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Teaching Nathan 
 
      
 
    Heat ran up and down her neck, along her shoulders, and all the way down to her knuckles. Her fingers tightened, and she stood in front of his front door. Some sense of decorum kept her from shouting; she really didn't need to be rude to his neighbors. Then again, she didn't know if anyone would really care. 
 
    It was the middle of the day. 
 
    Carly knew that she shouldn't have been there, but this was important. It couldn't wait. 
 
    She slammed her fist against the wood once again. His apartment didn't come with a doorbell, so she resorted to kicking it just a few seconds later. 
 
    "Screw being polite," she snarled, slamming her fist against the door again. "Nathan! I know you're in there. It's not like you have anything else to do during the day!" She knocked again, even harder this time. Her knuckles started to hurt, not that the pain really registered against the backdrop of this kind of rage. 
 
    Carly kept waiting for the door to open. "Open this door right now!" 
 
    That's when she heard footsteps. She stepped back, her shoulder still tensed, her knuckles still tight. In fact, for just a moment, Carly seriously wondered if she was going to throw herself at her stepbrother. 
 
    It would be kind of satisfying to slug him right across the face, to watch him fall down onto his carpet. Maybe she would even drop down on top of him and continue to strike. She couldn't believe it. She couldn't believe that he had done it again. That bastard! 
 
    The door opened, and Nathan stood there. He was almost a full two feet taller than her. It didn't help that Carly was the small one in the family. 
 
    He's not my family, thought the angry girl in the hall. Sure, their parents may have been married, and her dad might have really liked him, but that didn't matter. Nathan was the sort of guy who knew how to be polite and kind when all of the real adults were around. That's why their parents didn't mind supporting him even though he was on the verge of failing out of college. He partied all the time, he played video games, and he generally wasted their money. 
 
    Of course, Carly had pointed this out on numerous occasions. She was about to graduate at the end of the year, but they didn't seem as worried about her; they kept saying that she could just go get whatever scholarships she wanted. And maybe several universities were already throwing themselves at her, eager to have a student of her caliber, but this somehow meant that her dad and her stepmom just didn't give her as much attention. 
 
    It wasn't fair! 
 
    "You promised me," she said the moment she saw him. 
 
    Nathan looked confused. He actually glanced back at the door knob. His hand remained on that brass, and he pulled it away, like he didn't know what was going on. Carly hardly noticed. She jabbed him in the chest with two fingers. He retreated back. 
 
    "You promised me," she snarled again. "You promised, but you just couldn’t help yourself, could you?" 
 
    He retreated back a couple of steps, and then he braced himself. He straightened his back, and he looked to down at his mousy stepsister. From her glasses to her curly brown hair, she gave off the sense that she could be adorable and sweet and probably funny, but that was all. She had zero chance of intimidating anyone. Ever. 
 
    For a second or two, it looked like Nathan might actually do something particularly stupid like pat her on the head. 
 
    "I didn't do anything," he said with a shrug. Then he turned around, and he started to walk away. 
 
    "That's bullshit, and we both know it. I just spent the last two hours trying to console Alexis!" 
 
    "Right," he agreed, his voice punctuated with nothing but disdain. 
 
    She trotted after him, she reached out, and she grabbed his shoulder. She pulled him back around. "You can't just walk away from me," she insisted. 
 
    For a heartbeat or two, it looked like he might try to do just that. She had seen him argue this way before. Before he had moved out, he had always been willing to take her stuff and use it without putting it back. He was an inconsiderate jerk! And whenever she called him on it, he would either stand his ground and argue with her, insisting again and again that he had done nothing wrong, or he would simply stroll away. 
 
    Apparently, he was going to argue. 
 
    After hesitating for a few seconds, he glared down at her. "Look, your friend is eighteen, just like you, and that means you are both adults. Grow up." 
 
    "You can't treat people like this. It's not fair. You told her that you cared about her!" 
 
    He puffed out a breath of pure derision. Obviously, he didn't care about her friends. As near as Carly could tell, Nathan didn't care about anyone. "Besides, you freaking promised me. You told me that you were going to stay away from my friends." 
 
    "It's not my fault," he started to say.  
 
    "Shut up!" Carly just couldn't take it anymore. She closed her eyes, she balled her fingers, and she brought her hands up near her shoulders. Every muscle in her body tensed up because she couldn't handle this anymore. She just couldn't take it, not from a jerk like Nathan. "Shut up, shut up, shut up!" 
 
    As those words echoed away in his small apartment, she waited, thinking that he would just pipe up again with some lame excuse. He would probably try to say something about how her friend came on to him, how her friend was responsible, how he was just a guy. 
 
    Instead, she slowly opened her eyes and found Nathan standing there. He was glaring at her, but he wasn't actually speaking. That surprised her quite a bit. 
 
    At first, she opened her mouth, and she meant to say something, but the words dissipated in her throat. What was this? Some kind of trick? Some new argumentative tactic he had learned while in college? 
 
    "Why aren't you saying anything?" 
 
    He still didn't respond. 
 
    "What is this? The silent treatment? Answer me." 
 
    "I don't know why I was being quiet," he said. All of his usual bluster and confidence had disappeared. 
 
    "You don't know?" Carly spoke aloud. Obviously, she had heard about what was supposedly taking place in Crystal Canyon. Even so, she didn't know if she trusted Nathan. Just because girls came out and said the boys could no longer resist any direct command, it never really seemed real to her. 
 
    Seriously? All the boys had to do whatever the girls said? 
 
    It sounded too good to be true. 
 
    Carly was single; she didn't have a boyfriend, and she didn't really have any male friends either. Instead, she focused on her schoolwork, on getting good grades and making sure she would be accepted to every major university. 
 
    "What, what are you thinking?" Nathan asked. 
 
    A cold smile started to spread across her lips. Carly couldn't help herself. This was good. This was just way too good. 
 
    "Kneel in front of me," she said. Her voice almost cracked, and she couldn't raise her volume. If she hoped to be commanding and intimidating, she certainly failed. 
 
    But that didn't matter because he obeyed! 
 
    Everything seemed to get a very, very quiet. At first, it seemed like Carly couldn't hear anything at all. Then the noises slowly started to filter back. She could hear her heart beat, the sound of the fridge coming on, and the car driving by out on the street. Her mouth had turned dry, and she licked her lips, staring down at this boy. 
 
    She examined him like he was some sort of alien. 
 
    For his part, Nathan didn't seem to know what to do or say either. He kept his head bowed down. Then he looked up at her, and he seemed uncertain as he started to speak. "Carly, I really think you should leave." 
 
    For a moment, she agreed. To Carly, it seemed like the nice thing to do, as though she had accidentally walked in on her stepbrother naked, like maybe he had just taken a shower or something. 
 
    But then it dawned on her. 
 
    He was helpless. He was entirely helpless! 
 
    Or at least, that's what she thought. Because she was a methodical young woman, Carly inhaled, and she closed her eyes. She thought about this very carefully, doing her best to figure out what to do. An experiment was in order. 
 
    "Can you get up right now?" 
 
    Obviously I can," he replied. 
 
    "But you're staying down on the floor? Because it's comfortable?" This time, it was her turn to tease him. 
 
    "Fine," he growled, and he jumped up onto his feet. Taking a second, he looked around, almost like he hadn't been certain that would work. 
 
    Okay, so it is definitely time for an experiment. "Nathan, go to the kitchen and get me a glass of water." 
 
    "Get it yourself," he growled back at her. Clearly, he wanted to intimidate her. It may have worked as well, except Carly’s stepbrother found himself turning around and walking through the living room back toward the small kitchen. He passed the dining room table, and he picked up a cup. 
 
    "That one doesn’t look very clean," said Carly. "Wash it for me." 
 
    "I'm not going to wash it," he said, which was actually pretty adorable considering that he turned on the water, he got some dish soap, and he started to wash it. He scrubbed it clean. Before he could start to pour some water into that glass, she stopped him. 
 
    "Dry it." 
 
    He did that as well. He really did seem to do everything she wanted. More importantly, he hated it. Carly knew her stepbrother well enough to read the tension playing through his body. This wasn't some kind of elaborate joke. It wasn't a scam. He didn't want to lull her into a false sense of security; actually, he despised every second of this. 
 
    He filled up the glass with some sparkling water, and he brought it back to her. She took the glass; it was cold to the touch. She took a sip, and she walked over to the couch. She crossed her legs, all while Nathan stood off to the side. 
 
    "Be a good boy and get on the floor." She snapped her fingers, and she pointed to the carpet in front of the coffee table. 
 
    Nathan obeyed. 
 
    This time, his face tightened up. His lips hardened, and he actually closed his eyes. He fell down onto his knees, and Carly couldn't help herself. She started giggling. She tried to hide it at first, not that she knew why. With one fist, she covered up her mouth. 
 
    "You look really cute down there. You look a bit like a pet," she said to him. Placing an elbow on the arm rest, she tilted her head to the side, and she smiled again. 
 
    "Look, I don't know what’s going on here, but you have to just leave. Please, just go away." 
 
    "Are you sorry?" 
 
    He blinked, obviously confused. That probably made sense. Nathan was the kind of guy who didn't know how he could do anything wrong. As far as he was concerned, he behaved badly, and the rest of the world was supposed to somehow adjust or put up with it. Anyone who disagreed with his actions obviously didn't get his personality. 
 
    He was such a conceited little brat, Carly thought for the millionth time. Shaking her head, she waited for him to say something. 
 
    Maybe he would break out his charm. When it became necessary, he could always apologize to their parents. He could hold his hands behind his back and look down at the floor. No one could fake contrition better than this boy. 
 
    Only this time, he wasn't interested in being diplomatic. Instead, he pushed his shoulders back, he raised his chin, defiant, and he growled at her, "I'm going to make sure you pay for this, Carly. Unless you get your ass out of my apartment right now, I'm going to call the cops! I'm going to make sure you are thrown in jail, and I will tell our parents that you came in here, threatening me." 
 
    "Be quiet." 
 
    He shut his mouth. 
 
    "Hey, this is a lot of fun," she said, leaning back. She took another sip from the glass of water. 
 
    For his part, Nathan kept trying to talk. Eventually, the frustration simply boiled through his body, and he slammed his fist down against the carpet with a pair of dull thuds. That's the best he could do, she reflected. Shaking her head, Carly tapped one finger against the edge of her knee. 
 
    "Since you weren't sorry, I think you and I need to have some very interesting discussions. First, you are going to tell me the truth. You are going to tell me exactly how you feel about Alexis." 
 
    "She was a cute piece of ass. A good time." 
 
    This time, Carly fell back against the couch cushions. A look of horror splashed across her face. She knew that her stepbrother was a bastard, but she didn't think he could be that much of a jerk. 
 
    Her nostrils flared as the anger rushed through her. She tightened her fist again, thinking about Alexis. 
 
    "Did you lie to her?" 
 
    Nathan opened his mouth, and it was obvious he wanted to say something slick, another lie, another promise to make her feel better. Instead, he heard her order, "Tell me the truth." 
 
    When he started to talk again, he couldn't lie. For once, he couldn't try to shape, distort, or manipulate the truth. It seemed he couldn't even twist truth to suit him. "No, I never cared about her." 
 
    "You're going to pay for this. You're going to pay for hurting my friend." 
 
    His eyes got big. He was scared. Good. He needed to be. 
 
    "Shut up, stay right there, and don't make a sound." 
 
    Staring straight ahead, Carly took another sip of water. Her heart pounded in her chest, and her skin flared up. She could feel the heat dance over the backs of her hands, up her arms, all the way to the nape of her neck. Her breathing had deepened, and she wondered exactly what was going to happen. Yes, she had power over her stepbrother, but what was she going to do with it? 
 
    Nearly a minute went by, and she lowered her gaze back down toward that boy. 
 
    Back straight, head held high, he looked at her, utterly defiant. Even though he found himself bound to her will, he didn't seem to care. 
 
    Really, he just needed to learn a lesson. She had to teach him that there would be consequences. Serious consequences. 
 
    Every few seconds, he opened his mouth, like he wanted to try to say something, but his vocal cords were apparently paralyzed. 
 
    Nathan needed something; he needed to be embarrassed, just like Alexis. She thought of her friend, and it was impossible not to remember Alexis's tear streaked face. She had thrown her arms around Carly, and she had whimpered and bawled into her shoulder. 
 
    It wasn't just the heartache. It was the humiliation, the fact that Alexis knew she had made the wrong choice. She had trusted the wrong boy, and she had lost so much as a consequence. 
 
    Consequences. It always came back to consequences. 
 
    "Nathan, you're going to do me a little favor." First, you're going to take my shoes off of my feet, and you're going to massage me. You're going to do a very good job. Get started." 
 
    He tried to shake his head. Perhaps he couldn't speak, yet he still had the ability to communicate. Even as he tried to get her to change her mind, he went to work. His fingers played along her toes, over the arches of her feet, and down toward her heels. 
 
    Almost immediately, some of the anger started to dissipate. Some of it. Not nearly enough for his sake. 
 
    When he realized that shaking his head wasn't going to do any good, Nathan stopped. Once or twice, he looked back over at the door, and maybe his legs tensed up. He was thinking about trying to escape, not that it would do any good. Carly didn't know exactly how long he was going to stay like this. Perhaps this was a temporary condition. Maybe it would last much longer. That didn't really matter to her. 
 
    "That feels nice," she said. She closed her eyes. 
 
    Without really meaning to, she started to think about the first time she met this young man. At the time, she had no idea that he would become her stepbrother. She had gone to a restaurant along with her dad. She already knew he intended to ask his girlfriend to marry him; it made sense. He had been divorced for several years. Carly didn't exactly like the idea of getting a new family, but the idea of a step sibling never really occurred to her. 
 
    She remembered navigating the different tables, and then she saw this young man. He was playing on his phone, which meant that she had time to study his chiseled cheeks, his shining black hair, and the intensity of his gaze. He seemed so focused, like the entire world rested on his concentration. In reality, he was probably just playing some stupid game or maybe texting a friend. Despite this, Carly couldn't help but think he was cute. Hot. The kind of handsome she only saw on TV. 
 
    Then she met him, and it turned out he was going to be her new stepbrother. At the time, her jaw actually fell open. Her lips literally parted, and she had blanked, completely sideswiped. 
 
    Back in his apartment, she opened her eyes again, and Carly tilted her head to the side. Finally, his shoulders drooped, and he kept staring down at the floor. Obviously, he didn't relish his position. Good. He was getting a little taste of humiliation. 
 
    This was just the first part. 
 
    "It's funny, for a long time, I thought that you were pretty useless, Nathan. You spent most of your time playing video games and chasing girls. Hell, you can't even chase girls your own age." 
 
    His throat vibrated; clearly, he wanted to speak. The animal growl thrummed through his chest, but he still couldn't talk. For a second, she thought about what it would be like if he were gagged, maybe with a bright red Ball shoved into his mouth, and Carly realized something. She was getting turned on. She could feel that delicious little trickle of heat right below her belly. 
 
    "Suck on my toes. Each one. Slowly." 
 
    His eyes widened again. Perhaps he had braced himself to expect something, but it obviously wasn't something like that. And yet, it didn't matter if he tried to fight. From one moment into the next, he lifted up her ankle, and he leaned down. His lips parted, and Carly watched, fascinated like never before. 
 
    He wrapped his lips around her big toe. He started to suck gently. 
 
    This time, it was her turn to moan. 
 
    She closed her eyes, and she relaxed into those sensations. Pretty soon, the heat between her legs became even more intense. She could feel the dampness from her pussy start to soak into her panties. 
 
    Somehow, that didn't seem to matter. 
 
    It just felt so good. 
 
    For a long time, Carly had fantasized about having a handsome boy suck on her toes. Surprisingly, Nathan did an excellent job. He took his time, working her big toe, then slowly pulling away, only to wrap his lips around the next digit on her foot. 
 
    It helped that he hated this. 
 
    Carly didn't know why. 
 
    Generally, when she fantasized about having a boy on his knees, it was totally voluntary. And yet, she cracked her eyes open again, and she gazed down at her stepbrother. He hated this. His cheeks were flushed, his lips set, and yet he kept licking. He sucked gently on her middle toe, and another tickle of sensation vibrated through her body. It started along the arch of her foot and made its way through her leg, up her spine, all the way deep into her thoughts. 
 
    Yes, she loved this. Yes, she wanted more. 
 
    On some level, Carly knew that she should probably stop. But she didn't want to. It just felt so good. If anything, she wanted to do it more. 
 
    Her eyes opened as the sensations dissipated, and she realized that he had stopped. But he only stopped so that he could switch feet. Less than a second later, he had his lips wrapped around her other large toe. He was servicing her so perfectly. She loved it. She loved being on top like this, in charge. 
 
    Her breath caught in her throat, and before she knew it, this culmination of pleasure swirled through her body. It was an orgasm. She recognized it from those moments when she was alone in the dark, usually in the middle of the night, and her hand dipped between her legs. 
 
    His eyes widened once again. He must to recognize those sounds. 
 
    "No one told you to stop," she said, which was probably redundant considering that his tongue continued to move. That made sense. After all, it wasn't like he actually wanted to do this. Nathan sucked on her toes because he had no choice. 
 
    The orgasm faded away, and Carly could have stopped right there. It would have been simple to take her leg away, but she instead continued to watch him. 
 
    To her surprise, the arousal started to build again. As the sensations coursed through her body, Carly realized something. 
 
    This wasn't just going to stop with humiliating Nathan. Sure, she wanted to punish him for seducing Alexis, but this had evolved into something else. She didn't know what. She was eager to find out. 
 
    He sucked on her little toe, and then he finally found himself able to move again. He retreated back. He was apparently still trapped on the floor, yet he pivoted away, stretching his back. 
 
    "You want to talk?" 
 
    He desperately bobbed his head down and up. 
 
    Carly waited several more heart beats. If he thought he was going to be allowed to speak immediately, then she intended to disappoint him. 
 
    He did, however, bring his hands together. It was adorable! He was begging! 
 
    "Okay, you can talk," she said. 
 
    "Please, just go. Just get out of here," he said. 
 
    "Oh, you don't sound very grateful." She pretended to listen; at the same time, it was obvious what she was doing. She was patronizing him! 
 
    His nostrils flared, and his eyes narrowed into angry lines. Again, she couldn't help but think that her stepbrother was adorable. Then again, she had never really had the opportunity to see him like this: frustrated, helpless, totally out of control. 
 
    "I'm not grateful," he growled, speaking through his locked his teeth. It was obvious that he wanted to use other choice words; he probably would have insulted her in any number of ways, but Nathan was finally starting to figure out that he had to be diplomatic with her. He couldn't risk offending her, especially since she seemed to be able to control his every move. 
 
    "Oh? Maybe we need to spend more time together. Be quiet." 
 
    His eyes widened again, his mouth opened, and he tried to say something, but he couldn't speak. 
 
    That's when Carly realized how much this turned her on. She closed her eyes, and she almost had another orgasm right there. But she wanted something. 
 
    Could she do it? Could she actually make her stepbrother give her what she craved? 
 
    Opening her eyes, she gazed down at the helpless boy on the floor, and the answer struck immediately. Yes, she could. She could get whatever she wanted from him. Another point clicked inside of her head. She didn't know if it was true, but she had overheard some of the other girls talking about how the control they now wielded over the boys could be both physical and psychological. If she told him to forget about this, then apparently he would indeed forget. 
 
    With that in mind, Carly stood up. 
 
    Still locked on the floor, Nathan watched her, probably wondering what his stepsister had in mind. He was obviously very nervous. He was holding his breath as she grabbed the hem of her skirt. She pulled it up, and that's when she hooked her thumbs into the elastic of her panties. They were black. Maybe he couldn't see that little spot of arousal right over her slit. Ultimately, it didn't matter. It wasn't like anyone intended ask Nathan for his opinion. 
 
    Temptation pushed her forward; seething arousal made it impossible for Carly to stop herself. 
 
    For the fraction of a second, Carly considered what she was about to do. Her stepbrother watched, a look of horror playing along his face as she kicked off her panties. She sat down on the edge of his couch, she spread her legs, and she knew that she could have stopped right then and right there. It would have been so easy. In fact, she was certain that even if she didn't order him to forget about all of this, Nathan never would have brought it up to anyone. 
 
    After all, he probably didn't want to think about how his mousy little stepsister took control of his body. 
 
    She started to speak, and she wasn't even certain was about to come out. "Come over here and eat me out," she ordered. Once those words left her lips, she knew that there was no going back. 
 
    His expression changed, yet he moved fast, sliding his head right between her inner thighs. He kissed her pussy first. 
 
    Then his tongue started to play between her lips. He worked his mouth against her opening, gently teasing her. 
 
    The tension began to spread through her body. It started in her legs, it jumped to her shoulders and her biceps. She closed her eyes, and then she did something she didn't expect. Carly ran her fingers along the top of his head, and she used her palm to set the pace of his movements. 
 
    Nathan didn't do anything except lick her pussy. He didn't say anything except to whimper every few seconds. If he hoped that might trigger some kind of sympathy within her, he was sorely disappointed. If anything, hearing those little, incoherent protests only turned her on. She wanted more. She wanted to know that she had stolen away every ounce of control. 
 
    "Faster," she growled. His tongue danced along her clitoris. All of his senses were probably overwhelmed by her arousal. Heat played away from her body, her juices simmered over his tongue, and he had to soak in the fact that he couldn't stop himself. 
 
    Nathan probably wanted to think of himself as the bad ass who could do or say anything without facing the consequences. But finally, some consequences caught up with him. 
 
    The universe had decided that he couldn't be that arrogant jerk anymore. 
 
    Rolling her shoulders back, she moved her hips a little bit forward. Then she shoved his head deeper against her pussy, his tongue plunging deep into her slit. "Yes! Just like that! Lick me! That's right. This is where you belong, Nathan! You are just a little sex slave right now!" Her voice quivered, and she didn't know whether or not his neighbors would be able to hear her shouts of ecstasy. It didn't really matter. The next climax made it impossible for her to worry about something like that. 
 
    Her skin turned red, and she climaxed hard. She squeezed her inner thighs against his cheeks. She still kept her hand on the back of his head. She wouldn't allow him to retreat. 
 
    And as the orgasm faded, she finally breathed out, "Okay, you can stop." 
 
    With his mouth slick from her juices, he retreated back. He was still stuck on the floor, but at least he no longer had to service her. 
 
    Resting her elbows on her knees, she swallowed, her mouth dry. She picked up the glass of water, and she took another sip. 
 
    "You look confused," she said. "That's okay. I don't mind if you're confused. You also look like you want to talk. You want to talk again?" 
 
    He paused, hesitating. Obviously, he didn't even wish to nod. 
 
    "If you really want to speak, you have to beg for the privilege." Despite those orgasms, Carly found that she couldn't help herself. Teasing and taunting this boy just felt so good, especially after the last few years. 
 
    He hesitated again, his entire body shaking. It was pretty obvious that he didn't want to do this. Too bad for him. Carly waited, enjoying herself even more. She didn't know if this was simple arousal or amusement, perhaps a combination of the two. She was deliriously happy as she watched him. 
 
    Finally, he lifted his hands up together, and he held them tight. He shook them, and his lower lip trembled. His eyes started to water. 
 
    Perhaps she should have felt sympathetic. Instead, Carly teased her stepbrother. "Oh? Are you going to cry? Is that what you're going to do? Are you going to cry like a baby?" 
 
    His lower lip trembled. He shook his head from side to side, but that only made her laugh. 
 
    "It's okay. You can talk again. But you should be careful. I could take that privilege away whenever I want." Clearly, that was true. 
 
    He opened his mouth right away, but he probably wanted to say something rude or insulting. That's why he stopped himself. He shut his mouth, he swallowed, and he tried again. "Carly, please, can you let me go?" 
 
    "Not until you learn your lesson." 
 
    "Lesson?" He sounded genuinely confused. 
 
    "That's right. You need to learn that what you did was wrong. You need to understand exactly how you made my friend feel." 
 
    "Look, I'm sorry if I hurt her feelings," he said, turning those words into a non-apology. He would probably make it sound like this was somehow Alexis's fault, like she was to blame for not getting the joke. 
 
    "No. You don't get to do that. You don't get to pretend that you didn't know exactly what you are doing. You promised me, Nathan." Her heart started to speed up again. That happened each and every time she considered what this young man had done. "It's not just that you slept with her. Not just that you lied to her. But you also promised me you weren't going to go after my friends ever again. What did you do?" 
 
    He didn't respond. 
 
    That's why her hand shot down, snaking out. She put extra pressure of the top of his head, forcing his chin up. He tried to look away, yet she didn't release him. Under normal circumstances, he probably could have simply smacked her hand away, only now he didn't dare. 
 
    "What did you do?" Carly demanded to know, her tone fixed and cold like sharpened steel. 
 
    Some of the air went out of him. He leaned forward. He had his knuckles pressed into the carpet. "I lied to your friend. I'm sorry." 
 
    "Are you? Are you really? Tell me the truth." 
 
    His expression turned blank for a moment, and he confessed to the truth. "I'm not sorry." 
 
    "And that's why you still need to be punished," she said. She took several steadying breaths, and then she made her decision. "Nathan, you are not going to tell anyone I forced you to do this. You aren't going to try to get any sort of help at all. You're just going to go downtown, and you are going to go shopping..." That was the beginning. 
 
    It wouldn't be the end. 
 
      
 
    Nathan rode the elevator back down to the parking garage underneath the apartment building. When the doors dinged open, he stepped out onto the concrete. He started to walk. 
 
    When he got to his car, he pulled out his keys, and he got inside. He turned on the engine, and he started driving. He made his way downtown. Along the way, he looked out the window, and he saw couples. There were women holding their boyfriends and husbands by the hand. 
 
    With each second, Nathan tried to stop. He kept his hands on the wheel, and he continued to drive. He knew exactly where he was going, yet he needed to stop. He just had to pull over for a few seconds, if only to reassert some kind of control over his body. 
 
    It didn't work. 
 
    At each green light, and each red, he couldn't do anything but drive normally. 
 
    The frustration welled up inside of him, this bubbling mass of aggravation. He tightened his grip on the steering wheel. Apparently he retained that kind of control. After a few more seconds, he turned on the radio. Yeah, that was useful. 
 
    Then he saw his destination up ahead. 
 
    Nathan parked right in front of the building, and he got out. He walked up the steps, and he went through the door. 
 
    This place was crowded, a lot more crowded than he would have expected. Plus, the clientele really surprised him. Nathan spotted a couple of young women working up at the front of the store. They had on black t-shirts and nametags. But then there were all of the couples. Women held onto their boyfriends and husbands, guiding them around the different displays. 
 
    Traditional adult videos adorned the corner off to the right; that area was pretty much abandoned. Instead, the couples swarmed around the toys, the lingerie, and the vibrators. 
 
    Nathan couldn’t even stand there. His stepsister’s command dominated his actions, robbing him of the ability to make any sort of decision. He didn’t check the prices. Instead, he just picked out one item after another. He’d lost the ability to consider prices and quality. Whatever seemed to fit Carly’s command immediately went into his hands. 
 
    In all, he spent less than five minutes picking out the different items. With them gripped in his arms, he went and stood in line. 
 
    “Looking to have a fun night?” asked a woman standing in front of him. Her eyes slid down to the packages he held. 
 
    Up until this point, Nathan hadn’t really considered what he was about to do or what this would mean. With his body going on autopilot, he hadn’t needed to really think about any of this. That changed when the woman addressed him. 
 
    Rather than try to speak, he just shook his head. He stared off into the distance and hoped she might leave him alone. 
 
    This young woman ignored his discomfort. She talked to him like he had an obligation to pay attention to her. Lots of boys had acted that way when it came to women; now it was the females’ turn. “It’s okay. I bet your girlfriend told you to buy that stuff. You know, that’s been happening a lot. Places like this used to be just for the guys, but that’s all changed. Now the girls want the toys because they can get comfortable.” 
 
    Staring ahead, he didn’t answer. He behaved more like a deaf statue. 
 
    Again, his stony silence couldn’t put this stranger off. She just chuckled at him. “I bet your girl is going to have a lot of fun with you. So who is it? Girlfriend?” He didn’t answer, so she shrugged. “Wife? Nah. You’re too young. A friend? Someone you pissed off.” Maybe his lips twitched at that possibility because the woman chuckled again. “Okay. Definitely someone close. A sister? No, stepsister!” She snapped her fingers with clear triumph. 
 
    His chest rose and fell in puffed gasps. His cheeks were red, he knew, but Nathan still didn’t say anything. The clerk finished with another purchase. He was almost out of there. 
 
    “That’s rough,” said the woman. “Step-siblings can be really brutal. But hey, I’m sure you’ll learn a lot from the experience.” 
 
    His throat hardened. His lips curved into a frustrated frown, and his eyes started to shine, but Nathan still kept quiet. He didn’t want to give this woman any satisfaction. Instead, he tried to look away, but every direction revealed the same thing. 
 
    Smug women who now reveled in their newfound power and authority. 
 
    This wasn’t fair! 
 
    “Next,” called out the clerk. 
 
    Grateful, Nathan stepped away from the stranger. The girl at the front counter hummed happily as she scanned each item. Next to her, a small green screen revealed the mounting costs. His stomach clenched as those numbers climbed. 
 
    “Do you need your girlfriend or wife’s permission to make these purchases?” 
 
    Nathan stared back at her, his eyes wide and uncomprehending. 
 
    The clerk chuckled. “It’s okay. I know the official rules haven’t gone into effect yet, but I bet it’ll happen pretty fast.” 
 
    He opened his mouth. He meant to say something, only to stop. There wasn’t any point in arguing with this clerk. The girl kept working as she mused aloud, “It’ll be interesting. I mean, I doubt the boys will be allowed to keep any money at all.” 
 
    Nathan glared at her. She didn’t seem to notice. If she did, then she definitely didn’t care. Once she finished, he stared at the neon green digits. Absently, he took out his wallet, and he handed her his debit card. This would pretty much wipe out his savings…and Carly must’ve known that. 
 
    The girl swiped the card and offered to bag the purchases for him. 
 
      
 
    Carly relaxed in the apartment. Of course, this place usually pissed her off. When Nathan first moved in, he invited his parents over to see what he’d done with the place. As his stepsister, she had tagged along, only to experience a new sting of unfairness. Their parents paid for this place; Nathan didn’t have a job. He kept going on and on about how he had to focus on his classes…even though his grades were always terrible. 
 
    Sure, Carly was still in high school, but she worked so much harder. She hated seeing him get all of this help and support. It just wasn’t fair! 
 
    But today, his apartment seemed different somehow. Plans swirled through her head as she lounged on his couch and watched TV. He had cable, of course. And their parents paid for that too. 
 
    The door opened, and Nathan came back into the room. 
 
    “Kneel,” she ordered, pointing down to the floor. “Oh, and be quiet. I’ll deal with you when this show is over.” 
 
    Unable to speak, unable to do anything but obey, he kneeled by the couch. Every once in a while, Carly glanced over at him. At first, he probably glowered at her, but Carly didn’t see it. Instead, he gazed down at the floor like an obedient servant. 
 
    Her servant… 
 
    Yes, she liked that idea. She liked it a lot. 
 
    Carly didn’t give him her attention for quite some time. The minutes rolled on, and she even watched the commercials. 
 
    For his part, Nathan tested her control. He found that he could flex his fingers, roll his toes, and control his breathing. Aside from that, he couldn’t stand. He could hardly move! Invisible bands seemed to hold him in place until Carly finally turned the TV off. 
 
    “Show me what you got,” she ordered. 
 
    One by one, he pulled the items from the bag. He started with the paddle. She took it from him and swung it through the air with a sharp whoosh. A feral grin played over her mouth. She set it aside and held out her hand. 
 
    Nathan took out a small, brown bag and gave it to her. She opened it up and checked the tag. At first, the garment appeared to be nothing but a pair of slinky, black panties. They also came with a special opening. 
 
    “This is going to be good,” she said, practically purring. 
 
    He gave her another box. She took it and checked out the tube. “I’m really glad they still had one of these. Did you have any trouble?” 
 
    Since he couldn’t talk, he shook his head. 
 
    “Good,” she said with another self-satisfied smirk. Carly loved the look of contained rage as it danced along his features. “Anyway, get naked and stand up straight with your hands held behind the back of your head.” 
 
    Before, he’d been blushing, and it was cute enough, but now Carly drank in the sight of his new expression. Nathan blanched. His cheeks, his nose, his forehead, every inch of his face turned white. Obvious disbelief played along his face, but none of that made the slightest difference. 
 
    He pulled off his shirt. He loosed his belt and slid it free from the loops on his pants. He dropped his pants and kicked off his shoes. He removed his socks, his pants, and his underwear. Stripping efficiently, he was soon naked. And to top it off, he linked his fingers along the back of his head. 
 
    “Lovely,” she said. 
 
    Carly got up and took out her phone. Frantically, he shook his head from side to side. He couldn’t speak, yet Carly could easily imagine what her stepbrother would’ve said. Something like: No! Carly, please don’t! Don’t do it! Mercy, have mercy! 
 
    She could’ve. It would’ve been easy enough, only Carly thought of Alexis again. 
 
    So yeah, she could be mean, wicked, and cruel. She could taunt this boy because he needed to be tamed and broken. He needed to be treated like a pet. She took out her phone and she started snapping pictures. 
 
    “Touch yourself. Get nice and hard,” she ordered, lowering the phone. “Touch yourself but you aren’t allowed to come.” 
 
    He tried to speak. His lips moved, only no sounds emerged from his throat. 
 
    Taking his hands from behind his head, Nathan cupped his balls with one set of fingers. He stroked his shaft with the other. Giggling with delight, she watched as his body responded. In less than five seconds, he had a firm erection. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you?” 
 
    Nathan swung his chin from side to side, except Carly just laughed some more. 
 
    “Oh, it’s okay. You obviously like this. It’s okay. I don’t mind.” 
 
    She studied him. Savoring the expression of panicked frustration on his face, she watched as he kept working his cock. A droplet of pre-come appeared at the tip. He bit down into the side of his mouth. He didn’t stop; he couldn’t. 
 
    “You want an orgasm, don’t you?” 
 
    At first, he didn’t answer. Then his resistance cracked and broke. He had no choice. He bobbed his head down and up again. Of course he wanted an orgasm! This horny boy couldn’t help himself. 
 
    His muscles tensed. Carly actually enjoyed the way his body tightened. He looked good. Nathan may not have worried about having a job or doing well in school, but he took very good care of his physique. In fact, she started to get wet again. Her panties moistened as she looked on, savoring his helpless, trapped aggression. 
 
    “Stop,” she ordered. “Hands behind your head.” 
 
    He complied. 
 
    His body belonged to her. 
 
    Nathan waited there, only Carly seemed very patient. She tilted her head to the side as she watched him pant. The color faded from his cheeks, and his erection slowly went down. 
 
    “Put this on. Lock it. Then give me the key.” 
 
    Once those orders were out on the air, she held out the box with the chastity cage. Nathan shook his head furiously, but Carly had no interest in sparing him. His hands trembled as he fought, but he couldn’t defeat her control. Soon, he opened the box. He took out the chastity lock, and he started to put it on. 
 
    First, he slid a plastic tube that curved downward over his cock. The smeared droplets of pre-come made this a lot easier. Next, he lifted a plastic hook up and under his scrotum. It locked onto the tube. Finally, Nathan secured it all with a padlock. He flinched with the sound of the click. 
 
    “You’re not going to get to come for a long, long time,” she said. 
 
    He gave her the key. With every step, Nathan had fought. He battled for the freedom to control his body, and he lost every time. Now she had the key, he was locked into chastity like some sort of slave, and now she stepped back. She pulled on the black panties, and she opened up another package. 
 
    This one contained a dildo. She took out the pink cylinder, and she slipped it into the strap-on harness. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you, Nathan. I’m going to fuck you slow, then fast. I’m going to start out gentle, and then I’m going to make you squeal.” She grinned back at him. 
 
    For his part, the silenced slave boy couldn’t argue. Hell, he couldn’t even try to plead with her. She wouldn’t listen to him even if he’d been able to communicate. 
 
    Turning from side to side, she felt the new weight between her legs. “This feels…different,” she said, enjoying the show. Better yet, she reveled in the look of panic on his face. “Oh, it’s okay. You’re going to enjoy being the bitch.” She flashed him a predatory, toothy smile. 
 
    Nathan swallowed. He couldn’t get away, especially since she decided to give him a choice. 
 
    “Nathan, I can fuck you now, or you can suck this dildo first. What’s it going to be? You may tell me you want to be fucked or you want to suck. That’s all you’re allowed to say.” 
 
    His eyes watered again. As his vision fuzzed, Nathan hesitated. Although he hardly moved, his heart kicked in his chest. He needed to flee! He had to run away! But he couldn’t. It felt as though his feet had become stuck to the carpet. 
 
    “Tell me what it’s going to be.” 
 
    His mouth started to move. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t reclaim control. “I want to suck the dildo.” 
 
    “Yeah, you do,” she agreed. She pointed to her feet, and he crawled forward. He started to sit up and she put her hand on the back of his head once again. She forced him forward. 
 
    Before he knew what was happening, he had the tip of the dildo right there against his lips. Dread raced through his body, cold and paralyzing. Carly didn’t give him the chance to adjust, not in the slightest. 
 
    Like a good boy, he started to suck her dildo. She shoved it forward. Savoring that movement, she swished her hips forward and plunged the fake cock into his mouth and down his throat. 
 
    “Take it!” she sang down at him. “Take it like a good boy, Nathan! Yeah, you like that. You probably spend a lot of time thinking about cock getting sucked.” Giggling, she continued, “Though I bet you don’t think of yourself down on your knees. Oh well. Too bad for you!” 
 
    She taunted him even as he continued. His lips tightened a firm seal around the silicone. She kept going. She pushed it down against the back of his mouth. His throat clenched along with his gag reflex. 
 
    Pushing forward and pulling back, she kept going for one, two, three full minutes. And when she finally pulled out, the cock was soaked, and Nathan panted, gasping for breath. 
 
    “Stand up. Spread your legs. Bend over your couch. We’re going to have a little talk while I fuck you.” 
 
    Her words forced his obedience. Within seconds, he assumed the position. 
 
    “A couple of things are about to change, Nathan,” she said to him as she came up behind her stepbrother. She placed her hands on his shoulders, and she slid forward, touching the tip of her fake cock to his buttocks. “First, you’re going to thank me for punishing you.” 
 
    He didn’t understand what she meant, only Carly grabbed the paddle he himself had purchased. With her fingers tight around the handle, she pulled it back, and she swatted it down against the curves of his ass. 
 
    Pain lanced through him. It felt like a flash of lightning. Sound cracked away, like brutal thunder. That was only the first paddling. Before she rode him, she struck. Harder. Faster. She made him feel each blow until his ass glowed a shade of neon pink. 
 
    And then she thrust into him. 
 
    She grabbed his shoulders, and she buried the cock between his tensed cheeks. Her dildo, slick with his saliva, slid forward. He whimpered out. 
 
    “You’re a brat, Nathan,” she explained once she had the dildo wedged into him. “You’re a spoiled brat, and that’s why I’m taking what you’ve got. Tonight, you’re going to call our parents, and you’re going to tell them you want me to live here with you. If they argue, you’re going to beg. You’re going to promise them whatever it takes.” 
 
    His lips parted, he gasped, desperate and shocked. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said, pulling back only so she could thrust forward again. “I’m going to live here, and you’re going to become my slave boy. Don’t worry. Even if you have to drop out of school, I’ll make sure you feel useful.” 
 
    He grabbed the sides of the couch. He fought to push away, only he couldn’t do it. Like it or not, his stepsister was in control. 
 
    “You’re going to do whatever I want. I’ll dress you, train you, and show you off to all of my friends.” She pushed the cock deep into his body again. And just as he gasped, desperate to cry out, she pulled herself up to him, her breath hot against his ear. “Including Alexis.” 
 
    In spite of himself, he whimpered like some trapped animal. 
 
    “That’s right,” promised his stepsister. “She’s going to come over here, and you’re going to get down on your knees, and you’re going to beg for her forgiveness. Maybe she’ll forgive you. Maybe she’ll decide to paddle you. Whatever she wants, she gets. Oh, but I wouldn’t get your hopes up. She can be a very angry bitch.” 
 
    His lower lip trembled. No matter how hard he tried to stop her, she kept fucking him, riding his tight little ass. 
 
    She pushed and pulled over and over until it felt like he couldn’t possibly take any more. And that’s when she withdrew altogether. She pulled her harness off, and she dropped it to the floor. 
 
    “Now that’s what you can think about while you lick me out all over again.” Tormenting her stepbrother—the boy who was now her slave—had turned her on. She was ready for another orgasm. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    (If you enjoyed this story, check out When Women Rule, the gynarchy novel by Anna Ritter.) 
 
   
  
 



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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