the way she wanted. 
 
    “It’s funny,” she said languidly. “I have been working on this ever since my freshman year. I never actually believed it would work, but here you are, doing whatever I want, obeying all of the directives.” 
 
    “Penny, you need to let me out of this collar,” I said. 
 
    She rolled over, allowing me to pet her smooth thighs and flat stomach. “Oh?” Penny asked, clearly intrigued by this conversation. “Why is that? Why do I have to do anything you say, especially since you have to obey my every command?” 
 
    “I do not have to obey—” I started to insist despite all evidence to the contrary. 
 
    “Silence Directive,” she ordered a. 
 
    I didn’t understand, but then my mouth stopped moving. I pressed my lips together, they tried to growl or grunt as I had done before, yet my mouth still didn’t obey my brain. 
 
    I stayed there on my knees, and that’s when she started giggling again. “Don’t worry. You don’t need to say anything. Pleasure Directive.” 
 
    Once she said those words, I had no idea what was about to happen. But then, she pulled off her panties, sliding that pink satin down along the length of her legs. I saw her pubis and her pussy, her thighs, and her tight legs. She curled her toes, spread her knees, and watched as I bowed my head down even lower this time. 
 
    I pressed my mouth up against her opening, and I started licking her! I couldn’t help myself, not as the electricity buzzed through my body, compelling my obedience. I surrendered to this girl, licking her like some eager puppy dog. My tongue was spread out flat as I serviced her, pleasuring her. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “I mean, it’s not like you actually have a choice, but you’re doing a very good job.” She patted me on the head which made me want to growl, yet I couldn’t even do that! 
 
    “Very nice. Oh, that feels so good. You have no idea.” 
 
    Just a few seconds later, she grabbed onto her mattress, pulling the cover up underneath her knuckles as she tensed. Her toes must’ve curled as she panted and cried out, “Yes, yes, yes!” Then she arched her back and came hard. 
 
    Suddenly, I could move again. I sat up between her knees. I licked my lips, frustrated that I had just given her an orgasm, especially because my cock still pushed out against my boxers and pants. 
 
    “You’re a horny boy, aren’t you?” Penny asked me. 
 
    I opened my mouth to respond, but no words came out. I could only look at her, panicked and frustrated. 
 
    Then a different thought occurred to me. I could just run! I could sprint out of the room, dash out into the parking lot, jump into my car and drive away. Then I would be able to cut the collar off at my own convenience. 
 
    Nope. Even as those images popped into my head, I already knew it would be futile because she could stop me with just one word. 
 
    Gritting my teeth, I could only listen as she ordered, “Serve me again.” She relaxed, sliding her hands behind her head as she felt the bed shift underneath her. I bowed my head down, pressed my lips to her slit, and started licking again. 
 
    Imprisoned in my own body, I couldn’t stop myself! Before long, I could feel the heat of her inner thighs against my cheeks, taste the excitement of her pussy, and feel the soft give of her body as my tongue dove down. I licked eagerly again, sliding to the left and right, up and down. 
 
    I made her feel so good! 
 
    The anticipation built, becoming more and more powerful. The desires spun through my body, nearly overwhelming me. I couldn’t help myself! 
 
    “Celibacy Directive,” she ordered. “I wouldn’t want you to have an orgasm prematurely,” she said. 
 
    No. No way. She couldn’t actually control my body. As I pressed myself down, I tried to get off. It should have been easy. I could just rub myself against her mattress until I came. No matter how aroused I became, however, I couldn’t do it. My body couldn’t make those connections, so I couldn’t have an orgasm! 
 
    “Sorry,” she said without a hint of sympathy in her voice. “I know boys love to be able to have their orgasms, but you belong to me now. As long as you wear that collar, you will do whatever I want. Oh, and the default setting does include a directive to keep you from trying to remove it without permission.” 
 
    My eyes widened even as I kept licking, pushing my tongue deeper into her crevice as she started to pant again. She wanted her second orgasm, and she would get it. 
 
    “You know, I don’t think it will take very long to break you, James. After this, maybe I will fuck you. Then after that, we can decide what your future is going to be. I might let you go. I might keep you. Who knows?” 
 
    She closed her eyes and relaxed. “My device is going to change the world. You know why? It only works on boys. The software is specialized for male physiology and brain chemistry. Even if you put it on a girl, it wouldn’t work. I wonder how long it will take before all of the men of the world are enslaved.” 
 
    That idea excited her more than anything else. Although my tongue kept sliding left and right, up and down, licking and stroking and worshiping her clit, Penny finally decided to allow herself the next orgasm. The pleasure raced through her body, making her tense up again. Then, with her face flushed, she pulled herself out from underneath me. 
 
    “Get on your back, James. Spread your arms and legs. I’m going to tie you down and tease you.” 
 
    My brows creased with confusion. She already had perfect control over me. Why bother tying me down? 
 
    Although I couldn’t actually ask any questions while she left the Silence Directive on, she must have been able to guess what I was thinking. “I like the idea of seeing you tied down like some captive. I want you to know that you’re utterly powerless. I want you to feel the ropes around your wrists as you struggle. I want you to feel like some damsel in distress.” 
 
    I fell on my back, spread my arms and legs, and could only watch as she pulled out a pair of scissors. My eyes widened again, my breath catching in my throat until she started to snip through my pants, boxers, and shirt. She stripped me down until my body was naked. She even pulled off my shoes and socks. She wanted me utterly vulnerable and completely nude. 
 
    Then, while wearing nothing but her satin bra, she came up above me. She reached down and started stroking my balls, moving her fingers lightly over my skin. “I like doing this. I like holding your scrotum in the palm of my hand. It really makes me feel like I own you. You know what I mean?” 
 
    I slammed my head down against the mattress as the frustration gripped me, but I still couldn’t do anything. 
 
    She gave my cock another gentle squeeze, and it should have been enough to get me off except for that damned Celibacy Directive! 
 
    Then she slid off of the bed, opened one of her dresser drawers, and came back with thin strips of white rope. “That’s right,” she said. “Don’t move.” 
 
    Held in position by the power of her technology, I stayed right on my back with my arms and legs spread. 
 
    She moved languidly, taking her time as she enjoyed the process of tying my arms to the headboard. She pulled on the knots tight, ensuring I wouldn’t be able to escape or get away. I could struggle, pulling and tugging as hard as I wanted, but that would be all. 
 
    Her eyes roamed along my body, studying my face, chest, shoulders. Then she came back down to the foot of the bed where she proceeded to restrain my ankles. She started with the left and continued to the right. Once she pulled those tight, she looked back at me. “Struggle.” 
 
    I parted my lips and wanted to ask her the simple question: why? 
 
    When I couldn’t get the word out, she grinned cheerfully, “Because I want to see you fight hard and fail.” 
 
    I glared up at the ceiling, wondering if maybe she had some kind of “Struggle Directive.” Apparently not this time because she waited with her head cocked to the side. 
 
    “So far, I have only used the directives on you, James. You really want to risk making me angry? You won’t like me if I get angry.” 
 
    Determined to show this girl that I could not be intimidated, I stared up toward the ceiling and refused to engage with her. I wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction of seeing me fight and fail. 
 
    “Begin Punishment Directive,” she said. 
 
    Just as I wondered what that might entail, the electrodes pushing down into my skin came alive once more, only this wasn’t the gentle or subtle buzz of electricity. Instead, hot agony suddenly burst through my body, pummeling me from every direction at once. Maybe it started at my neck, yet it felt like hot needles shooting into every inch of my body until I cried out, twitching and struggling unintentionally. 
 
    “You didn’t like that, did you, James? No, I’m sure you didn’t. But this is what happens to you when you try to disobey me. You need to be obedient, James. You need to do as you’re told.” 
 
    I was panting now, but the pain had ceased. Or so I thought. 
 
    After exactly nine seconds, another wave of agony shot through my body, stabbing me. It ripped through my mental defenses, catching me completely off guard. I clenched down, tensing every muscle I possessed until it stopped again. 
 
    “You have a few more seconds. Is there something you would like to say? Will you be a good boy?” 
 
    A good boy. She made me sound like a dog or a child. I hated it, but I found myself frantically bobbing my head up and down because I couldn’t speak. 
 
    “Stop Punishment Directive,” she said. 
 
    I let my head fall back down against of the mattress. 
 
    “I still gave you an order a little while ago. I expect you to follow it.” 
 
    As much as I hated to give in to her, I started to struggle against the restraints. As I halfheartedly pulled and tugged against the white robes, she watched me, studying my movements. 
 
    After about half a minute, she responded with a sarcastic clap, slapping her palms together. “That was pathetic,” Penny said to me. Her voice dripped with disdain as she looked utterly disgusted. “We both know you can do better. I guess you just didn’t get enough punishment before.” 
 
    Suddenly, my eyes widened as the panic gripped me, pressing down on my heart and speeding the blood through my veins. 
 
    Just as she gave the command, “Begin Punishment Directive, I was already struggling, thrashing my body from side to side as I fought to free myself from the pieces of rope. I struggled as hard as I could, channeling every ounce of strength I possessed into my arms and legs as I fought to get away. 
 
    None of it helped. 
 
    Just seconds later, another stab electricity hit me. 
 
    Laughing, she finally called out, “Stop Punishment Directive.” 
 
    Panting now, I kept my eyes closed until she climbed on top of me. She leaned down, rubbing her bra along my body. I could feel the soft give her breasts. 
 
    Through all of that punishment, I stayed hard, which meant it was easy for her to stimulate me again. Her fingers brushed along my scrotum and up to this tip of my shaft. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you,” she whispered into my ear before nibbling on me. Her teeth grazed my skin and then she laughed as she reached for my cock, aiming my tip right toward her opening. Slowly and deliberately, she leaned down. 
 
    I looked up at her, desperate for her to turn off the Celibacy Directive. 
 
    But then, she straightened her back as she enjoyed the feel of my shaft between her legs. “This is who you are now,” Penny said to me. “Just be grateful that I enjoy playing with you. Maybe if you beg, I will let you get off. Would you like that?” 
 
    This time, I didn’t hesitate. I jerked my head down and up, giving her precisely what she wanted. 
 
    “End Silence Directive,” she said. 
 
    At first, I just licked my lips, uncertain. Did that really mean I would be allowed to speak? 
 
    Throughout my life, I could talk whenever I wanted. Heck, I had spoken on lots of occasions when staying quiet probably would have been smarter. But now, I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    “Speak, boy,” she said, chuckling because that command made me sound like her pet. 
 
    I tensed up, yet I did exactly what she wanted anyway, “Please, would you please have sex with me? I can’t take this!” 
 
    “Oh?” Penny asked as she gave my cock another squeeze. “Is this driving you crazy? Do you feel like you’re going insane?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Good,” she said, enveloping me. As she leaned back, she felt the tip of my shaft penetrate her. Inch by inch, she took me until she had me underneath her, my most sensitive body part locked between her legs. 
 
    With my shaft trapped within the walls of her tight slit, she leaned forward. There was a little bit of friction as she stretched forward, lightly gliding her lips over mine. Then she giggled as she sat up, only to slide up then down. She rode me, claiming and using me. For her, it must have felt so good. 
 
    Meanwhile, I needed to come so badly! 
 
    Having never been this horny before, I didn’t know what to say or do or how to react. “If you really, really want an orgasm, then you should start begging harder,” she said. 
 
    “Please! Please, Penny! I can’t take this! Please!” 
 
    “Be more creative. Tell me how beautiful I am. Tell me how I’m your goddess.” A broad grin spread along her face even as she enjoyed the feel of my body. She pumped me slowly, working her hips up and down as she enjoyed the friction she generated. 
 
    I locked my teeth together, frustrated beyond belief, yet I had to think of something. 
 
    Rather than come up with some clever escape plan or strategy to free myself from the collar, I instead told her what she wanted to hear, which sucked up all of my brainpower. Soon enough, I was babbling out, “You’re a goddess! You’re so beautiful and smart! You’re perfect! You’re better and smarter and stronger than I am!” 
 
    “Oh, I like that,” Penny said. “I mean, you’re a bully. Boys are always so arrogant. Hearing you humble yourself before me is pretty amazing.” 
 
    A grin spread across her lips as she continued, “But I don’t think that’s quite good enough.” 
 
    “Please!” 
 
    “No,” she said before starting to ride me faster. She was bringing herself to a crescendo. And when she finished, she would slide off of me, leaving me horny and desperate. 
 
    “Please! Please, I can’t take this! You’re going to break me!” 
 
    “Tell me you’re weak!” 
 
    “I’m nothing but a weak man! I’m inferior—your inferior!” I cried out, arching my back and pumping my shaft deep into her. Theoretically, I can control my movements, yet the desperation drove me, propelling me to raise my hips, which plunged my shaft deeper into her opening. She took me, claiming me. 
 
    “Good boy!” She laughed and giggled out, “End Celibacy Directive!” 
 
    For a second, I didn’t know if I heard her correctly, but then I started to pulsate. I could feel the excitement burst through my body as she enjoyed herself. I came hard, so hard! I clenched my eyes shut until I could see stars and sparkles of a dozen different colors. As the kaleidoscopic images played through my brain, I was washed away by her excitement and pleasure. The completion swept through me, leaving me feeling exhausted and trained. 
 
    She must have cried out. She must have screamed as she enjoyed herself, claiming and taking me just the way she wanted. 
 
    But then Penny must’ve also pulled back. I didn’t pay any attention to what she did. Insensate after my experience, I could barely catch my breath. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, stroking me again, only now she was fully dressed. “Did you enjoy yourself?” 
 
    I nodded my head. 
 
    “I’m glad. Now, it’s time for you to do some work.” 
 
      
 
    Domestic servitude. That’s what she had in mind. She freed me from the restraints, untying me. Then she went back to one of her drawers and pulled out a pair of red briefs. They would be snug against my body. If I put them on, I would feel utterly humiliated and objectified. 
 
    Despite this, I slid the soft material up along the length of my legs. Sure enough, the briefs did hug my genitals, making me feel like a stripper or something. 
 
    Penny didn’t mind. Her eyes moved along my body as she studied my legs, my stomach, my back and shoulders. Then she nodded to herself, apparently satisfied. 
 
    “James, do you know what it means to be a slave?” 
 
    “It means you’re owned,” I told her even as I tried to look down at the floor. I was embarrassed and ashamed of how much I had already surrendered, but now she walked up to me, pressing her body close to mine. 
 
    “No, no, sweetie,” she said, touching her hand to my chest. That’s when I realized my heart was pounding wildly. I didn’t like the way she looked at me. I didn’t like the way she kept her bright blue eyes locked on me. Yes, she looked like a model, but she exuded this dangerous aura, almost like a predator. Without even trying, she made me feel like prey. 
 
    I didn’t like this feeling. I was supposed to be in charge! I was supposed to be bigger and stronger because I was the man in our relationship. 
 
    But as long as I wore that collar, she would be able to control me. She had already proven it time and time again with her damned directives. 
 
    “Slavery isn’t about me being owned. It’s about you getting owned. That’s what you are now. You belong to me. I put you in this collar, and now I’m going to train you to the point where I won’t even have to make you wear it. Eventually, you will just feel like you need to do as you’re told.” 
 
    I wanted to argue or disagree, yet I could easily imagine something like that happening. If I stayed in the collar long enough and if I had to obey her consistently, perhaps my free will would be worn away, just as she predicted. 
 
    I pressed my lips together, frustrated by the prospect, but she just giggled. “You’re owned, and you’re my slave, which means it’s now your job to make my life easier. Don’t worry. I’m sure you’re going to be very, very good at it.” With an almost cheerful grin, she turned around, marching back out of her bedroom and into the living room. 
 
    Instinctively, I followed her, worried about what might happen if I started to challenge her. 
 
    “Kneel,” ordered my girlfriend once we were back in the living room. 
 
    I fell to my knees as expected, and that’s when she reached down and touched the underside of my chin. She brushed her nails over my skin, making me shiver. 
 
    “James, I can force you to do whatever I want. But right now, I think it would be better if you acted on your own. That’s why I’m going to go take a nap. And when I come out again, I expect my apartment to be spotless. I will perform an inspection, and if I’m dissatisfied, you’re going to regret it. Understand?” 
 
    “Yeah, I understand.” 
 
    “That’s not a very good attitude. I’d bite your tongue,” she said. Then she let her eyes rest on me for several seconds. She was giving me the opportunity to correct my behavior, but I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    “Whenever I give you a command, you need to sound happy about it because I’m bothering to pay attention to you.” 
 
    “I, I understand?” I said, only there wasn’t the delighted obedience she expected. 
 
    “Begin Punishment Directive,” she said. 
 
    The seconds started ticking before I would be shocked again. “Thank you, thank you for enslaving me! Thank you for telling me what to do!” I babbled, speaking as fast as I could. 
 
    “Very good,” she, obviously satisfied with my subservience. She stroked me underneath my chin one more time before grinning. Then she watched as the collar delivered another burst of electricity. The pain flared through my body, knocking me down onto my knees. I hit the carpet, my eyes wet, and I couldn’t catch my breath. 
 
    Almost wistfully, she said, “End the Punishment Directive.” 
 
    Then she sauntered back into her bedroom and closed the door. 
 
    I stood there, feeling like an idiot because I didn’t know what to do. I hated the nervous anticipation running through my body. I pressed my lips together and hesitated for a few seconds before I decided to start in the kitchen. 
 
    The kitchen. 
 
    I rolled my eyes, mumbling because this felt so domestic and servile. 
 
    How many times had I teased girls about going to the kitchen to make me a sandwich? 
 
    Well, apparently it was my turn now. 
 
    I started by checking underneath the sink. I managed to find some cleaning supplies, so I wiped down her countertops, put away some clean dishes, and started washing the dirty ones. I scrubbed and cleaned, moving onto the floor when I finished. I mopped and swept, all while wearing that embarrassing pair of briefs. 
 
    Pretty soon, I got hot. I was a damp, but I didn’t stop. 
 
    In fact, it was easy to forget about everything while I cleaned. 
 
    It was only after I stopped to take stock of my situation and double checked my progress in the kitchen that I thought of something. 
 
    The collar. I needed to take this stupid thing off. If I could remove it, then I would be able to get my life back. 
 
    Or maybe something better. If I could remove the collar, maybe I could somehow figure out a way to reprogram it. Maybe I could put it on Penny! The thought made my body thrum with excitement. Yeah, I liked that idea. I liked it a lot. 
 
    Tentatively, I reached up for the leather band around my neck. I felt the smooth contours near the base of my throat and along the sides of my neck. Then I found the clasp. I only got to touch it for a second before the collar shocked me! 
 
    Penny wasn’t here, she didn’t give an order, and she didn’t begin any directives either. Even so, just touching the clasp was enough to send an agonizing burst of electricity running through my body! 
 
    I fell to my knees, dropping hard. 
 
    Inhaling and exhaling, I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    I bowed my head forward and rested the top of my face on the carpet as I growled. 
 
    The anger hit me hard, so I reached up for the collar again, thinking I could just rip this stupid thing off. But as the electronics detected my attempts to tamper with the device, it took countermeasures, just as Penny had programmed it to. 
 
    Another storm of electricity hit me, stabbing from every direction all at once. I couldn’t take it! My knees couldn’t hold me up, and my hands flew away from the device. 
 
    More than anything, my animal instincts told me to remove the collar, yet that was clearly impossible. So I just panted, gasping for air as I tried to figure something out. What could I do? How could I remove this thing? 
 
    My heart pounded as I gasped. Then the obvious answer occurred to me. 
 
    I couldn’t take it off because Penny was smarter than me. She had programmed this device, making sure that I would remain her captive. 
 
    Slowly, I got up and thought of how Penny wouldn’t sleep forever. Unless I wanted to be punished, I had to continue cleaning. That’s why I started to dust and then vacuumed her living room. I put things away as best I could, all without knowing exactly what she would want or expect. 
 
      
 
    Penny just wore her panties and a sweatshirt when she wandered out of her bedroom. She rubbed her eyes and ran her fingers through her hair as she looked around the room. 
 
    “Interesting,” she said. “But when I come to inspect your homework, I expect you to be on your knees.” 
 
    I didn’t actually wait for the command to fall forward. Instead, I kneeled before this girl as though I really were her slave. As though? I had to face the facts. She had taken control of me, and I couldn’t stop her. Whether I liked it or not, she did own me. 
 
    Once I fell forward, she began to wander around the room. She brushed her fingers along the coffee table and the mantle, checking for dust. Luckily for me, I had been thorough, cleaning off every surface. Next, she walked into the kitchen and did the same with the countertops, she saw the empty sink, and then she turned to the cabinets. 
 
    I had cleaned them out, making sure that every speck of dust and dirt had been removed. 
 
    Only then she turned to the fridge. 
 
    The fridge! 
 
    My eyes widened as I tried to think of some way to stop or delay her. 
 
    “How would you like me to address you?” I asked. 
 
    A smirk touched her lips even as our eyes met. I drank in the sight of this gorgeous girl. She was so hot! Even as she made my heart pound with cold dread and worry, she turned me on. I loved seeing this girl in her panties, especially how that little pink triangle pushed down from between her legs. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Penny asked. 
 
    “You have enslaved me. It seems like I should address you formally. How would you like me to address you?” 
 
    “Do you have any ideas?” 
 
    I gave a quick, nervous shake of my head. 
 
    Penny walked right back to me. My plan seemed to be working, only I didn’t know if this was better or worse. She ran her fingers through my hair, took a grip on my scalp, and yanked my head back. 
 
    My owner forced me to look up into her eyes. Even then, she still tugged on my hair, just to send of those little painful reminders down into my scalp. “You have a couple of ideas,” she said. 
 
    “Mistress? Goddess?” 
 
    “Mistress,” she said, feeling the words on her lips. “Yes, I like that. Address me as your Mistress from now on.” 
 
    My plan seemed to have worked as I bowed my head down. She released my hair, and I hoped that I had thoroughly distracted her from my one mistake. “Yes, Mistress,” I said, hoping my abject humiliation would be enough. 
 
    Penny smiled at me, and then she patted me on the head before she turned around and walked back toward the refrigerator! 
 
    “No, please don’t!” 
 
    “Oh, silly boy. You just made two mistakes.” 
 
    Two? 
 
    She walked over to the fridge. Sure enough, it was exactly as she had left it. In my desire to clean her apartment, I had completely forgotten about the fridge. How could I have been so foolish? How could I have been so shortsighted? 
 
    As my lungs started pumping faster, she turned back to me. “Oh, that was a very big mistake. First, you messed up. Then you tried to get me off track. That’s the only reason why you want to address me as your Mistress, isn’t it?” 
 
    I sputtered, desperate to lie to her, only then she called out, “Begin Truth Directive.” 
 
    My eyes widened, and I pressed my lips together into a nervous frown. 
 
    Was it possible? Could her collar actually compel my honesty? I didn’t think so. Electrical shocks were one thing, but this had to be something totally different! Still, I didn’t dare make a sound. I didn’t speak at all because I kept wondering what she might hear. 
 
    “Answer me or I will add a couple of other directives,” Penny said simply. 
 
    I parted my lips and decided to tell the truth, “Yes. I tried, I tried to trick you.” The words came out stuttering and uncertain. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” she said. “Walk over to the couch, bend across the armrest, and I will punish you.” 
 
    “You are going to shock me?” 
 
    “I will if that’s what you really want,” she said with a giggle, as though this were some sort of game. 
 
    My nostrils twitched, but I obeyed her. I walked over to the couch and bent forward. With my elbows pushing against the cushions, I could feel the armrest against my stomach and pelvis. 
 
    Penny stepped up behind me, reached down, and pulled my briefs it down until they fell to my ankles. Then she started stroking me, brushing her fingertips along my skin. Shivers of frustration ran through my body, especially because I could already guess what was going to happen. 
 
    This girl, my girlfriend, was about to spank me. 
 
    “I don’t like it when you try to trick your owner. I am in charge, and you can’t control me,” she said. “You shouldn’t try.” 
 
    “I’m—” I started to say, only she cut me off with a spanking. 
 
    Her hand flew down, striking at the curves of my buttocks. At first, I didn’t think or couldn’t believe that it would really sting. She was supposed to be too small and too weak. Besides, I was a grown man, so I could definitely take this kind of corporal punishment. 
 
    Only then the stinging hit me, flashing through my body. Maybe it wasn’t as bad as the electrical jolts. Maybe. But it still stung! The pain flashed through my body, making my eyes widen as the tears gathered. 
 
    I forced them back and refused to let her get away with this. I pushed my fingers down into the palms of my hands and tried to hold out. 
 
    The barrage continued as she clapped her hand against my buttocks, first the right side, then the left and back to the right again. Pretty soon, my skin started to turn a shade of pink, then red. 
 
    “Tell me you need to be spanked,” she ordered. 
 
    Because I couldn’t help myself, I gave her exactly what she wanted. “I need to be spanked!” 
 
    “Tell me you’re nothing but a slave now. Tell me you’re my slave boy.” 
 
    I didn’t want to give in, but I couldn’t help myself. Trying to hold out seemed impossible, “I’m nothing but a slave now. I’m your slave boy!” 
 
    She stopped. 
 
    She came up behind me, looked down along my body and grinned. “I think there’s something else I want to do with you, James.” She nodded to herself, apparently satisfied. “Follow me and crawl.” 
 
    She stepped away from the couch and practically pranced back into her bedroom. As she did so, I followed, moving along on my knuckles and knees. I raised my head, admired the way her panties clung to her buttocks, all while I still felt that lingering stinging from my spanking. 
 
    Penny grabbed something from one of her drawers, only she held it behind her back. “Would you like to have sex again?” 
 
    My cock twitched at the possibility. Even if it meant being tied down on my back, I didn’t care. I loved the idea. It filled me with a fresh rush of anticipation, so my breath quickened and my heart started beating faster. 
 
    Maybe she would allow me to seduce her. Maybe I would even be able to convince her to take the collar off of me, only Penny had something else in mind. 
 
    “I’m breaking you, James. I’m turning you into my obedient plaything.” She grinned ferociously as she pulled her hand out from behind her back so I could see what she held. 
 
    It was a two-headed dildo. 
 
    For the first couple of seconds, I couldn’t quite process what I was seeing. But then, she ordered me up on to the bed. “Let’s have sex!” 
 
    She was going to penetrate me! She was going to pump that toy into my ass and claim me all over again. 
 
    No. No way. I couldn’t let her get away with this! I did a quick shake of my head and started to speak. “I won’t do that! You can’t make me!” 
 
    Penny walked over to me, ran her fingers through my hair, and took another firm grip on my scalp as she pulled my head back and forced me to look up along the length of her chest, her neck, all the way into her eyes. “Slave, I can make you do whatever I want. Now get up on that bed. Put your face down and your ass up. Because if you don’t, I will punish you so, so hard.” She nearly sang out those words like she couldn’t wait. She was practically daring me to disobey her. 
 
    Mouth open, I could feel the moisture drain away from my tongue. 
 
    I climbed up onto the bed, put my head down, lifted my ass, and made myself vulnerable for her, just the way she wanted. 
 
    “Very nice. And as I penetrate you, I want you to remember that you are property now. You need to stop thinking of yourself as an independent person. You belong to me. You’re a boy, and every boy should be owned.” 
 
    I gritted my teeth as she said those words, only she opened another drawer. When she came back, I could hear her squirt something onto her fingertips. What was it? 
 
    Then she grabbed my buttocks, pushed the dildo forward, sliding it between my cheeks, and I could feel the lubricant. It helped. But not enough. 
 
    My lungs froze up in my chest as I tried to tense down, only Penny wouldn’t stop. She penetrated me, pushing the tip of the toy deeper and deeper into my body. Then she came up behind me, and I could feel her hips as she pushed down, impaling herself on the other half of the dildo. 
 
    “Oh yes, that feels so good. I love knowing we’re connected like this, James!” Penny started giggling. “Hey, maybe I should give you a slave name. What you think of that? I could maybe something like Max or Rover. I think a dog name could double as a slave name, don’t you?” 
 
    Before I knew what I was doing, I answered her, “Yes Mistress.” I told her exactly what she wanted to hear. I tried to hold onto some of my independence, but it wasn’t working. She really was training me! She really was breaking me! 
 
    “Oh, I like hearing you say that. Say it again,” she said as she pushed forward and pulled back again and again. I could feel the soft rubber against my insides. I had never imagined that I would endure some humiliation like this, but I couldn’t stop her! She had complete control over me as she pumped me, slow and fast and then hard because she could. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress! I belong to you, Mistress! I am your slave, Mistress!” 
 
    She pumped into me harder and faster. I could feel some of her hair brush along my back as she bent forward, thrusting into me. She brought herself closer and closer to an orgasm until she allowed pleasure to sprint through her body. She cried out, tensing up. Then she pulled back. 
 
    “Did you like that? Did you like having sex with me?” 
 
    Since I could only answer with two words, I told her, “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Wow. That really takes it out of you, doesn’t it?” She grinned and pulled me down with her. She rested her head on my chest and I started petting her, knowing that her pleasure was now my only priority. 
 
    “I’ll never let you go,” she said just as she started to fall asleep. 
 
    And I believed her. 
 
      
 
    Since then, she has worked with suppliers and contractors and factories to build her collar. Pretty soon, thousands of these things will be released to the world. Then everything will change. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
   
  
 



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