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Sign of Submission
 
    
 
   Tony did his best to hide the excitement thrumming through his extremities. It was tough. As he parked outside of her apartment complex, he took a breath. He exhaled slowly. He couldn't let her know that he had rushed over here. He couldn't let her realize that he had been waiting for that text message.
 
   In order to slow himself down, he pulled out his phone and checked the message again. Can you come over? There’s something I want to show you! :-)
 
   Tony shook his head, immediately thinking of the girl who sent this message. Okay, so that didn't help him calm down, but he indulged himself anyway. He thought about her short blonde hair and the way it curved along the contours of her neck. He thought about how good she looked in a bikini the last time they hit the beach together. He thought about how much he wanted to run his fingertips along her shins, thighs, up the flat of her stomach to those perfect breasts…
 
   Damn it. Tony had been determined to calm down. Instead, he could feel his erection tenting his pants. He swallowed, inhaling and exhaling rapidly. He tried to think of something boring like taxes or paying his electric bill.
 
   What was it about this girl?
 
   She was perfect.
 
   Katherine just happened to be everything he could ever hope for in a girl. Beautiful, smart, and funny. She knew how to make him laugh. She knew how to make him want to protect her.
 
   Of course, he never said anything. He could always tell that there was something coming between Katherine and the guys in her life. She was gorgeous. So of course, over the years of her friendship with him, Tony had been forced to watch a parade of guys come by, each and every one determined to make her happy.
 
   But it never worked out.
 
   Tony couldn't figure it out.
 
   Many, many late nights in his bed had been spent contemplating this girl and what he should do. In fact, he started to think about it again as he made his way from his car up the three flights of concrete stairs to Katherine's apartment.
 
   Okay, so he could tell her. He could confess his feelings. And if he did, she would probably say something about how she couldn't think of him as anything but her friend. She would look at him with big, sympathetic eyes, and she would feel so bad as she would tell him he was a nice guy. In time, Tony would find someone right for him.
 
   Yeah, and review all of the clichés. He knew how a nice girl like Katherine would let him down gently. So why bother ruining the friendship? He already knew the answer.
 
   When he made it up to her door, he knocked. The door swung inward, and he did his best not to retreat back. Seriously, seeing her felt like a punch to his gut. It was a visceral, chemical, instinctive reaction. She was so gorgeous.
 
   On the one hand, she seemed magnetized, like his eyes were simply drawn to her. At the same time, he knew that he couldn’t stare. He couldn't be rude.
 
   "Tony!" Katherine didn't have any such qualms. She jumped out, wrapping her arms around him. He could feel her breasts, her body, and even the warmth of her breath on his neck.
 
   He wished this moment could last forever. But really, he pretended that he didn't like hugs. Yes, he put his arms around her shoulders, and he could feel her bra straps beneath his palms, only he didn't really squeeze her.
 
   "Oh, sorry," Katherine told him. "I know you don't really like hugs. But I just got so excited to see you. There is something I have to show you."
 
   "What is it?" Tony asked as he followed her into the apartment. He shouldn't have done it, but he checked out her ass. Oh yes, she looked really good in those white, denim shorts.
 
   Katherine skipped through the small living room, leading him toward the small dining nook with her little IKEA table. A large book waited for them. It looked old, leather bound, the pages yellowed.
 
   "What is this?" Tony asked, looking down at the pages.
 
   "It's something I found in my grandparents’ attic. I don't know. What do you think?"
 
   Tony hovered over the table, tilting his head to the side. He didn't want to touch the book because he worried he might damage it. This looked like the kind of antique that needed to be handled with extreme care.
 
   As he stared downward, he realized something. The symbols on the page seemed to move. It didn't make sense. It had to be some kind of optical illusion, or maybe Tony had something in his eye. He looked away for a second, and then he looked back down at the little squiggles, each one completed a long time ago. 
 
   "Do any of the symbols make sense to you?”
 
   "Not really," she said. "I know a couple of them. Like this symbol is supposed to represent truth."
 
   "What language is it in?" Tony asked. He didn't really care about this book, but he could feign interest if it meant getting to spend a little bit more time with Katherine.
 
   "I don't know that one either," she said, giggling. "I just know that I found this, and I thought I should take it home with me. It was weird. It was like an instinct or something, like I thought I just knew that this was something I had to do."
 
   Tony raised an eyebrow, maybe wondering whether or not that was a good idea. But he didn't say anything.
 
   "It's supposed to be magical," she said in a smaller voice.
 
   "You have to be kidding me," Tony said, resisting the urge to laugh. But when he glanced over at Katherine's earnest features, he realized that she was being very, very serious.
 
   "Yeah, apparently my grandmother had some interesting hobbies." She shook her head from side to side, making her hair bounce along her cheeks. The light reflected along the golden tresses, and Tony just wanted to watch her for a little while longer. "She was supposed to be a witch or something. I know it's stupid."
 
   Tony didn't say anything for a little while. This seemed like very dangerous territory, so he kept his mouth shut.
 
   "Anyway, I didn't just want to show you the book. I wanted to try something."
 
   "Try something?"
 
   "Yes, each of these symbols is supposed to represent an important concept. I want to draw one of them on you."
 
   "You want to do magic on me?" Tony asked, doing his best not to sound like a skeptical jerk. If this was important to Katherine, then he needed to be understanding. Then again, this was the same girl who believed in horoscopes.
 
   "I just want to try something," she said. As she smiled, Tony thought something shifted in her expression. Did he see a little sparkle of energy along her eyes? No, that couldn't be possible.
 
   Exhaling, he shrugged. He didn't believe in magic. "Sure. Whatever."
 
   "Goody!" She actually slapped her palms together, practically hopping up and down with excitement.
 
   She scampered back to the kitchen, opening a drawer and grabbing a pen. She came back and pointed toward the living room. "I want you to kneel in front of the couch."
 
   "Kneel? Really, Katherine?" A hint of exasperation slipped into his voice.
 
   "Symbolism," she replied, sticking out the tip of her tongue. At moments like that, he couldn't help but think about how much he wanted to kiss her.
 
   Despite his misgivings, he moved into the living room, and he got down on his knees. Katherine sat right in front of him. "Do you like having me in this position?” he asked, taunting her just a little bit.
 
   "Shush," she said, taking his hand. With the pen tight between her fingers, she started to trace an image along his skin. The lines didn't seem to make sense. He kept looking down, but the geometries seemed somehow wrong. Lines intersected in ways that should have been impossible.
 
   A strange, tingling sensation started to spread through his extremities. Again and again, Tony reminded himself that he didn't believe in magic. This was just some kind of parlor trick. Or maybe he was nervous because he had a beautiful girl holding his hand. Yeah, that was it. That made far more sense.
 
   "What symbol is this?"
 
   "Don't worry about it," she said.
 
   He didn't. Because he didn't believe in magic, it didn't matter what she drew. She could draw stars or hearts or smiley faces, and it wouldn’t make the slightest difference.
 
   "Done," she said. Katherine leaned back, and she crossed her legs. Her foot was just a few inches in front of his face. "Tony, would you go to the kitchen and get me a Diet Coke?"
 
   "Why can't you get it yourself? What's wrong, you don't have a spell for levitating sodas to your hand?" Okay, so maybe he needed to expend some of the nervous energy. Maybe, like a little boy, he needed to pull her pigtails to remind himself that he was in control.
 
   Katherine sat up, crestfallen. She nibbled on her lip before reaching down and grabbing his hand. She looked at the symbol. "I don't understand. I did it perfectly."
 
   "Katherine, magic isn't real. I'm sorry, but you can't just write a symbol on someone's hand and expect it to have any kind of effect. There's a reason people rely on science and not—”
 
   Before he could finish his mini lecture, Katherine popped up, straightening her back. "Tony, go to the kitchen and get me a Diet Coke."
 
   He smirked, about to tell her that he already gave her an answer. And maybe, deep down, he didn't want to let her boss him around for a simple reason. If he always scurried to do whatever she wished, then maybe she would figure out just how much he wanted her.
 
   No, Tony couldn't allow that to happen.
 
   Just as he was about to start laughing at her, Tony got up, and he started walking. He couldn't help himself. He moved into the kitchen, scrambling to explain his own bizarre behavior along the way.
 
   He opened the fridge, he took out a can of soda, and he brought it back to her, holding it out.
 
   "Tony, why did you do that?” Katherine wanted to know as she popped the top.
 
   "You asked me to get you a soda."
 
   "No," she replied, shaking her head slowly. What was it about that condescending notion that seemed to send shivers running down his back? "I told you to get me a soda. And you just did it."
 
   "I was being nice. It's not like you to boss me around," he shot back. After all, he was a strong willed young man. He could make his own decisions.
 
   "I think it's time that we experiment a little bit."
 
   "What do you mean?" Tony asked, grateful that his voice didn't quake. For the moment, he could still sound like a detached scientist.
 
   "Tony, take off your shirt."
 
   "I'm not going to—” he began to say, only then the strangest thing happened. His hands started to move, seemingly of their own accord. Before he knew it, he had reached the bottom of his T-shirt, and he peeled it away from his chest. He was standing there, naked from the waist up.
 
   "Don't blush. I think you have very nice torso," she said. "In fact, I think I would like to inspect your chest. Hold your hands behind your back."
 
   There. She did it again. She gave the command, and suddenly he was holding his hands near the small of his back, exactly as she instructed. Again and again, Tony tried to figure this out. There had to be some reason for his behavior.
 
   "Did you drug me?"
 
   At first, Tony wondered if he went too far. But then, how else could he reasonably explain what was happening. Instead of looking hurt, she smiled like a very pleased feline. "Drug you? Tony, we are friends. I would never do anything like that to you."
 
   "Then what's going on?"
 
   "Magic," she replied.
 
   "Oh no. That doesn't exist. That isn't real!"
 
   "Tony, we have talked about this. Just because there isn't an explanation for something doesn't mean that it isn't real." She was teasing him. She was mocking him, playing with him. And yet, he still couldn't budge from his position.
 
   Helplessly, he stood there, feeling like a trophy on display. And Katherine? She circled around him, moving her hands over his body. He shivered, wondering what she was thinking.
 
   "I've always thought you had a nice chest," she said. "It's a shame you don't show it off more often. You should be proud of your body, Tony. You are really a very attractive guy."
 
   "How are you, how are you doing this?" He couldn't keep that stutter from his voice.
 
   "I told you, silly," she replied. "It's magic."
 
   "Magic isn't real," he snapped back, speaking through his gritted teeth. "Look, I know you like believing that stupid junk, but I need to know what's going on. Please, what did you do to me?"
 
   He never should have uttered those words. "Stupid junk?" Although she only raised an eyebrow, Tony knew he made a mistake. Katherine took her beliefs very seriously, no matter how absurd they happened to be.
 
   Exhaling, he tried to back pedal. "Look, I respect what you believe—”
 
   She had no problem interrupting. "Do you? Do you really?"
 
   With his hands still held behind his back, he was torn. On the one hand, he wanted to find out what was really going on here. Clearly, she tricked him somehow. And yet, as the seconds went by, he knew that she was getting angry with him. This girl had a temper. If she got really upset, things might go badly.
 
   "Please, Katherine, just let me go."
 
   "I don't think so. I want to know the truth."
 
   "Look, your ideas are a little bit unorthodox, but I do respect you. You are an intelligent young woman. You are smart, so if you believe in something, then I can respect it." He had used words like those on her before.
 
   But this time, Katherine squinted her eyes, studying him, searching for some sign of deception.
 
   "You know, I'm not sure I can trust you anymore." She turned back, and she walked right over to that same large book. She turned from one page to another, carefully searching for something.
 
   Tony tried to move, to follow after her, but his feet remained stubbornly stuck to the floor. He kept trying to understand what happened, but it was like his body had no intention of listening to his commands.
 
   Seconds later, Katherine came back, holding the same pen. "Tony, give me your hand." She spoke with the absolute confidence of a young woman who knew that she would be obeyed.
 
   Only moments before, Tony had been unable to move. Now his arm slipped from behind his back out toward her waiting hands. She steadied him, holding his wrist in one hand while she used her pen.
 
   Just above the previous symbol, Katherine started writing. She was very careful, sketching the symbol over his skin.
 
   "What are you doing to me?"
 
   "What do you care? It's not like this will do anything. This is just stupid junk, remember?"
 
   Tony sucked in another breath, wishing he could take those words back. There had to be something he could do to assuage her ego. "Please, I'm sorry if I upset you."
 
   "You're not sorry. But you will be," she told him.
 
   Another shiver of dread ran down his spine. How did things go so badly so quickly? Could it have to do with the fact that Katherine was a beautiful girl, so she was used to guys agreeing with her, to complementing her? She didn't know how to handle criticism. Or maybe she had always secretly suspected that guys didn't really think she was smart.
 
   Either way, Katherine stepped back a moment later.
 
   "Tony, do you respect my intelligence?"
 
   "No." The word just left his lips. It was instinctive, an autonomic response, one he couldn't possibly control.
 
   "Really?" She put her hands on her hips. "Tell me, what do you think of me?"
 
   "I think you're very beautiful and very dumb. You are the kind of girl who knows how to be pretty, and you are very sweet and very sexy, but your vision of the world is asinine at best." His eyes widened, horrified. Yes, he had those uncharitable thoughts about her, but he never, ever meant to say them.
 
   Tony actually glanced around the room, hoping to find something to silence him.
 
   Or better yet, he could just leave. He turned around, taking several steps towards the door.
 
   "Stop," she commanded.
 
   Her voice overwhelmed him.
 
   With just a single word, she seized control. She effectively owned him.
 
   Katherine savored that moment.
 
   His feet became stuck, rooted to the floor. Not only that, the rest of his body stubbornly refused to move as well. He couldn't believe that those symbols actually did anything. Obviously, there was some other explanation, a better, scientifically viable rationale.
 
   "Tony, I thought we were friends. I thought that you really cared about me."
 
   "I do," he answered. "Please, Katherine, I really do care about you. We are friends."
 
   She came up to him, and even though he had several inches on her, that didn't seem to make the slightest difference. Somehow, this girl intimidated him. She made him shake with a special kind of dread especially when she reached up and pinched his chin.
 
   "What do you think I'm good for?”
 
   "I think you'd be really hot inside," he told her, only to groan a second later. That wasn't fair! For some reason, he couldn't lie to her.
 
   "You know, I've met lots of guys, most of whom are jerks. I just never thought you would be one of them," she said. She turned away, taking several steps.
 
   Tony needed to console her, to put his arms around her, to hug her and tell her that he was wrong and he was sorry. Of course, those words would have been lies as well. He didn't really feel bad about telling her the truth. Maybe he didn't like seeing this girl suffer, but he hadn't technically lied to her.
 
   As hard as he tried, he still couldn't budge. His legs felt paralyzed, like his muscles forgot how to move.
 
   Then she turned around, and she shook her head. A sardonic smile spread across her lips. "You think I'm just good for sex? Lots of guys probably think the same thing. But you know what? I want you to understand how it feels to be used. I want you to understand what it feels like to be seen as nothing but an object, a stupid piece of property to be taken and handled."
 
   Tony didn't understand, not until she shot him a wicked grin. "Take off all of your clothes. Strip for me, Tony. Do it slowly. Do a little dance. Make me enjoy it." She giggled as she spoke.
 
   Her friend struggled against the humiliation suddenly rampaging through his body. His mind blanked. Under so many normal situations, he could think clearly, even under the worst kinds of pressure. But here, he didn't know what to do.
 
   His body did.
 
   He kicked off his shoes, hopping around. With every movement, he felt like an idiot. Tony found himself unbuttoning his pants. He kicked them off, slowly. He shook his ass, and he grabbed his underwear, yanking his boxers down. He stripped until he had nothing left. And when he was done, he kept dancing, moving around.
 
   Was he graceful? No. Was he hilarious? Absolutely.
 
   Katherine laughed and laughed at him. She pointed, and when she couldn't take anymore, she just shook her head, wiping the tears of mirth from her eyes. "Oh, that was great. But you know, I think I'm not done with you. I think I want to watch you crawl around my apartment."
 
   "No, please don't. Please, don't make me," he said.
 
   "Do you believe in magic yet?"
 
   "No, of course not," he replied automatically.
 
   For just a second, Tony glanced down at his hand. He saw the two symbols. Again, they seemed to somehow glow, to somehow move around on his skin. He blinked, scrunching his eyes shut, doing his best to clarify his vision. This must've been some kind of drug. Or maybe she used some kind of subliminal programming on him.
 
   Anything but magic. This man did not believe in magic.
 
   "Then I guess you just need a couple more lessons," she told him.
 
   Tony started crawling. He made his way through the living room to the kitchen. There, she came up behind him, and she trailed her fingernails along the curves of his ass, up the small of his back until she was scratching his neck. "You know, down and all fours like that you look a little bit like a dog. Are you a dog, Tony?"
 
   "No," he said.
 
   "Well, I still want to hear you bark like a dog. Do it." She grinned, getting ready to laugh. After all, Tony was her dignified friend. He was always in control of his emotions and his behavior. Even when they went out for drinks, he never let loose, not entirely.
 
   This would be her chance to play with him, to see him be a silly boy.
 
   "Arf-arf!”
 
   She jumped up and down, her cheeks red with joy. "Oh, that was fantastic! I love hearing you bark. Do it again."
 
   "Arf-arf!”
 
   “Again!”
 
   "Arf-arf!”
 
   Each time, he tried to stop himself. He built up these walls of effort and defiance. He concentrated with everything he had, simply trying to retake control of his body. But no matter how hard he struggled, Tony just couldn't succeed. Each and every time, he made those adorable little sounds.
 
   "You know, if I told you to bark, I would've assumed that you sound like a really big, macho dog. But those barks sound like something a little dog in a purse would make."
 
   "Stop this," he grunted back at her. Clearly, he couldn't look up at her. He had his head bowed down.
 
   Katherine didn't respond right away. Instead, she touched a finger to her lower lip as she contemplated the boy on his hands and knees. She thought about how good it made her feel to see him in this position. In fact, it was getting her hot…hot and wet. With those two sigils inked onto his skin, was there anything Katherine couldn't do?
 
   All of a sudden, a different kind of smile touched her lips. "Tony, go to my bedroom."
 
    
 
   Those words kept echoing in his head. Theoretically, it was not far from the kitchen to her bedroom, but when he started to move, time seemed to slow down. Of course, he had seen where she slept a couple of times.
 
   Normally, when he came over, he tried to avoid her bedroom. He never wanted to risk walking in on her naked. But as he crawled, he couldn't help himself. His cock started to harden. He didn't know what she intended.
 
   Dirty images began to play behind his eyes. He pictured himself taking her hand, leading Katherine to her bed, nudging her down into the soft, voluminous sheets. He would caress her cheek with the back of his hand, and she would be nervous. Nibbling down on her lower lip, she would look up at him with big, slightly frightened eyes. He would strip her one layer at a time until he could marvel at her naked body. From her breasts to her legs, he would enjoy every inch.
 
   Of course, Katherine would simply want to go hide under the sheets, but he would take her hand, forcing her to stand there. He would study her perfect form, memorizing every detail.
 
   That's how it was supposed to go down.
 
   Instead, he found himself crawling like a dog, making his way toward that door.
 
   "Let me get that for you," she said, her voice dripping with disdain.
 
   Tony could only be grateful for one thing. She didn't seem to notice his erection, not yet anyway.
 
   Once he got into her room, he breathed in the aroma of her perfume. He swallowed, not sure what to do, not sure what to say. What was it about this place? It seemed somehow mystical to him. After all, Katherine lived here. All of the feminine mysteries she seemed to encapsulate were made manifest here.
 
   Without Katherine, this room would have been generic, a one bedroom apartment among millions across the country. Yet somehow, she made it special. He almost imagined he could feel something different here.
 
   "There is my boy," she said, dragging her fingertips along his back once again.
 
   Tony didn't know what to say or how to respond. On the one hand, he needed to break her hold over his body. Clearly, she had done something to him. Maybe it involved some kind of electrical stimulation. Was that why she kept touching him?
 
   With his teeth held tight together, Tony just didn't know what to do.
 
   "Sit up for me," she said. I want you on your knees. I want to look down at you and know that you are my silly boy."
 
   "I'm not a silly boy," insisted Tony.
 
   Katherine just laughed. At first, he didn't know why. But then he looked down, and he saw his erection on full display.
 
   "Tony, do you want to have sex with me?"
 
   "Yes," he said immediately.
 
   "Interesting," she replied, tapping her finger against her cheek as she considered the situation. "Did you know that I used to have a little crush on you?"
 
   "You, you did?" He sounded like an idiotic middle school student, some kid who didn't know what he was doing. Then again, Katherine did always have that special talent for making him feel young and insecure.
 
   "I did. I thought you were so cute, and I thought it was wonderful that you really respected me. But you didn't, did you?"
 
   "No," he told her.
 
   "When we first met, what did you think of me?"
 
   "I thought you were an airhead. I didn't think you were very smart at all." Why couldn't he stop himself? Then he glanced back down at his hand, he saw the symbols. But they were just doodles, right? They didn't actually mean anything!
 
   "If I'm the airhead, why are you the one who's naked and down on his knees?"
 
   For once, Tony didn't have an answer. All he knew for certain was that this could not be magic. He would not say it. He would not even consider the possibility.
 
   "You know, Tony, I think I want to play with you. I think I want to have some fun with you. You are always so uptight. Maybe, tonight, you should just be my toy. Maybe you will learn to relax. What do you think of that?"
 
   "Look, Katherine, I'm sorry about what I said."
 
   "Are you? Are you really?"
 
   He meant to lie. He meant to tell her exactly what she wanted to hear. After all, Tony was good at studying this girl and learning her insecurities. He paid attention, and he had every intention of telling her something consoling, something fundamentally dishonest.
 
   It didn't work.
 
   All over again, his mouth betrayed him. For whatever reason, Tony told her the absolute, blunt truth. "No. I'm not sorry."
 
   "You will be," she said again. "You know, you shouldn't try to lie to me. At this point, we both know that I'm smarter than you."
 
   "You are not smarter than me," he shot back at her.
 
   "Let's see about that. Tony, get up and bend over my bed."
 
   He stood up, moving uncertainly. And then, he found himself bent over the bed, his naked chest and torso pressed against her soft sheets. For a second, he reveled in those sensations.
 
   And then, she came up behind him, and he couldn't help but squirm, nervous. "Tony, hold your hands behind your back again. I want you to feel nice and helpless."
 
   He held his hands behind his back exactly as she indicated. Now, he felt off-balance. He felt vulnerable. This girl purred as she touched him, brushing her fingertips along his arms, over the nape of his neck, and back down toward his buttocks.
 
   She was massaging him. At first, Tony remained absolutely tense, waiting for something else to happen. The seconds ticked by, and he couldn't deny the power of her touch. Oh yes, it felt good to have her fingers play along his naked skin. Had he ever fantasized about this? Had he ever imagined what it would feel like to have this beautiful girl touch him like this?
 
   Tony closed his eyes, succumbing to the wonderful sensations dancing along his skin. Yes, he enjoyed this. Yes, he savored the way she fondled him.
 
   Only then, she pulled her hand back, and he was still so relaxed that he had no idea what she intended. Her hand flew down, striking hard against his naked backside. He couldn't move from his position. Bent over her bed, he was the perfect victim for a nice, long spanking.
 
   "Don't say a word. Don't make a sound."
 
   Suddenly gagged by whatever power she had over him, Tony obeyed.
 
   In the meantime, she smacked him as hard as she could, over and over again. Her hand flew down, striking hard. The noise of her smacking his ass almost sounded like applause. All the while, Katherine giggled and laughed, enjoying her ability to control this boy. After all, she always respected him. More importantly, she thought that he respected her too. For once, Katherine thought she had a male friend in her life who saw her as more than just a sex object.
 
   But she had been wrong, so now she poured all of her frustrations into her arm. She swung down again and again, making sure he paid for lying to her.
 
   He deceived her. He tricked her.
 
   His eyes watered. Eventually, the tears leaked out of the corners of his eyes, but he did his best not to cry. In fact, he couldn't make a sound. He couldn't win for. Tony couldn't explain any of this. Seriously, those tears should have been an autonomic response to the pain flashing through his system.
 
   He started breathing more quickly, inhaling and exhaling rapidly. But those puffs of air couldn't alleviate the surging pain rocking through his skin.
 
   "Poor boy, all flustered and frustrated. Are you going to be a good boy for me tonight? Are you going to be an obedient slave to make up for all of your bad behavior?"
 
   "Whatever you want," he answered.
 
   "You’re lying, aren’t you?"
 
   "No," he said. He tried not to sound nervous before her.
 
   "Good. I'm going to spank you twenty more times. And when I'm done, you need to thank me. You need to tell me that I'm a very gracious owner."
 
   "You're not my owner!"
 
   "I can make you do whatever I want. What does that make me?"
 
   Just a second before, when he insisted that she couldn't own him, Tony could utter those words because they felt true. Only now, he paused, unable to respond. He didn't want to speak for fear that he would recognize an entirely different truth.
 
   "It makes you my owner," he finally admitted. Those words were bitter in his mouth. After all, Katherine was just some blonde girl, silly and sweet, yes, but ultimately foolish.
 
   How did Tony ever get himself into this position? How did he end up as her toy?
 
   "Look,” he gasped, fighting hard to keep his voice even despite the stinging in his buttocks. "Katherine, you don't need to do this. Please, you proved your point."
 
   "That's the thing," she answered. "I don't think I have. I still think you have a lot to learn, Tony."
 
   He groaned, but there was nothing he could do to stop her. She didn't have him strapped down or helpless. She never tied him up. And yet, he still couldn't move as her hand swung down, her palm striking again and again. Every time she hit his backside, he flinched. Each time, he opened his mouth, ready to cry out, he couldn't.
 
   Whatever power she had to make him tell the truth and obey could also make him absolutely silent. Finally, she pulled back, admiring his rosy ass. "Very nice. You look good in pink," she said, giggling.
 
   Tony simply waited, doing his best to let the flurry of pain subside.
 
   Damn. He never knew that a spanking could hurt so badly. Seriously, he knew that little kids got spanked. But this? He never imagined it could be so intense.
 
   "That was fun!"
 
   "No it wasn't," he told her, grimacing.
 
   "Oh, don't be such a spoilsport. Not a big deal. You are a big, strong man, aren't you? I'm sure you can handle a little spanking without any trouble at all." The worst part of those words was the fact that Tony couldn't tell if she was simply teasing him.
 
   Sometimes, he just didn't know how to interpret what Katherine meant.
 
   Rather than try to divine the meaning of this girl's words, Tony tried to think about something else.
 
   "It's time for you to service me."
 
   "What?" Just a few seconds before, he concentrated on some math problems to ignore the lingering stinging. But now, he tried to roll over, only his body still stubbornly refused to obey.
 
   "Tony, get down on the floor like a dog again. I like you in that position."
 
   He tried to resist, to struggle against whatever influence compelled his obedience. And yet, he pulled his hands away from the small of his back, and he pushed himself off of the mattress. He slipped back down onto the floor, remaining there on all fours.
 
   Standing above him like some kind of goddess, Katherine pulled down her shorts. She shimmied out of them, wiggling her hips from side to side.
 
   At first, Tony tried to look away. He closed his eyes, instinctively giving this girl her space. "Don't be nervous. You are about to get a whole lot more intimate with me. Yes, you are," Katherine said, giggling. Not only that, she brushed her fingertips along the underside of his chin.
 
   "You know what bothers me most?" Katherine wanted to know.
 
   "I don't."
 
   She had already pulled off her shorts. She dropped them on the floor. He could hear them hit the carpet. Torn between looking and trying to pretend this was all normal, Tony really didn't know what to do. He never anticipated being in a position like this!
 
   "Tony, look at me."
 
   He lifted his gaze, staring back at her.
 
   "Tony, what is your favorite part of my body?"
 
   He tried to say something sweet and endearing. Maybe he even pictured this moment once or twice. He intended to tell her something about her smile or her eyes. Maybe he could have commented about the little, pale freckles along the ridge of her nose.
 
   "I love your ass." Once those words left his lips, he stopped talking. He didn't want to make it any worse.
 
   "Tony, look up at me."
 
   He lifted his head, and he strained his neck. With him down on his hands and knees, she seemed so much taller and bigger and more powerful than he could ever be. A shiver of dread ran down his back.
 
   "That's right. Look at me. Lots of guys like my ass. But you know, I thought you were better than them." She shook her head as she hooked her thumbs into the elastic of her panties. She pulled the pink satin down along the curves of her thighs and shins. Then she kicked off her panties, and she was naked from the waist down.
 
   Tony’s throat turned to dry paper. He wanted to look away, yet he couldn't. His neck obstinately refused to turn his head. He couldn't even close his eyes.
 
   "Come here," she said, touching her hand to the back of his head. She nudged him forward, guiding his face between her thighs.
 
   "I never thought it was fair that guys expect blow jobs, but they are almost never willing to go down on her girlfriends. It's so unfair, don't you think?"
 
   "Yes," he agreed. For once, he didn't need to even try to lie. "Not fair. But Katherine, you don't want me to do this. I'm not your boyfriend. You don't want me to go down on you!"
 
   "You have no idea what I want," she told him.
 
   Tony couldn't think. He didn't know how to respond. Of course, he'd imagined her pussy hundreds or millions of times before this. Only now, he was about to taste her. He didn't have any choice especially because she uttered just one word.
 
   "Lick.”
 
   She barely said it. He couldn't even be entirely certain that he heard her correctly. All Tony knew for certain was that in the next moment, he started licking, lapping his tongue over her slit.
 
   "Wonderful," she said, running her fingers through his hair. "Oh yes, Tony, I really like that. Oh, that feels so good." If she intended those words as encouragement, they had the opposite effect on her slave. Then again, he was a slave, bound by her will, so it didn't matter how he felt. As long as he obeyed, nothing else mattered.
 
   And he did obey.
 
   He licked, swiping his tongue up and down the length of her pussy. He worshiped her body, moving his head and his neck, sliding his tongue over her opening again and again. And then she pushed him in deeper, plunging his tongue into her crevice.
 
   "More," she purred. "More!"
 
   He obliged. He didn't have any other choice. He licked, servicing her.
 
   It seemed to go on forever, but fortunately, Tony stopped thinking. After all, his body was going to do whatever she decided one way or another. He didn't need to think for himself. So he surrendered, letting the momentum carry him.
 
   And pretty soon, she was screaming out, moaning with raw ecstasy.
 
   She pushed him back, and his lips were wet with her juices. "Very cute," she said. "Did you enjoy that, Tony? Did you enjoy going down on me?"
 
   "Yes," he said. He couldn't lie, no matter how hard he tried.
 
   "Would you like to do that again?"
 
   "Yes." His response was little more than a growl. Perhaps it was appropriate considering he was already on the floor like a dog.
 
   "I'm glad to hear it. Let's go do that again in the living room."
 
   Tony shook his head, wishing that they could just stay there. He didn't want to crawl through her apartment again. He already had been subjugated. But because this girl had already made up her mind, his opinion didn't matter. Tony didn't get a vote, not while he was enslaved to her.
 
   "Come on," she said, skipping down the hallway back to the living room.
 
   Tony crawled after her, feeling his dick sway with every movement. By the time he got to the living room, he saw her sitting, her legs spread.
 
   "Why do you want to do this here?"
 
   "Simple. The next time you come over, I want you to look around and remember what I did to you." She made it sound like the most natural thing in the world.
 
   Soon, Tony found himself positioned before her. "Service me."
 
   For a heartbeat, he thought he found a way out of this. He started to contemplate what “service” might mean. Maybe he could just give her a massage or go do the dishes for her. That had to count for service, right?
 
   No, whatever she did to him seemed to be based more on intent. If she said she wanted him to service her, and she meant oral sex, then he couldn't stop himself. He came back up between her legs, and this time she didn't even need to touch him. No, she interlaced her fingers behind her head. She looked like some glorious executive enjoying the services of an intern.
 
   "Very nice," she purred as he started to lick again, rubbing his tongue up against her pussy. "Deeper. Faster."
 
   Frantically, he licked her pussy. He didn't know how much longer he would be able to do this, but then the decision wasn't in his hands. He would service her, only he wouldn’t be able to stop.
 
   Whatever force compelled his obedience remained strong. Second by second, Tony tried to resist. He tried to figure out one way or another to make this all stop. He found he was able to use the rest of his body. Although his mouth and tongue were compelled to service this girl, he could lift his hand and flex his fingers.
 
   That should have been something. Maybe he should have been able to pull her off balance. Perhaps he could try to yank away from her. Only then, he reached out to touch her, to put his mandatory service to an end.
 
   It didn't work.
 
   The second he tried to stop her, to stop himself, he failed. His hands wouldn't work. It was like an invisible force field protected this girl.
 
   The frustration welled up inside of him, and he used it, shunting it into his movements. He licked faster and harder, sliding his, over her clitoris as he massaged her. With every second, he gave away his dignity, but Tony couldn't help himself.
 
   "Good boy," she said, lifting her chin as she closed her eyes and rumbled with the sensations running through her body.
 
   Yes, part of this came down to the fact that Katherine was upset with her friend. He lied to her. He had been lying to her for years. That wasn't right, it wasn't fair. She thought she could trust him. For once, she thought she found a guy she could rely on.
 
   Then again, a different idea altogether entered into her head. Perhaps she should make this permanent?
 
   But how could she do that when the ink would eventually rub off? Besides, she didn't want to have to draw those symbols every day.
 
   As different ideas spun through her head, she relaxed, knowing full well that her boy wouldn't be able to break her hold over his psyche anytime soon. So she relaxed, melting into the sensations coursing along her nervous system.
 
   Closer, closer, closer…
 
   Then it happened. She climaxed, tensing up and crying out. She didn't need to worry about her neighbors hearing.
 
   Finally, she gave him permission to stop. She nudged him back, and Tony remained there on the floor, looking up at her, dejected.
 
   "Tony, how are you feeling right now?"
 
   He meant to say something about how he was angry, how he was upset that she was doing this to him. Weren't they supposed to be friends? Weren't they supposed to be close? Yes, he lied to her, but Tony couldn't tolerate this sort of subjugation either.
 
   He had his dignity and self-respect.
 
   Those were the things he intended to say. Instead, he looked up at her with big, pleading eyes. "Horny."
 
   "Should I do something about that?"
 
   "Just a let me go. Whenever you are doing, make it stop. Make it stop right now."
 
   "No, I won’t be going to do that." She got up again, and she started to leave the room. Tony watched her go, uncertain. He meant to say something else, only then she turned around, and she waved her finger at him. He had to follow.
 
   Still down on his hands and knees, Tony scampered after her. Of course, her longer strides meant she went far faster.
 
   When Tony finally made it to the bedroom, he got up on his knees. He found her holding a bag. "You know what I keep in here?"
 
   "What?"
 
   "A fantasy." 
 
   He gulped audibly. "What sort of fantasy?"
 
   "The kind where I get to tie you down and watch you wiggle and squirm. I'm going to have all of the power, Tony. I'm going to be able to do whatever I want with that body of yours. Now get up on the bed."
 
   "Katherine, you don't need to tie me down," he said, assuming the position. He found himself on his back, his arms over his head, his legs spread. And of course, his erection continued to throb.
 
   She pulled out a set of ribbons. As he squirmed, she proceeded to tie him down. And when she was done, she leaned back. "Go ahead. Struggle. I want to see you fight. I want you to realize exactly what's going to happen."
 
   "What's, what's that?"
 
   "I'm going to ride you, Tony. I'm going to show you just how it feels to be absolutely helpless. I want you to look up into my eyes and know that I own you. You know why I own you?"
 
   "Because of magic," he finally admitted.
 
   "Smart boy. Say it."
 
   "Magic is real," he admitted for the first time in his life.
 
   "That's right. And how do I control you?"
 
   "You drew a symbol of obedience on my hand."
 
   "That's right. And from now on, if I ever draw on you, you're not allowed to try to wash those marks off. You are not allowed to try to take them off in any way."
 
   He opened his mouth, perhaps to complain. Then he thought better of it because she was straddling him. "Now, would you like me to touch you?"
 
   "Yes, please," he gasped.
 
   Never let it be said that Katherine wasn't a kind owner. She ran her fingers along his scrotum, up to the base of the shaft. She watched those expressions of arousal play along his face. He scrunched his eyes shut, obviously frustrated. After all, she was the girl. She wasn't supposed to be in control.
 
   "Tony, tell me about one of your fantasies."
 
   The words were forced from his lips all over again. "I've always thought about how it would feel if I could just grab you and bring you back into this room. I would throw you down, I would tackle you, and I would start kissing you. You would start struggling, but it wouldn't make any difference because pretty soon, you would give in. You would want me to touch you all over."
 
   "Do you want me to touch you all over?" As Katherine asked her question, she made sure to stroke him, to caress his member. The tip was already wet with his excitement, but she didn't stop. She taunted him.
 
   "Yes."
 
   "Then beg me for it. Beg for me to ride you."
 
   "Katherine, would you please ride me. I want to be on my back while you fuck me. Please, let me feel you. Please, stay on top of me. Ride me hard. Show me what it means to be helpless beneath you."
 
   By this point, Tony didn't know if those words were prompted by the magic or if they belonged to him. Either way, she pulled her hand from his shaft, and he worried for a second that she was done with him.
 
   Only then, she sat up, lifting herself up on her haunches. Then she came back down, slowly, sliding his cock deep into her pussy. Oh yes, she was so warm, so tight. The tension and heat from her body seemed to permeate his own. She looked down at him, watching him. And then, she settled in the position before leaning down and kissing him. She started to ride him, moving her hips up and down, up and down, up and down.
 
   He stopped thinking. He stopped concentrating on anything except the sensations racing through his body. Oh yes, this is what he had always hoped for. Tony surrendered to this girl. She was his friend, but now she was something more. She claimed him, using him.
 
   The seconds turned to minutes, and she never stopped. Before long, her face was flushed, and the light glistened off of the perspiration along her brow. And yet, she kept going, riding him harder.
 
   "Come for me," she told him.
 
   He could no longer hold back. He climaxed so hard! The desperation coalesced into this one moment as she pumped him, using him.
 
   And when she finished, she looked down into his eyes. 
 
   A wicked gleam played along the curve of her eyes. This would be good. So good. So delicious. So mean. So permanent.
 
   "How do you feel about tattoos?"
 
    
 
   The End
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