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   Stealing His Will 
 
      
 
    This would be hard. He loathed breakups.  
 
    Worse, fear tugged at his pulse as he stood in front of her door. He exhaled slowly and wondered what compelled him to come and do this in person. 
 
    Seriously, Jason had always enjoyed that question of the perfect breakup. Back in college, he and his friends joked about this all the time. Break up with her online? Maybe post a couple of public announcements to her socials? 
 
    That answer probably won if the contest was all about cruelty. 
 
    Jason, in fact, usually had a different goal. When he broke up with a girl, he wanted to make it as easy as possible. He was allergic to the stress women seemed to crave right at the end of the relationship. 
 
    Frankly, he didn’t understand it at all. Last year, he went out to a party, and they started talking about breakups. A girl chimed in, “When a relationship ends, you need closure. It’s all about respect.” 
 
    Respect? 
 
    The idea seemed ridiculous. Respect was meant for people who cared about one another. When it came to a breakup, that meant to the relationship was over. It had come to an end, so it was just a question of effectively communicating the right pieces of information since they were supposed to be done. 
 
    But no. Girls needed to draw it out. 
 
    Still, he knew how aggressively women could pursue “closure”. He generally assumed that this final meeting wasn’t really about respect, honor, or dignity. Oh no. It was always a question of the girl secretly hoping she might be able to change his mind. 
 
    Like that ever happened. 
 
    Breakup sex? Sure. Staying together? Nope. 
 
    One of his friends once came up with a really good solution. If he wanted to break up with a girl and minimize the fallout, he could go to her place of work, meet with her during her lunch break, and do it then and there. 
 
    Why was that the best? First, there’d be a time limit. Too often, a girl who just got dumped would insist on crying or whining for hours on end. (Yes, this happened to Jason once back in high school. A girlfriend insisted on holding him, cuddling up to him, and squeezing him like she thought he might change his mind if she just persisted for a little while longer.) 
 
    Besides the time limit, the girl wouldn’t be able to freak out or throw a genuine tantrum. No matter how broken or shattered she felt, she would still be compelled to maintain a professional demeanor. 
 
    And yet, Jason didn’t know exactly where Caitlin worked, which meant he had to go to her house. His stomach clenched again, but he raised his hand and knocked on the door. 
 
    “I should have just ghosted her,” he muttered as the door swung open. 
 
    Caitlin. With her black hair, dark eyes, and angular features, she was beautiful. At the moment, she had on a black dress with thin straps, no sleeves, and a provocatively high hemline. For a moment, he wondered if maybe he should sleep with her one last time. 
 
    He tried to decide whether or not that would count as charity. 
 
    Nah. 
 
    She was gorgeous, but some instinct pricked at him every time they spent time together. 
 
    His friends had a pretty good suggestion. One of them said to Jason, “She’s just not that desperate for you, and that’s a turnoff. You want a girl who’s going to be grateful. But that’s not her. Remember, we’ve hung out. I’ve seen how she talks to you.” 
 
    “And how does she talk to me?” Jason asked over his beer. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” said his friend, wobbling his head from side to side as though he needed to balance out the different possibilities. “I guess she talks you like you’re a dog?” Their friends laughed at that, but he held up his hand as Jason considered this answer. “I’m serious,” continued his friend. “Look, man. I’m not messing with you. It’s just that she clearly doesn’t see you as her equal.” 
 
    “Yeah,” said another one of his friends. “What’s up with that?” 
 
    Jason didn’t have an answer. For one thing, he didn’t actually know what she did for a living—if anything. It was strange. Usually, he met a girl, and she would go on and on about her work. Or more likely, she’d start complaining right away about how terrible her coworkers were. 
 
    Not Caitlin. 
 
    This beautiful girl with her shining black hair, sparkling eyes, perfect breasts and narrow waist preferred to make out with him. Yeah, she enjoyed kissing him, touching him, and pushing him down. Sure, she liked to be on top, but that wasn’t ridiculously unusual. Was it? 
 
    His reverie was interrupted when the door opened, and Caitlin stood there. 
 
    “Hello. Do we have a date, Jason?” 
 
    There was definitely something strange in the way she addressed him. He tried not to hear it, but maybe there was a patronizing lilt at the end of her question. Not only that, her eyes narrowed slightly as she seemed to take him in, evaluating him again. 
 
    “Caitlin,” he said, “I think we need to talk.” 
 
    “Oh, do you think you’re going to break up with me?” 
 
    Before he could answer, she reached out and took him by his hands. Her fingers brushed along his knuckles. She gripped him by his palms, gently pinched, and he felt something, something like a spark of electricity. She tugged, pulling him into her home. 
 
    He had been here once or twice before, generally to pick her up before their dates. Every time he came here, he glanced around and marveled at her wealth. There was something just so ridiculous about the marble, tiled floors, the hand-painted works of art along the walls, her enormous TV, and her new laptop. 
 
    He always assumed she inherited her money. And yet, she didn’t carry herself with the expected giggling, nonchalance of a spoiled party girl. 
 
    “Come along,” she said, wrapping her fingers around his wrist and pulling him through the entryway and into the living room. She sat down, crossed one leg, and motioned for him to sit beside her. 
 
    He puffed out his cheeks and wished he had more practice with this. Obviously, Jason was good at seducing women. In fact, he thought they were pretty easy. If he said the right things and pushed the right buttons, he could get pretty much any girl to eat out of the palm of his hand. 
 
    But breaking up with them? That was a different beast entirely. Again, he didn’t know why he had decided to do this in person. Usually, he just ghosted the girls. 
 
    Refusing to sit down, he instead looked right at her and said, “I think we should break up. Look, you’re an amazing girl, but—” 
 
    “Does that mean you don’t want to be my boyfriend any longer?” 
 
    Jason rolled his eyes. What else did she think he could possibly mean? 
 
    “That’s right,” he finally continued after several long, awkward seconds. She kept her eyes on him. Worse, she continued to wear that little semi-smirk. One corner of her mouth had risen, and she seemed to study him. 
 
    Jason couldn’t shake the feeling that he had become prey—which made her the predator… 
 
    But no, that wasn’t how This worked. He was the man, bigger, taller, and stronger. More importantly, he would always be the aggressor. 
 
    Or so he liked to believe. 
 
    “Look,” he said, “You’re a great girl, and I think we have had a lot of fun together, but it’s time for us to split up.” 
 
    “If you don’t want to be my boyfriend, I guess that means it’s time for you to become my plaything,” she said. 
 
    The words sounded so utterly simple, yet he still blinked, completely confused. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Caitlin rose to her feet and sauntered forward. 
 
    By most metrics, Jason had every advantage. He was taller, broader, and better muscled. In fact, she was several inches shorter than him, yet she exuded this nearly feline confidence. 
 
    A shiver of intimidation ran down his back. 
 
    She cupped his cheek in the palm of her hand. “I’m going to take you back to my playroom and have some fun with you,” she promised. 
 
    “Thank you for the offer,” he retorted, “but I don’t think that’s going to happen tonight.” 
 
    “It will,” she answered. 
 
    Her eyes sparkled again. 
 
    Refusing to play this game, Jason just turned around, shrugging her off. Obviously, she let him go. Realistically, she could try to play with him or intimidate him or whatever, but she didn’t actually have any way of keeping him there. 
 
    Jason spun and started to march back toward the entryway. Just as he was about to leave the living room, she materialized in front of him. 
 
    Yes, she materialized. There wasn’t any other way for him to explain it. 
 
    Jason froze in place, to shocked do anything for two or three seconds. Then he glanced over his shoulder before turning back to her. 
 
    “How did you do that?” 
 
    It had looked exactly like something out of a movie. Things like dark feathers had shot past his shoulders and out of his peripheral vision before coalescing into the girl standing right in front of him. Not only that, she seemed utterly relaxed. 
 
    “Jason, you don’t understand how this works, do you? We haven’t been dating. Instead, I have been evaluating you. I’ve been testing you as I worked determine whether or not you’d be a good toy for me.” She ran her teeth along her bottom lip. “And congratulations. You are. You’re going to be an ideal, obedient plaything.” 
 
    “You’re crazy,” he snapped at her. 
 
    Caitlin stepped right in front of him. 
 
    He stared at her hard, thinking she had to be crazy if she really thought she could block him. 
 
    He tried to shove past her, only it felt like bumping into a solid statue of stone or steel. It didn’t work, so he had to step around her. 
 
    When he made it halfway to the front door, she slipped in front of him again. 
 
    He jerked back, looking around, almost like he expected to see a trap door or something. 
 
    “I didn’t give you permission to leave,” she said. 
 
    Jason backed up, and she started to step forward. 
 
    It felt ridiculous, but he reversed course, lunging forward and sprinting around her. He didn’t understand the animal panic spreading through him. This wasn’t simply awkward anymore. It had become something else… 
 
    As he burst through the front door and down onto the steps, he ran straight for his car, jerked open the door, and jumped in. 
 
    He looked up toward the street, and he saw Caitlin standing there. 
 
    He stabbed the key into the ignition, turned it, and listened as the engine roared to life. Of course, it did. Jason loved his car even more than the parade of girls he dated and slept with. 
 
    Only then she raised her hand and swiped her fingers across the air. Instantly, the engine died. 
 
    “You’re coming back with me,” she promised. “I’m taking you, Jason. I’m going to have so much fun playing with you.” 
 
    Her boy kept trying to turn the key again and again. At the same time, he tried to think of any possible problem. But he poured almost all of his money into this Mustang. He wasn’t supposed to have this kind of problem! He wasn’t some stupid, poor college kid who couldn’t afford to get an oil change. 
 
    Nothing happened each time he turned the key. 
 
    She started to saunter toward the car. 
 
    Realizing this might be his last chance, he opened the door again, stumbled out onto the street, and nearly tripped. He bent forward as his momentum carried him, but he kept his feet under him and managed to start running. 
 
    He sprinted down the street, uncertain of where he would go or what might happen. 
 
    She reappeared in front of him. 
 
    He darted to the left. 
 
    He kept running, only now he glanced over his shoulder. 
 
    When he turned his attention back, he saw his car in front of him. Her house was to his left, and he was on the sidewalk. But how? 
 
    “Reality isn’t anything like what you think,” she told him. As she approached, her high heels clicked on the concrete sidewalk. “Boys like you are always so two-dimensional in your thinking. You believe that there is a fixed reality, one which can’t be modified if you have learned to alter the shape and contour of your soul.” 
 
    His eyes widened. 
 
    No, he clearly didn’t understand, but now she came closer and closer. 
 
    He had stopped. 
 
    Alone in the dark, He glanced around, searching for some sign of another person. 
 
    Frantically, he yanked out his phone and looked down at the screen. 
 
    She tightened her fingers against the palm of her hand, and the screen went dark. 
 
    “No interruptions,” she teased, her tone chiding and playful. 
 
    When he glanced up again, Caitlin stood right in front of this boy. She stroked her fingers along his cheek and down his neck. 
 
    Then he tried to pull away, only one hand slipped around to the nape of his neck. With her other hand, she grabbed him by his waist. 
 
    This must have looked so crazy. After all, she was a slight, diminutive young woman. Yes, she was gorgeous with those perfectly shaped breasts, but he couldn’t believe this was happening. 
 
    Pathetically, he was reduced to demanding, “Let me go!” 
 
    “That depends,” she said. “Are you begging?” 
 
    “I don’t have to beg!” He tried to draw his hand back and punch her. It went against his nature, especially because he didn’t think men were ever supposed to hit women, but the adrenaline roared through his body, and he couldn’t resist the impulse. 
 
    But his fist flew out, and she pulled her hand away from his throat. Instead, she caught his knuckles. 
 
    Something like that could have happened in a movie, but he had no idea how a girl like Caitlin did this! 
 
    “You’re coming with me,” she said simply. Then she took him by his wrist and started dragging him forward. He stumbled, feeling a lot like a little kid. 
 
    He tried to pull away. He worked to twist his arm from side to side, to somehow break her hold. 
 
    Nothing helped. 
 
    If anything, Caitlin just seemed amused. She watched as he tried to jerk away, but then she dragged him back toward her house. 
 
    It seemed ridiculous, but he got truly desperate, so he cried out, “Help! I don’t know what’s happening. Help!” His voice boomed out onto the air and into the night sky, but the neighbors’ doors remained closed, the windows dark. 
 
    No one was home. Or if they were, they had no interest in helping this boy. 
 
    She pulled him up the steps, through the front door, and then she closed it. 
 
    Once she had him all to herself, she grabbed Jason by his wrists and shoved him up against the door. 
 
    Again, he fought to rip himself out of her grasp, but she seemed so strong! At one point, he had tried to wrestle her down while they made out, but it hadn’t worked. At the time, he had assumed the angle had been wrong or something. 
 
    Now he discovered the truth. 
 
    This girl was so much more powerful than he could have ever imagined. 
 
    “Let me go,” he growled. His skin got hot, and his heart kept pounding as he tried to pull and twist himself free. 
 
    Unfortunately for him, she had something else in mind. Caitlin came closer, pushed her body against his, and started kissing his neck. 
 
    A spark of electricity passed between them. 
 
    Panicked, Jason never should have been able to respond to something like this. Anger and aggression should have taken over, but it didn’t. Not here. Not now. Not with a beautiful girl like Caitlin. 
 
    She brushed her lips along his neck and grazed his skin with her teeth. She gently licked and fondled him, kissing before she whispered, “That’s it. Just relax. You know what you want. You know that you were always meant to be my pet—my toy boy.” 
 
    “Never,” he said, but that defiant retort quickly broke into a moan of desire as her hand slipped down into his pants. 
 
    She found his shaft, gave him a teasing squeeze, and his member hardened instantly. 
 
    As her fingers moved up and down his cock, she listened as he growled with feral desire. “That’s right,” she said. “Now come with me.” 
 
    Lost in a haze of confusion, fear, arousal and that the desire to put this girl in her place, Jason found himself following her. She brought him right back to her bedroom, she shoved him down onto the mattress, and that’s when she started to peel the clothing off of him. His shirt. His shoes and socks, his pants and underwear. 
 
    Within moments, he was naked. 
 
    Each time Jason tried to grab her and push her down onto her back, he failed. Instead, she rewarded those failed attempts with quick little kisses. 
 
    “I’m going to have so much fun with you,” she promised, nearly panting now. Her cheeks flared red, and she stroked his inner thighs, his balls, and his length. She squeezed him, making him moan. He arched his back and tried to lift his hips, but it didn’t give him the rush of release he truly needed. 
 
    “I should be on top,” he protested. 
 
    “No, you shouldn’t,” she said with a little grin. Then she kissed him again. Straddling him, she pushed her knees against his flanks, cupped his cheeks, and kissed him. “From now on, you’re always on the bottom.” 
 
    At several points, he tried to push her away. 
 
    It never worked. 
 
    “I’ve got you,” she promised. “And now, I’m going to strap you down before I take something important from you.” 
 
    “What?” The question fell from his lips. 
 
    Eyes sparkling with amusement, she grabbed his right wrist and pulled it over to the corner of the bed. “What, what are you going to do?” Even as he asked, he couldn’t ignore that trembling in his voice. 
 
    At first, she didn’t answer. Instead, she responded with a wicked curve of her lips, a scimitar smile. 
 
    Then she leaned to down again, kissed the tip of his nose, and snapped the cuff in place. She chained his right wrist to the bed. He heard the locks snap into place. 
 
    “I don’t just want to hold you down,” she said. 
 
    Opening his mouth, he tried to respond, but she kissed him again. Even as he tried to slip away, she chained his left wrist to the other corner. Just like that, she had him naked and powerless. 
 
    “I’m going to take something from you, something very important,” she said. 
 
    What? His car? His wallet?  
 
    “Right now, I’ll tell you the truth,” she said, although he somehow got the impression those words weren’t really meant for him. They couldn’t be part of some sort of an incantation, could they? As he contemplated what had happened already, Jason had to come to one conclusion. This young woman actually wielded magic. He didn’t understand how something like that could be possible, but it explained her strength and her other abilities. 
 
    Caitlin continued, “I’m going to tell you the truth, sweet boy. I’m going to kiss you, touch you and tease you. And when I’m done, you will lose something so important. You will lose your will—and so much more.” 
 
    His brows creased with confusion like he didn’t really understand. Then again, all of this seemed to exist so far beyond his frame of reference. Jason understood sports, cars, hot girls, clubs and bars. He didn’t know anything about the arcane, demonic, or celestial. He had no idea how the supernatural could actually function or how a dark-haired girl like Caitlin might wield those abilities. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    Clearly, it didn’t matter how he answered because she dipped down again, pressing her lips to his mouth. She started kissing him, gently working her lips. 
 
    “Sex completes the ritual,” she whispered, just barely breathing those words. In fact, they were so quiet, he had to wonder if this had been some flicker of his imagination. 
 
    Perhaps she had to tell him the truth, like the universe demanded some fair chance for this boy, not that it would make any difference. 
 
    She traced sigils along his body, her fingers darting and gliding along his flesh. He could feel the flicker of warmth. Perhaps there was something else, some hint of energy seeping into his body. 
 
    Jason couldn’t be sure one way or another, but then her hand went down to his crotch, and she cupped his balls. She gently stroked the sensitive area just beneath his scrotum, eliciting a growl of satisfaction from deep within him. 
 
    If she had been telling the truth, then Jason had to fight this. 
 
    Even if he wasn’t as strong as this woman and even if she had him strapped down, he still had to resist. He couldn’t follow his instinct and give in. 
 
    And yet, she kept kissing him, pressing her lips down against his. Not only that, he enjoyed the feel of her breasts against his chest. He had made out with lots of girls before; he always loved touching their skin, feeling their hair, and knowing he could have whatever he wanted. 
 
    But now, he was the one who had to draw some line. He had to hold her off, to resist… 
 
    “I can take you whenever I want,” she said. “The moment you climax, you’ll be mine.” 
 
    Even as she uttered those words, Caitlin leaned to down, and now she kneeled between his legs. 
 
    With one hand, she started stroking his member. With the other, she traced fresh lines and circles along his body. 
 
    He closed his eyes and tried to resist. He didn’t want to see her beautiful face, the curves of her neck, the lines of her shoulders, or the contours of her amazing breasts. 
 
    For once, Jason had to resist the temptation to be turned on by a woman. 
 
    He didn’t know if he could do it… 
 
    “I have to,” he whispered. 
 
    If she heard him, she decided to ignore him. 
 
    “I think you’re almost ready,” she said. “Pretty soon, you’ll be mine. You will be my boy.” Her eyes glimmered, but he still kept his eyes shut. 
 
    She was right, he knew. 
 
    He could feel the passion swirl hot through his body. The desire to climax burned along his arms and legs. He experienced it right there in his balls! The need nearly overwhelmed him. 
 
    This girl touched him delicately and beautifully. When she squeezed him, she brought him right to the edge of an orgasm without letting him cross that line. 
 
    This woman was an expert. 
 
    She knew how to tease him. 
 
    Still, Jason refused to yield. 
 
    These cuffs couldn’t be perfect. If he yanked at the right angle, the strained metal could snap or he might slip his hand free… 
 
    It was his only chance! 
 
    He breathed in, concentrated and channeled his strength for this next pull. He jerked against the cuffs, hoping he might break the steel links or miraculously slip from those bonds. 
 
    He didn’t. 
 
    Poised above him, Jessica grinned. 
 
    “I’m taking you,” she promised. 
 
    “No,” he protested. “You can’t.” To accentuate his point, he jerked on the cuffs, rattling the chains, yet he remained trapped on his back. 
 
    She brushed her fingers along his chest, down his legs, and all the way to the tips of his feet. 
 
    “I’m going to be honest with you,” she taunted. “I’m going to take you. I will claim you as my own. In doing so, I’ll steal your willpower. You’ll give me everything, Jason.” 
 
    “That’s not going to happen,” he grunted even as he jerked against his restraints. The chains held him down. No matter how hard he pulled or yanked against of those bonds, he couldn’t break free! 
 
    And yet, Caitlin seemed to enjoy the show. 
 
    She rested one hand above his heart. “I like it when you struggle. In fact, that’s exactly what I want you to do, Jason. Try. Try as hard as he can. Try to resist me. It won’t work. I’m stealing your will.” 
 
    “What does that even mean?” Jason demanded as he rode a wave of anger. 
 
    “It’s exactly what it sounds like,” she purred. “When I have my way with you, and when you climax, you will give me whatever I want—everything.” 
 
    She nibbled on her bottom lip, pressing her teeth down. This made her look like some horny schoolgirl, especially with her eyes locked on him this way. 
 
    “Whatever I want,” she repeated. 
 
    “I’m not going to break!” 
 
    “You saw what I could do outside,” she reminded him. “You understand what that means. I’m better than you, Jason. I’m stronger. I can rewrite the very nature of reality. Can you do that?” She pouted out her bottom lip. “No, of course you can’t. You’re just a boy. Boys can’t use magic. But they are very, very susceptible.” 
 
    “I don’t care what you’re trying to do. It’s not going to work!” 
 
    “Boys have their silly stories about sorcerers and wizards, but only witches can handle true power. We’re the ones who can craft destinies. And that’s what I’m going to do to you. Once you climax, you will surrender utterly. I’ll be able to give you any command, and you will obey every single time.” 
 
    “No,” he insisted. “That’s not going to happen.” 
 
    “Can I seduce you? Can I make you come?” Her eyes shined and glittered as she grinned down at him. 
 
    She brushed her fingers along his body, coming back between his legs. For a moment, he thought about trying to kick her away, yet he already knew he would fail. 
 
    Instead, he locked his teeth together, clenching down as she started to touch him. 
 
    Her fingers found their way beneath his scrotum. With her other hand, she started to stroke, tease and squeeze his cock. 
 
    He hardened almost instantly. 
 
    He couldn’t help himself. 
 
    He may have come to her home thinking they were about to break up, yet some instinct in his body roared to life. 
 
    Ever since adolescence, he had seen women as objects. He saw them as living sex toys, conquests to be captured and enjoyed. As far as he believed, this was how the species had been built. 
 
    But now, he tried to resist her soft touch. With each second, she played with the tip of his shaft before brushing her fingertips down his legs. 
 
    Hot arousal coursed through him. 
 
    “I’m not going to let you do this,” he repeated again and again. “I’m not going to let you take me!” 
 
    “I’m not just taking you, Jason. I’m taking your willpower. Sure, you’ll be able to think and act on your own, but only if I allow it. I’ll have total power over you. When I ride you, you’ll be mine. 
 
    “No,” he said, but his voice quivered. 
 
    She threw her head back and laughed. Her dark hair glimmered just like her eyes. Then she leaned down, and she said, “I bet you would like to feel my breasts right here.” She pointed a fingertip to the base of his member. Then she leaned down more and more. With her eyes on him, she gently ran the tip of her tongue along her mouth. 
 
    It looked like she might go down on him, only then she pressed her breasts to his manhood. 
 
    He nearly climaxed right there. 
 
    Caitlin pulled away before he could lose control. 
 
    “Such a silly boy,” she said. “You really think you can fight me, don’t you?” She shook her head. “That’s adorable.” 
 
    As if to prove this point, she leaned forward, stretching her body along the length of his frame. Then she was right above him, practically hovering. 
 
    “Are you looking forward to slavery?” Caitlin asked. 
 
    Jason growled back, “Never! I am never going to be a slave!” 
 
    “And that’re why you are so sweet and endearing,” she replied. “You are the perfect toy. I saw you. I saw you, and I could sense your arrogance. I knew you thought you could seduce me. Because that’s all I was, wasn’t it? Just a seduction? One more victory in another game.” 
 
    She shook her head from side to side before leaning down and kissing him. 
 
    When their lips touched, hot energy seemed to pass between them. 
 
    “You can feel it, can’t you? That’s because your body understands. It’s an instinct. Men are designed to obey. That’s why we wield magic while you’re nothing but a set of playthings. Each one of you can be claimed. And I, Jason, and claiming you for myself.” 
 
    His nostrils twitched. He bit down again, but then she kissed him, and her tongue flicked against his teeth. Within moments, he opened his mouth, and they were making out. His natural instincts kicked in and forced him to enjoy this as the pleasure washed through his veins. 
 
    At first, he told himself he only indulged her to try to hold out for a little while longer. As long as they were kissing, she couldn’t make him climax. 
 
    Or so he thought. 
 
    She stretched her hand back, and she brushed her fingertips along his inner thighs. Hot arousal sparked through his body, spreading along his extremities. Every appendage seemed to tighten as she played with him. 
 
    Then she pulled back. She kissed the sides of his neck. She grazed her teeth along his skin. 
 
    Why did he like that so much? Why couldn’t he fight back? 
 
    Growling, he promised, “I’m going to get out of here. I’m going to call the cops!” 
 
    “No, you won’t. But you will be down on your knees, naked and collared. You will become my eager servant. Well,” she allowed. “Maybe not so eager. Maybe you’ll hate this and fight it, but you’ll still obey every order I give you. When I tell you to empty out your bank account, you’ll do it. When I order you to massage my feet and go down on me, you will do it. You will do anything and everything I command.” 
 
    “No. No, I won’t!” 
 
    “Think about it,” she said. “You’ll probably be grateful.” 
 
    “Grateful?” Jason spat the word. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said, almost contemplative now. “So many boys like you struggle with freedom and personal decisions. Granted, you’ll still be able to choose what to wear or how you should appear on a day-to-day basis, unless I decide to give you fresh orders, but the big decisions will be answered for you. You won’t have to worry about any existential threat.” 
 
    He blinked, not understanding. 
 
    “Other boys have to decide why they live and what their purpose should be. But that won’t be you. You will be a beloved plaything—a cherished toy. You’ll be determined to serve me. Because even if you’re not, I will force you. And day by day, I suspect your resistance will wear away until you’re ready to surrender totally.” 
 
    He gulped. He heard those words, and it was easy to imagine a woman like Caitlin seizing control and injecting her will into his life. 
 
    When they first started dating, he had believed he could tame her. It was supposed to be so easy! 
 
    He was supposed to be the alpha male, the type of man who could take a woman, mold her, and turn her into a servile girlfriend, the kind of girl who would do anything to make her boyfriend happy. 
 
    Blow jobs. Anal. Humiliating little costumes. Anything! 
 
    “I’ll give you a choice right now, however. Would you like to taste me before I ride you?” 
 
    He looked up at her. 
 
    He didn’t truly believe that if she had sex with him, he would lose his free will. And yet, he saw a golden spark run along her eyes. And just like that, his certainty evaporated, especially because he started thinking of what happened outside on the street. 
 
    She had been so strong. Not only that, she had teleported! 
 
    What other explanation could there be? 
 
    There had to be something! 
 
    And yet, she pulled forward, raised her skirt, pulled down her tights and her panties, so her sex was suddenly right there, moist and waiting for his pleas. 
 
    With an audible gulp, Jason succumbed, just as she knew he would. “Please, can I lick you?” 
 
    “Tell me you’re going to be an eager and obedient slave because you don’t have any choice.” 
 
    His brows tightened with confusion, and his voice dripped with almost sarcastic disdain, but he still gave her what she expected. “I…will be an eager and obedient slave because I won’t have any choice.” 
 
    “Close enough,” she whispered. Then she pulled herself forward, pressed her sex down against his mouth, and he wanted to just stop. Right there, he could have disappointed her. It should have been easy to snap back at her and laugh because he was never, ever going to fulfill her desires. 
 
    As an independent man, he could think for himself. 
 
    Besides, her magic wouldn’t affect his mind. Would it? Maybe she could teleport or make herself stronger, but psychological control? Mental domination? 
 
    No way! 
 
    Besides, he still itched to hold onto some other explanation. 
 
    “Good boy,” she cooed as he licked, gliding his tongue up and down her sex. She impaled herself on his appendage as his tongue stretched of the walls of her opening. He tasted her. He could feel her clit.  
 
    With every second, he understood what he was doing and how he gave her the pleasure she craved, yet he still couldn’t stop. 
 
    “You should know that there’s a good chance you won’t be the last one. I mean, I can have sex with you and own you as a slave, but there’s no reason for me to stop with you, Jason. Maybe I’ll hit on your best friend. What do you think of that? Would Mike have sex with me?” 
 
    Yes. The answer was an emphatic yes. 
 
    After all, these boys focused so much of their time and attention on scoring with hot girls just like Caitlin. Nothing else mattered to them. 
 
    Because he didn’t intend to give her the satisfaction, not to mention that his mouth was otherwise occupied, Jason didn’t say anything. If she noticed, she didn’t seem to care. “Maybe I’ll have you explain how it all works first,” she said. “And you know what else I like? I like the idea of turning you into a hunting dog. I could turn you and couple of other boys into loyal predators. If I spot a guy I like, you could drag him down for me, bring him here, strip him naked, and pin him. You would have to watch, subservient and helpful as I claimed another slave for myself.” 
 
    Jason kept licking. He thrust his tongue up and serviced her. 
 
    He told himself he was only doing this because he needed to delay the inevitable. 
 
    But if that was true, did that mean he really believed her? Did he think her powers would extend into the fabric of his mind? 
 
    No. No way. That wouldn’t work! It wouldn’t. It couldn’t! 
 
    Those wild denials kept playing between his ears, but she rode his face anyway, moving her hips forward and back since he couldn’t stop her. 
 
    Then she grabbed the headboard with one hand. With the other, Caitlin reached back for his shaft. She teased him, touching him, making sure he couldn’t go soft. 
 
    She played with his body, arousing him in ways no other woman had ever managed. 
 
    Caitlin wasn’t just hot or sexy; she had seized control, and she knew exactly which rhythms to use on him. 
 
    He licked eagerly now as the passion crashed through his body like enormous waves slamming down on a vulnerable beach. With everything he had, Jason kept lapping at her pussy like a thirsty dog, all while Caitlin continued to toy with him. 
 
    She kept him right there on the edge of an orgasm. 
 
    He wanted to fight it, to break away and escape, but that wasn’t going to happen. 
 
    “Mine,” she said. “Mine!” 
 
    Uttering that simple incantation again and again, she kept moving, sliding her body forward and back—up and down. Jason couldn’t understand it, but she pulled her hand away, threw her head forward, and climaxed. This hot explosion of desperate desire mixed with pure satisfaction rushed through her body.  
 
    It started between her legs and pulsed into her core, her arms and legs. Then she pulled away, looked down at him, and said, “Not bad. I think you’re going to be spending a lot of time on your knees, serving me just like that.” 
 
    “Never,” he said, only his protest didn’t sound terribly impressive, not while his lips were slick with her juices. 
 
    “Let’s see,” she said. 
 
    Just like that, Caitlin shifted again, pulling herself back before hovering above his tip. She took the base of his shaft back in the palm of her hand, lowered herself down, and grinned. 
 
    When she enveloped him, her walls now surrounding his curves, Jason didn’t know what to do or say. 
 
    He glanced to his left, then his right. He studied the cuffs, perhaps hoping he might finally spot some weak point he could exploit. 
 
    Nope. 
 
    There was nothing. 
 
    This girl knew exactly how to keep this boy prisoner! 
 
    Caitlin grinned, revealing her teeth as she started to ride him. “I’m thinking you’re going to tell me all of your bank account numbers and passwords first,” she said. “That’s how you’ll know you belong to me. Forever. After that, we can start discussing whether you should wake me up with an orgasm or how you’ll start cooking my breakfast for me.” 
 
    “Never! I’m not going to cook for you! I’m not your slave!” 
 
    “Yes, you are. You just don’t know it yet,” she retorted. 
 
    Jason searched for some kind of reply, but she started to speed up, gliding her body up and down. Every moment of friction in contact sent fresh spiraling pulses of need through his body. 
 
    His fingers tightened, his toes curled, and he held his breath. 
 
    Was she was telling the truth? 
 
    Jason knew he had to resist, so he closed his eyes and tried not to look at the beautiful girl with those angular features and that a mane of black hair. 
 
    Instead, he did his best to concentrate on something else. His Mustang. His carburetor. His air filter. The engine. Changing the oil, anything! 
 
    Only then he opened his eyes, and everything seemed to be happening in slow-motion while she rode him. She savored the pleasure of his helpless frame. 
 
    In her dress, Caitlin looked so completely normal. The hem of her skirt hid everything. 
 
    “Give in,” she ordered. “Surrender, Jason.” 
 
    “No!” he wouldn’t clench down; he wouldn’t allow himself to succumb to the temptation. 
 
    But then she started speeding up. He came close, so close! 
 
    Then she slowed down. 
 
    Some of the buzzing insistence started to fade, but she tucked her hair behind her ears, leaned forward, and kissed him. She put her hands on his shoulders, and her nails dug down into his flesh. Pleasure and pain mixed together even as she writhed along the length of his manhood. 
 
    She tightened her grip. Not only that, she leaned forward and kissed him. 
 
    The sensations pulsed through his mouth and down along his neck. They also resonated right between his legs. 
 
    “You’re going to be mine,” she promised. “You can fight as hard as you want, but I own you. And my hold on you will be permanent when you come.” 
 
    “No!” Jason howled, only it was too late. 
 
    Something slipped. His shaft started to pulsate. He didn’t remember making that exact decision, yet it hardly mattered. 
 
    Distantly, he heard her laughing even as she rode him harder now, pumping his cock for all it was worth. “You never stood a chance, Jason! You’re mine now!” 
 
    Magical energy brushed along his body, filling him. 
 
    The pleasure started to dissipate, she pulled away, and then she looked into his eyes. “Lay still,” she commanded. “Don’t move.” 
 
    With nearly manic curiosity, she unlocked his handcuffs. 
 
    This was it! His chance! 
 
    She kneeled on the bed beside him and peered down with her head tilted to the side. Jason wasn’t chained to the bed any longer, but he didn’t move. He tried. He tried so hard! 
 
    It didn’t matter. 
 
    Her magical authority held him in place, locking him down. 
 
    “Now tell me the name of your bank,” she commanded. 
 
    “First National,” he answered automatically. He didn’t make the choice. Instead, he looked up at her, his expression turning blank as he obeyed. 
 
    “Account number?” 
 
    “179221221,” he answered honestly. With the numbers echoing in his ears, he blinked, shocked that he had just done that. 
 
    “Password?” Caitlin demanded because she wasn’t done. 
 
    In a microsecond, he tried to bite down, to lock his jaw in place and keep himself silent. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t summon any genuine willpower because this woman gave him in order. 
 
    And she owned him. 
 
    “Gamer95,” he answered truthfully. 
 
    She brushed her fingers along his cheek, “Don’t worry, Jason. I’m going to be a reasonably kind owner. Besides, it’s not like you have a choice. You’ll always belong to me because I stole your free will. Yes, I did!” 
 
    Her laughter echoed between his ears as he faced his future as her slave. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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