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 Sabrina and Austin: 
 
    Part 1 
 
      
 
    They couldn’t do this over the phone or via text message. Online wouldn’t work either. It had to be in person, Sabrina thought as she stared into the mirror. She didn’t really see her blonde hair or her blue irises. She did, however, savor the feel of the brush’s rounded tines as they glided along her scalp. 
 
    What was she going to tell them? Seriously, she needed some kind of approach. 
 
    Back in college, Sabrina absolutely hated giving presentations. These were her friends, and it wasn’t like she had to stand up in front of them, but it still felt like some prepared speech, only no one bothered to give her the script. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” came Austin’s voice as he sauntered into the bedroom. 
 
    He walked over to her, put his hands on her hips, and leaned in to gently kiss the exposed side of her neck. He nuzzled her with the tip of his nose as his lips played along her skin. 
 
    “Not now,” she said. 
 
    With the nervous energy pumping through her body, she couldn’t think about her husband…even if this meeting with her friends revolved around him and the other males of Crystal Canyon. 
 
    When she first moved to this small city, she knew things would be different. For one, she never imagined herself moving to a mining town. In this era, a phrase like “mining town” seemed bizarre and archaic. Sure, she knew that mines existed. They obviously had to exist, but she grew up in Atlanta, so it wasn’t like she saw lots of open pits. When she heard about mining, she always imagined grizzled old prospectors looking for gold. 
 
    Of course, Crystal Canyon was a modern mining city, meaning they used high-end machines, leading-edge technology, and employed lots and lots of engineers. 
 
    “What if I decide to throw you down on the bed and have my way with you?” Austin purred against her ear. 
 
    At some other place or time, this might have been sexy, but a shiver ran down her back. 
 
    “I’m serious,” she said. 
 
    “You sure? You sounded pretty serious when we started last night too. But what happened then?” With a mocking revelation, he snapped his fingers and said, “Oh, that’s right. I tied you to our bed and put you through some pretty serious slut training.” 
 
    “Please,” she answered. “You know I don’t like it when you use that word.” 
 
    “What word is that?” 
 
    “You know which one,” she said as she turned on him. 
 
    Could I do it? Could I really give him an order? At least in theory, Sabrina knew what would happen. She had watched a few of these videos online as they bounced around the private message boards and discussion groups for the relatively low number of women who lived in Crystal Canyon. 
 
    “What? Slut?” Austin chuckled. “I had you naked and tied down on that bed. I played with your body. Oh, and I love watching you struggle. I love knowing I can turn you into my private slut whenever I want.” 
 
    Sabrina glared at him. Her lips parted, and she wanted to say it, but something held her back. 
 
    It wouldn’t really work, would it? 
 
    No way. 
 
    “Can you do me a favor and go do the dishes? I’m running out of pans,” she said after a few seconds. 
 
    “Sure thing, babe,” he said with a wink. But before he left, he stepped forward, grabbed her, ran his fingers through her hair, gripped her scalp, and jerked her head back. The pain flared along the top of her head and down into her roots just before he kissed her. 
 
    She tried to push him away, but this man always enjoyed taking what he wanted. 
 
    When they first got together, this always seemed so sexy. But now, there was this strange phenomenon, and Sabrina didn’t know what to do about it. She couldn’t let herself go even as his tongue probed her mouth. She kept thinking about her meeting with her friends and what might happen. 
 
    “Dishes,” she said when he pulled back. 
 
    “Fine,” he said with a dismissive wave of his hand. “Fine. Whatever.” 
 
    She glanced over at the mattress again. Just as he said, they played one of his games last night. That meant stripping her naked, tying her down, spanking her, making her beg for his cock… 
 
    With a snort of disgust, she shook her head. Yes, she loved Austin, but these desires of his could get pretty repellent sometimes. And yet, boys were supposed to be like this? 
 
    She ran her fingers through her hair one more time just as someone rang the doorbell. 
 
      
 
    Sabrina flashed a smile when she opened the door. 
 
    Actually, this was pretty convenient. Her friends all arrived at the exact same time. 
 
    “Hey, everyone. It’s good to see you,” she said and flashed a quick smile. 
 
    “I brought some wine,” Joslin said. “I hope that’s okay?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Sabrina replied. 
 
    Joslin, Elizabeth, and Mary all stepped into Sabrina’s small living room. “Please, everyone, have a seat. Make yourself at home.” 
 
    “You want me to go get some glasses?” Mary offered. 
 
    Her friends had visited many times before, so they felt pretty comfortable wandering the kitchen or grabbing whatever they needed. 
 
    “I can get them,” Sabrina replied. 
 
    She headed back into the kitchen just as her friends started to sit down. Within seconds, Joslin, Elizabeth, and Mary were chatting. Sure, they texted all the time, but there was something more intimate and relaxing about being in the same room together. 
 
    Perhaps they sensed something strange—something new—about Crystal Canyon. Being a woman here had always been a little bit odd, if only because there were so few females in general. That was one reason they became friends in the first place. 
 
    As a mining town, the city attracted tons of engineers, programmers, and various logistics experts, almost all of whom happened to be men. Sure, there were a few women here and there who tried to work in the main industry, plus various girlfriends and wives, but this city was young, and almost everyone here was connected to mineral extraction in one way or another. Sabrina, Joslin, Elizabeth, and Mary had husbands, were all in their twenties, and all felt a little bit isolated for one reason or another. 
 
    “What’s going on in here?” Sabrina asked as she stepped into the kitchen. 
 
    Seated at their small table, Austin had his phone out. “Oh, hey, babe.” 
 
    For a moment, she thought he she would see his thumbs dancing across the screen as he typed out some important text message to his boss or maybe an email to some of his colleagues. 
 
    Nope. 
 
    On his small screen, a knight with an enormous sword slashed down against a robot. Numbers appeared, colors flashed, and he started to swipe his thumbs for another command. 
 
    She glanced over at the sink. It was still full of dishes. 
 
    Don’t do it. First, it’s probably not going to work. Second, do you want it to work? Just think about what this would mean? Think about how unethical this could all be, she thought in a flash, mostly because she had run through these ideas again and again and again. 
 
    “Austin,” she said, hating how much she sounded like a disappointed parent. “You promised you would do the dishes.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll get to them,” he said without even looking up. “Don’t worry about it, baby.” 
 
    “Do the dishes now,” she commanded. 
 
    Yes, it was a command. Her voice took on that demanding, authoritative, perfectly assured tone. 
 
    Right away, her lips tensed as she watched him. He lowered his phone to the table, heedless of the fact that his digital warrior hadn’t raised his shield and would get attacked in the next few seconds. Austin marched over to the sink with this distant, neutral and almost vacant expression on his face. He turned on the water, looked down, and squirted some liquid soap onto the sponge. He picked up a glass and started washing it. 
 
    “Aren’t you worried about your game?” 
 
    “No,” he said. “I’m doing the dishes.” 
 
    This didn’t sound like Austin. 
 
    Arrogant, aggressive, and usually really stubborn, he might agree to helping her out with the chores, but he rarely followed through. Why would he? As far as he was concerned, it was his job to make a paycheck and her job to keep the house clean and him fed and sexed. 
 
    The girls giggled back in the living room, reminding Sabrina of why she came in here in the first place. 
 
    Tentatively, she stepped over to one of the cabinets, grabbed four wine glasses, and carried them back into the living room. Just before she left the kitchen, she glanced over her shoulder. 
 
    On the table, the border of his game flashed red again. The knight collapsed with a grunt as the robot finished him off, but Austin didn’t seem to notice. He was busy doing the dishes as ordered. 
 
      
 
    The girls chatted for a while. Sabrina smiled and followed along, but she didn’t know how to bring up the reason for their meeting. It all seemed so insane, especially since she had no idea if they’d believe her. 
 
    Perhaps their husbands had started acting strangely too. Maybe Garrett, Colin, and Bruce all demonstrated strange behaviors. Or maybe their friends would smile at her reassuringly and tell her this was all in her head right before they recommended a spa day. 
 
    Sabrina waited for a natural pause in the conversation. After the girls finished talking about their favorite tea spot downtown, the one with the dinosaur motif and the giant foam T-Rex bolted to the ceiling, she asked, “Have you heard the rumors?” 
 
    “Rumors?” Elizabeth asked. 
 
    “About the men,” she said. Sabrina felt a strange urge to lower her voice. 
 
    Her friends glanced back and forth at one another. 
 
    Mary spoke up, “I saw some of the pranks.” 
 
    “What pranks?” Sabrina needed to know. 
 
    Mary ran her fingers through her black hair before glancing back and forth at her friends. “Well…” her voice trailed for a few seconds, “There are the videos going around. You know, the ones where the boys pretended to be mind-controlled zombies or whatever.” She waved her hand off to the side like this was all just silly. Dumb stuff happened online all the time. 
 
    “Anyone else?” Sabrina asked. 
 
    “This is news to me,” Elizabeth said. 
 
    “Me too,” Joslin told the group. 
 
    “Okay,” Sabrina said as she worked to determine the best starting point. She straightened her back, spoke slowly, and said, “Ladies, I don’t think those videos are pranks. I think there is something actually happening Crystal Canyon.” 
 
    She paused. 
 
    Her friends respected her, so they waited for more. But it was Mary who said, “So, what? You think the men are actually getting hypnotized or something?” 
 
    “Have you tried it?” 
 
    “Tried what?” Mary asked with a nervous smile. 
 
    “Have you tried ordering your husband around?” 
 
    “No,” she said as her brows creased. “I mean, I ask him to do stuff around the house from time to time, but you know Colin. He’s really busy with work, so I try not to put more on his plate.” 
 
    “Have you noticed anything different about him?” 
 
    “No,” she said, maybe a little too fast. 
 
    Sabrina tried again, “I don’t think the men can resist any order we give them.” 
 
    “That’s pretty extreme, don’t you think?” Elizabeth asked. 
 
    Joslin agreed, “Yeah. I mean, hypnosis isn’t real. Sure, it exists as like a relaxation technique or something, but you can’t force people to do something they don’t really want to do.” 
 
    “Ladies, it’s real. This is happening.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” Joslin asked after a few seconds. 
 
    “Very. If I tell Austin to do something, he obeys. He doesn’t think about it. He doesn’t even really understand what’s happening. He just does whatever I tell him. I have complete control over him.” 
 
    “That sounds like fun,” Joslin said with a grin. 
 
    “I’m not joking,” Sabrina told her friend. “Look,” she said as she glanced up toward the ceiling, then back toward her best friends. “This sounds crazy. I get it. But I think we need to really figure out what we’re going to do, especially if this turns out to be true.” 
 
    Elizabeth seemed to consider Sabrina for a long time before asking, “You have any proof?” 
 
    “You all know Austin,” Sabrina said. “You know how he behaves.” 
 
    The girls glanced back and forth at one another. Yes, they were Sabrina’s friends, they loved her dearly, but they obviously had their concerns about her husband. It made sense. While Sabrina loved Austin, she knew he could be…difficult. 
 
    The girls didn’t even know about how much he loved “slut training” her. A little shiver ran down her back. She tried not to think about those games when she spent time with her friends. 
 
    “He’s a bit stubborn,” Mary said diplomatically. 
 
    “Yes,” Sabrina agreed. She took a sip from her wine glass and said, “He’s stubborn, but he can also be pretty sexist, as I’m sure you have all noticed.” None of the girls said anything. They just glanced back and forth at one another. 
 
    After a slow sigh, Sabrina continued, “And you know he wouldn’t play any kind of game. He’s not the kind of guy who could pull a prank.” 
 
    “Not unless it involves lifting your skirt or embarrassing you,” Joslin said into her glass. 
 
    “Exactly,” Sabrina agreed. “So if I can show you how I can control him, then you’ll know something is actually happening here.” 
 
    “Are you sure about this?” Mary asked as she studied her friend with obvious concern. 
 
    I’m not, she thought. I’m really not. Still, she glanced over her shoulder, braced her hands on the arm rests of her chair and called out, “Austin, come in here.” 
 
    His hands were still wet as he emerged from the kitchen. At first, his expression remained neutral, like he wasn’t really thinking about how he acted or what happened. Sabrina peeked over at her friends again as she wondered if they would notice. 
 
    Still, simply calling her husband wouldn’t be enough. That much was obvious. 
 
    “Austin, do you normally do what I tell you?” 
 
    “Hell no,” he said. “I’m my own man.” 
 
    Yeah, that was the kind of answer Sabrina and the other girls expected. So many boys took it as a point of pride that they didn’t have to listen to their girlfriends and wives. 
 
    “So if I told you to refill our wineglasses, would you do it?” 
 
    “No, not unless you promised me something a little extra,” he said. 
 
    Sabrina resisted the urge to roll her eyes. “Right,” she said. “Refill our wineglasses.” 
 
    The look of amused resentment dropped from his face, and he seemed neutral once again. He stepped forward, between the chairs and couch before picking up the wine bottle. 
 
    The girls glanced back at one another as he refilled their glasses one after another. When he finished, he set the bottle down, blinked, and seemed confused. 
 
    “What happened?” Austin asked before shaking his head. “You know what? It doesn’t even matter.” 
 
    “Go back into the kitchen and finish doing the dishes.” 
 
    The girls watched him and said nothing. It was only after he disappeared back into the kitchen that Sabrina leaned forward. She rested her elbows on her knees and cupped her hands together, “Look, I know this all sounds crazy, but I know my husband. I love Austin, but he can be a stubborn jackass sometimes. That’s not how he’s behaving now. I’ve seen the videos. I’m sure you guys have too. You know what this means.” 
 
    Mary spoke up, “The boys really can’t resist?” 
 
    “No,” Sabrina replied. 
 
    “I’m still not convinced,” Joslin said. As the most aggressive in the group, she shook her head. “I still think this was some kind of game. Austin is probably just messing with you. Yeah, I get that this is out of character, but pouring a wineglasses isn’t really a big deal.” 
 
    “Try it yourself then,” Sabrina said. 
 
    “What?” Joslin had sounded confident before, but now some of the certainty evaporated from her voice. 
 
    “Try it yourself. Give him an order. He’s just off in the kitchen. I’m sure he’ll be able to hear you.” 
 
    “You mean he’ll listen to me?” 
 
    “From what I’ve been able to gather online, males have to obey any command issued by a woman.” 
 
    “How would something like that even work?” Elizabeth asked. 
 
    It was Mary who suggested, “Maybe it has something to do with vocal patterns, tone, intonation? Maybe it’s entirely psychosomatic? Maybe the boys register female voices on an unconscious level and just feel the need to obey?” 
 
    “I guess that could be plausible,” Elizabeth said. 
 
    Joslin shook her head, “Plausible or not, I want to know the truth.” Her fingers tightened on her knees, but she straightened her back and called out, “Austin, come back in here, please.” After a lifetime of socialization, she still couldn’t resist the urge to be polite even when determining whether or not a boy still possessed his free will. 
 
    He marched back through the door. Joslin, like the other girls, hesitated for a few more seconds. But then she found her resolve and said, “Get on your knees.” 
 
    Sabrina and her friends waited to see if he would obey. 
 
    He seemed completely relaxed as he lowered himself down onto his knees. 
 
    “No way,” Joslin whispered. 
 
    Sabrina stayed quiet as she waited and watched. No, she hadn’t forced her husband to do anything as demeaning as kneeling. All of her experiments had been simple like closing his eyes, sitting, standing, or raising one arm. 
 
    Joslin remained skeptical as she called out, “Crawl over here.” 
 
    The ladies watched as he crawled on his hands and knees. He didn’t seem to understand what was happening around him, not until he made it to the center of the room. He blinked and looked around. 
 
    “Don’t say anything,” Joslin ordered. 
 
    Although he opened his mouth, Austin said nothing. He looked confused until Joslin added, “Slowly remove your wife’s shoes and socks.” 
 
    Sabrina wore a pair of red sneakers with white socks underneath. Something inside of her twitched pleasantly as he reached for her right heel, then her left. He pulled her shoes off, sliding the sneakers away to reveal her feet. 
 
    Sabrina didn’t address her husband as she glanced over at Joslin, “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Testing him,” said her friend. 
 
    Joslin stared down at him, like she intended to find some twitch of reluctance or some other sign he was just faking this. And yet, Austin continued to obey. He peeled off one of her socks, then the other. 
 
    Hoping to relieve some of the tension in her body, she wiggled her toes playfully. 
 
    “Give her a foot massage.” 
 
    He obeyed Joslin’s command by reaching up and gently stroking her feet. His fingers moved across her skin with delicious caresses. Before she realized what she was doing, Sabrina closed her eyes and her head lolled as she relaxed into those soft movements of his fingertips. 
 
    “Wow,” she whispered. 
 
    “He’s really doing it,” Elizabeth whispered, clearly amazed. 
 
    “This is crazy,” Mary agreed. 
 
    Sabrina opened her eyes, and she looked down at her husband. Kneeling and with his head bowed down, he didn’t look like her arrogant, abrasive husband any longer. Instead, he became something else. Obedient. Subservient. 
 
    Her heart started pounding faster, so she called out just one word, “Stop.” 
 
    He froze immediately. 
 
    Her friends watched her as they waited to see what she would do with her husband. 
 
    “Austin, go finish the dishes,” she said, grateful for the chance to give him a task. He rose, kept his head down, and left them alone. 
 
    All four of the women said nothing for several long seconds. 
 
      
 
    Finally, it was Joslin who said, “Okay, I believe it. The boys of Crystal Canyon really have to do whatever we say.” 
 
    “Are we sure it’s affecting all of them?” Elizabeth asked. 
 
    Joslin nodded, “I think so. I mean, I’ve started noticing a little bit of strange stuff happening around town. Before, I didn’t think it was a big deal, but if you start to put the pieces together, it makes sense.” 
 
    Sabrina added, “I’ve been looking for news reports about something like this happening across the country, but I haven’t seen anything. Nothing for the rest of the world either. I’m guessing whatever is going on here is probably localized to our city.” 
 
    “Should we tell someone?” Mary asked. 
 
    Joslin shook her head, “I’m sure the mayor’s office is already dealing with this. They probably have some psychologists studying the phenomenon.” 
 
    “I think we have another problem we need to worry about,” Sabrina said, “something closer to home.” 
 
    Her friends leaned forward. 
 
    “What are we going to do with our husbands?” Sabrina asked. 
 
    “What we have here is an incredible power. Just stop and think about it. We have power. Real power. When it comes to our husbands, we can make them do whatever we want.” She paused or simply hesitated as the implications sank in. “I can tell my husband to do whatever I want, and he’ll obey.” 
 
    “This could be dangerous,” Mary agreed. 
 
    “Or maybe an opportunity,” said Joslin. 
 
    Her friends glanced back at her. 
 
    Before Joslin could try to defend herself, Sabrina quickly interjected, “No. We can’t look at this as an opportunity. Throughout history, we see one trend again and again. Power corrupts.” 
 
    “And absolute power corrupts absolutely,” Mary said in a small voice. 
 
    “Exactly,” Sabrina said. “I know it’s going to be an incredible temptation, but I think we should agree here and now that were not going to use this ability on the boys in our lives.” Sabrina didn’t realize it, but she called them “boys”, not males, not men. Boys: immature and in need of guidance… 
 
    “So we make an agreement?” Elizabeth asked. 
 
    “Exactly,” said Sabrina. “Right here and now, we agree that we are going to resist the temptation and protect our boys. We won’t take advantage of them. We won’t order them to do whatever we want.” 
 
    “That’s going to be a pretty incredible temptation,” said Joslin. 
 
    “I know,” Sabrina agreed. 
 
    “We have to do this,” said Mary. “These are our husbands.” 
 
    “Okay,” Joslin agreed. 
 
    The four women looked back at one another. And just like that, they made their promises, yet each young woman wondered what the future might bring. Mary intended to keep her word, but she understood how difficult something like this could be. Elizabeth found different kinds of curiosity nibbling at her. Joslin considered the potential; she just couldn’t help herself. And Sabrina? She resisted the urge to smile as she thought of her husband actually helping her with the chores. 
 
      
 
    They finished the wine and chatted some more, only a different sort of temptation hung on the air now. Since they determined the boys had to do whatever they said, all four of the women were eager to study their relationships and see what might transpire next. 
 
    Joslin rose first, “Thank you for this lovely afternoon, but I really need to get going.” 
 
    Soon, the others made their excuses as well, and Sabrina saw them off. She closed the door, turned back toward the kitchen, and wondered what she would find. 
 
    Her husband was back at the small table, playing his game. The dishes had been washed, dried, and put away. When she picked up one of the plates, she turned it over and searched for some errant grime or stain. But no, Austin had done an excellent job. The plate glistened, spotless and pristine. 
 
    “Thank you,” she said. 
 
    “No problem,” he said with his elbows planted on the table. 
 
    “Austin, I’m talking to you.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know.” He still didn’t look up from his screen. Maybe he assumed his knight’s death had been a glitch. Or maybe he instinctively avoided thinking about it. 
 
    “Austin,” she said again. He still didn’t turn away from his game. 
 
    “Turn that off right now,” she said. 
 
    His finger went to the button at the top of his phone, he pressed down, held it, and the screen turned dark after three seconds. 
 
    Then he blinked and looked down, surprised that he would do something like this. 
 
    “Austin, we need to talk.” 
 
    His brows wrinkled as he looked down at the phone, but then he turned back to her. “Are your friends gone?” 
 
    “Yeah, they left a couple of minutes ago.” 
 
    He discarded his phone, leaving it there on the kitchen table as he pushed his chair back and rose to his feet. “We need to talk,” she said. 
 
    “Do we? Do we really?” If he couldn’t play his game, he had something else in mind. She put her hand on his chest, “I’m serious, Austin.” 
 
    He came close, wrapped his arms around her, and leaned in. “You know, you smell really good,” he said. A smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. She did enjoy it when he got playful like this, but then he had to go and ruin it, “I could take you back to the bedroom right now, strip you, tie you down, and fuck you hard. I could make you beg for it. You’d be my sweet little whore.” 
 
    “Don’t call me that,” she growled back at him. 
 
    His expression shifted for a moment, but then he grinned and came back at her again. “Come on,” he told her, “let’s do this.” 
 
    He wasn’t asking her, which he proved a second later when he grabbed his wife and jerked her up into the air. He threw her over his shoulder like he was some sort of Viking warrior ready to invade, plunder and ravish a beautiful girl like Sabrina. 
 
    Like usual, she called out, “Hey! You can’t do this!” Like usual, she burst out laughing. So many boys made this mistake: they assumed that if they teased a girl and she laughed, it had to mean she liked it. They never imagined a scenario where they might actually be upset or angry. 
 
    “You can’t do this!” wasn’t a command, so her power over him didn’t come into effect. 
 
    Within seconds, he brought her back to the bedroom, and then he threw her down onto the mattress. 
 
    Flinging himself forward, he grabbed her, straddled her, and pulled her blouse off of her. He peeled away that thin top to reveal her flat stomach and soft skin. With expert practice, he unhooked her bra and flung it away. 
 
    Then he leaned in and kissed her. With his mouth pushed down against her lips, Sabrina started to decide this actually felt pretty good. Besides, she couldn’t use her ability to control him. She had promised her friends. Not only that, the whole restriction on manipulating the boys had been her idea in the first place. 
 
    “You know, I got pretty bored waiting for you to finish up with your friends,” he said. 
 
    “Austin, I think we should talk,” she started to say, only he leaned down and pressed his palm to her mouth, silencing her immediately. 
 
    Obvious annoyance pulled at the corners of her eyes while she glared at him, but he kept going, “I think you owe me. I think I get to tie you down tonight and turn you into my obedient little slut. I get to do whatever I want. Maybe I’ll put you on a leash. Maybe I’ll make you crawl. I’m definitely going to tie you down and play with your body, Sabrina.” He knew how much she hated that word, so he used it on purpose, “You’re going to be my slut.” 
 
    She murmured through his hand, but he didn’t listen. 
 
    Instead, he unbuttoned her jeans, yanked them down along with her panties, and she let out a cry of dismay. 
 
    Then he grabbed her right wrist. 
 
    Sabrina bit back the obvious command. She could have told him to stop, but wouldn’t that break her promise to her friends? 
 
    A few months ago, they bought an under-the-bed restraint system. Basically, they were nylon straps that looped under the mattress and ended with a set of Velcro straps. Pulling any of the bonds open was easy enough, but only if you weren’t wearing one of those shackles. Once they were on, they were tight and secure. In fact, Sabrina had tried to genuinely free herself from those restraints, only to remain utterly trapped. 
 
    “Austin, I don’t think we should be playing right now,” she said. 
 
    He didn’t listen. Instead, he leaned down and started kissing her again. 
 
    His hand played along her breasts. He pinched her nipple. Hard. He made her moan with a mixture of arousal and pain. 
 
    Then he pulled back, and he looked down into her eyes. “Tell me you’re going to be a good slut for me. Tell me I get to fuck you however I want because you’re nothing but a dirty whore.” 
 
    “I’m serious,” she growled back. “We need to talk. Austin, this is your last chance.” 
 
    “Or what?” He asked, his tone mocking as he reached down and stroked the side of her face with the back of his hand. “What you going to do, slut? You’re strapped down and helpless. You couldn’t get up even if I let you struggle for an hour.” 
 
    “I could get up if I wanted to,” she said. 
 
    He sat up. Still straddling her, Austin crossed his arms over his chest and looked down at her with this obnoxiously snide expression on his face. “Try it,” he said. 
 
    If you only knew, thought Sabrina. 
 
    Biting down, she yanked on the nylon restraints wrapped tightly around her wrists. Her muscles clenched, and she jerked from side to side as she tried to pull herself free from those bonds. She squirmed hard, wiggling, but it didn’t help. She arched her back, dug her heels down against the mattress, and continued to fight. 
 
    As she squirmed, Austin enjoyed the show. He grinned down at her like he loved seeing her try and fail. 
 
    “This is why you’re my slut,” he said. “You’re a girl. You see, there’s a natural order to the world, and men are in charge.” 
 
    “No,” she said. “I could get up whenever I want.” She closed her eyes and bit down. “I’m going to give you one last chance, Austin. You can let me up right now, or there’re going to be consequences.” 
 
    He snorted. 
 
    Fine, you jerk, she thought even as her lips started moving, “Let me up right now.” 
 
    His expression shifted, he leaned down, ripped open the Velcro straps, and suddenly she could move again. 
 
    “I can do whatever I want with you, Austin. I can tell you to get down on your back and I could strap you down. I could make you into my little plaything. I could turn you into my own private slut boy,” she said with obvious relish. 
 
    In fact, as the words tumbled from her lips, excitement began to build deep within her chest. It flared out to the rest of her body, touching every inch of her extremities. Warm, delicious dampness gathered right between her legs. 
 
    She was already naked. 
 
    “Yeah, right,” he said. And yet, he didn’t know why he released her from the straps. 
 
    “Strip, slut,” she growled at him. 
 
    His features darkened for a moment, probably because he didn’t like being called a slut. Like so many other boys, he thought the term was fine, so long as it applied only to women. If girls got upset, that’s only because they were overly sensitive and couldn’t take a joke. 
 
    Then his face relaxed as he pulled off his shirt, his pants, he shoes and his socks. He removed everything. Suddenly, he was naked. Then his lips parted, and his wife didn’t give him the opportunity to regain his equilibrium. “Lay down and spread your arms and legs.” 
 
    He obeyed instantly. It only took him a second to follow those commands. “Be quiet and relax,” she said. 
 
    Sabrina could hardly believe she was doing this, but it felt so good. Seriously, this boy had loved tying her down. Maybe it was time they played a new game… 
 
    She picked up the first nylon restraint and pulled it around his right wrist. Then she stretched over along the other side of his body. 
 
    For the most part, Austin seemed focused on trying to speak. He kept moving his lips, only he couldn’t make his vocal cords vibrate. Simultaneously, his fingers flexed, yet the rest of his body remained relaxed as she strapped him down. One restraint on his right wrist, another on his left. One restraint on his right ankle, another on his left. She strapped him down, and then she dragged her nails along his chest. 
 
    “You love making me helpless,” she said. “But now it’s your turn, Austin. I can do whatever I want with you right now. In fact, I think you and I are going to have a conversation about the rest of our relationship.” 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    She remembered her promise, but then she looked down at her husband and remembered what he called her. Slut. Whore. 
 
    This jerk couldn’t get away with it. 
 
    And he wasn’t going to change either. Yes, he had lots of great features, but he yearned for the chance to control her in the bedroom. 
 
    No more. 
 
    Sabrina made her decision. 
 
    “Tell me about us,” she instructed. “Tell me what you think of our relationship.” 
 
    Since she phrased those words as an order, he had to tell her the truth. In his flat, obedient tone, he answered, “I’m the man. You’re the woman. That means I’m in charge, and you do what I say.” 
 
    “What about equality?” Sabrina asked as she dragged her fingertip down his neck and along his bare chest. 
 
    “Equality doesn’t exist. It’s an illusion spouted by feminists,” he said, sounding both neutral and somehow angry at the same time. 
 
    She threw her head back and laughed. “Oh, you have no idea, Austin.” With a grin, she looked down into his eyes, “From now on, you belong to me. You’re going to be my obedient husband. You’ll do whatever I say, whenever I say it. In fact, there’s one rule we’ll break right now—something I’ve wanted to try for a long time.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” This was his own question, something he chose to ask. 
 
    “You’ve never gone down on me,” she said. “When we first got together, you told me that you don’t believe men should ever provide oral service to their girlfriends or wives. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes,” he growled back. “And I stand by it. You can’t make me,” he said. His brain hadn’t caught up. He didn’t understand just how helpless he and the other males had become. 
 
    If she had any twinge of conscience, his certainty wiped it away. 
 
    “Lick me. Lick me slowly. Lick me and make me feel good.” 
 
    She straddled his face. It was so easy to assume the position, as though she instinctively knew exactly what she wanted and how her husband should please her. 
 
    With her commands thrumming through his subconscious, he immediately parted his lips and started to lick. He moved his tongue along her damp sex. Before he even touched her, she realized she had already been turned on. 
 
    Somehow, the idea of ordering her husband around, forcing him into the straps, and binding him to their bed had triggered something deep within her. 
 
    Whenever she let her husband tie her down, it had been an indulgence, something she could do to make Austin happy because she loved him. 
 
    She never knew how having her boy spread out and stuck beneath her could feel. This sense of might and power vibrated through her mind and body, making her throw her head back as she embraced those sensations. She grabbed onto the headboard, gripped it tight, and rode his face. 
 
    Austin’s tongue darted along her pussy, and fresh waves of excitement shot through her! 
 
    Wow! Yes! 
 
    Sabrina never anticipated anything like this. 
 
    She wanted to talk to him, to say something, but she couldn’t, not as the pleasure coursed through her body like this. Those wild sensations devastated every thought and idea. She became a creature of impulse, instinct, and physical reaction. 
 
    That’s why she pulled herself away. 
 
    Still panting, she straddled his stomach and rested her weight down against his torso. 
 
    “I’m never doing that again,” he growled at her. 
 
    “You’ll do it as much as I want,” she answered breezily. It was so easy to contradict him now. 
 
    “This is such BS,” he snarled. 
 
    “You don’t think women and men are equal, do you?” Sabrina asked. 
 
    “No. There’s a reason why we aren’t. Have you ever looked at our accounts? I make three times what you do.” 
 
    “And you keep it for yourself,” she said. This was a normal trend throughout Crystal Canyon. Women got clerical or service jobs while the men worked as mining engineers and programmers, which meant they were very well-off. 
 
    Generally, the income disparity didn’t really bother Sabrina. It was Jocelyn who really cared about how much her husband made and his refusal to share. 
 
    “That’s because it’s mine!” 
 
    “Were married,” she replied. “We’re supposed to be a team.” 
 
    “That’s BS, and you know it.” 
 
    “I guess you’re right,” she said. “From now on, you belong to me. Say it.” 
 
    “From now on, I belong to you.” 
 
    “From now on, you are my boy.” She could have stopped there, but she didn’t want to. The excitement continued to build a deep within her. “From now on, you’re my slave.” She never should have gone so far, but she saw the straps around his wrists and remembered the many times he tied her down and played with her. He pinched her nipples, rammed into her, pulled her hair, and called her names. 
 
    Yes, he deserved this. If slavery was what it took to make him better, then fine. If he couldn’t be a good husband, then he could be a good plaything. 
 
    He started to get nervous. His eyes widened a little bit and his nostrils flared as he looked up at her. “What—what’re you thinking?” He definitely didn’t appreciate the hungry look on her face. 
 
    “I’m thinking we need to retrain you. From now on, you will do all of the cooking and cleaning. Oh, and you’ll serve me whenever I want.” 
 
    “Serve you?” Austin sputtered. 
 
    “That’s right. I’m going to enjoy using your mouth whenever I want it. Tell me you can’t wait to serve me.” 
 
    “I can’t wait to serve you,” he said. 
 
    “And you want to be obedient, don’t you?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    With a little sigh, she commanded, “Tell me you want to be obedient.” 
 
    “I want to be obedient.” 
 
    She put her hand on his chest and felt his heart’s wild kicks, “Oh, are you scared? Are you scared of what I’m going to do now that I’m in charge of you?” 
 
    “How’re you doing this?” Austin asked plaintively. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” she said. “All you need to recognize is that I’m in charge. Oh, and what does that make me?” 
 
    “Screw you!” 
 
    “You should watch that attitude. If I want to dress you in panties and put you on a leash, I could do it. I could force you to crawl when I take you outside.” 
 
    “No. Please, don’t.” 
 
    “If I’m in charge, what does that make me?” This time, she wouldn’t force him to say it. He had to do it on his own. 
 
    “No, I won’t say it,” he promised. 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” Sabrina asked as she reached back for his shaft. Despite the aggravation, his member remained erect and firm under her fingertips. Pretty soon, he started to groan and moan as she gently glided her digits from the underside of his scrotum up to the base of his shaft, all the way to the tip. Within seconds, he was struggling against his bonds, if only because he needed to climax. 
 
    “You always were so desperate. Is that why you wanted to tie me down? Well, that’s never going to happen again. From now on, you wear the straps. Are they necessary? Nope. Are they fun? Absolutely,” she said as her eyes glowed with mischievous delight. 
 
    “Stop this. You can’t control me!” 
 
    “Obviously, I can.” 
 
    “Please!” 
 
    “Since I control you, what does that make me?” 
 
    He still said nothing. She stroked his shaft. She teased him, gently playing with him. 
 
    “My superior! Okay? That makes you my superior!” 
 
    “And does that make you my little boy slut?” 
 
    He gritted his teeth. “If I say it, will you have sex with me?” 
 
    “If you say it, I’ll fuck you,” she promised, savoring the taste of coarse language. 
 
    “Please, please fuck me…” he whimpered. 
 
    “Give me an orgasm first,” she said as though he had a choice. 
 
    She straddled his face, pressed her sex down against his lips, and savored every sensation as he resumed the licking. His tongue moved along her opening. Then she pressed herself down farther and impaled her slit on his appendage. She rode his face and soaked in the warm delight that pumped through her body. 
 
    Face flushed, she couldn’t take it. The orgasm exploded through her, but she wasn’t done yet. She pulled away, grinned down at his dampened lips, and then she took his shaft in her hand. She lowered herself down and enveloped him. 
 
    “This is how we have sex from now on. You are on your back, helpless, and I’m in charge. Say it.” 
 
    “This is how we have sex now. I have to be on my back because you are in charge.” 
 
    “I’m the owner and what are you?” 
 
    As she rode his shaft, he bit down before admitting the truth, “I’m your slave! I belong to you!” 
 
    She moved her body up, down, up again. She rode him for all he was worth. 
 
    “Now. Come for me now,” she said. 
 
    He had no choice. His body belonged to her as she seized control of his orgasm. Suddenly, he shaft was pulsating, and she took everything he had: his freedom, his independence, his dignity and his orgasm. She threw her head back, savored the slap of blonde hair against her naked shoulders and cried out, “Mine. Your mine forever!” 
 
    And just like that, she gave in to temptation as she sealed his fate. 
 
    When she finished, she looked down into his eyes. “Cuddle me,” she ordered. 
 
    She released him from his restraints and savored the feel of his body as he rested his head on her shoulder. 
 
    To think, this was only the beginning… 
 
    Sabrina waited for some jolt of guilt, but she couldn’t feel it, not when she knew her husband deserved this. And yet, it made her wonder about Elizabeth, Mary, and Jocelyn. Would her friends hold out longer? Would they still respect their husbands? 
 
    Sabrina smirked as she imagined the different temptations in Crystal Canyon and the boys’ collective fate. 
 
      
 
    To be continued… 
 
    

  

 
  
   Tempting Fates: 
 
   

 

 Garrett and Elizabeth 
 
    Part 2 
 
      
 
    As Elizabeth drove home, she wondered if something would look or feel different. 
 
    Just a few minutes later, she parked outside of their bungalow, she walked up the steps, slid the key into the lock, opened the door, and stepped inside. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    That seemed unusual, but it didn’t last long. Within a few more seconds, she heard the first chords of a guitar riff. She recognized the sounds instantly. It was one of Garrett’s favorite songs. 
 
    “Bloody hell,” she swore. No, she wasn’t British, but she picked up that silly affectation from one of her shows. 
 
    The music continued for three or four minutes. Then it stopped, and she got curious. 
 
    Rather than just go online and do some research, she decided to experiment. That wouldn’t violate her promise to her friends, would it? Besides, just because Sabrina’s husband had been afflicted by this virus or chemical, that didn’t mean the same would hold true for Garrett. 
 
    She found him in the back bedroom, the one where he always practiced his songs. As usual, he was seated in front of a computer with his electric guitar braced on his lap. Opening the door, she knocked, and he turned around to face her. 
 
    “Hey, Liz,” he said. 
 
    Elizabeth put her hands on her hips, and she asked a very simple question, “Garrett, how are you feeling?” 
 
    “You mean, aside from the fact I can’t get this chord progression to work?” He chuckled. “I’m fine. How are your friends?” 
 
    “Fine,” she said. She took a few seconds to study her husband. 
 
    When they met back in college, he had been a business major. Like so many of his ilk, he wore polished, black leather shoes, neatly pressed slacks, and nice dress shirts. She actually found that pretty funny. You could almost guess where you were on campus depending on what the students looked like. The art majors usually wore smears of paint or chunks of derelict clay. The literature majors wandered around in their black pants and matching shirts. Then there were the business majors. They were also determined to look like they could walk into any business and present themselves. 
 
    Back then, he had much shorter hair. 
 
    While some women might have appreciated Garrett’s long tresses, she always wondered when he might get a haircut. 
 
    But he wanted to play this game. He wanted to pretend to be a rock star. 
 
    Luckily, he came from money, he had a trust fund, and so they didn’t have to worry about his success. 
 
    Technically, they had even moved to Crystal Canyon because of her. Just six months before, she had been hired as one of the seismic engineers for Mine Shaft 7, only her supervisor decided to make some jokes. He loved to go on and on about how women couldn’t do math, drive, or handle money. 
 
    She reported him to HR. 
 
    After he went to some sort of seminar, signed an apology, and came back to work, that same supervisor grabbed her ass. 
 
    She reported him to HR again. 
 
    This time, he apologized in person. 
 
    The next time he got her alone, he cornered her. He glared down at her and said something about how this little bitch needed to be put her place. She slapped him hard across the face, and her nails left deep scratches along his cheek. 
 
    This time, it was his turn to report her to HR. They fired her immediately for assault. 
 
    At this point, they could have moved. Elizabeth wanted to get out, but her husband loved the music scene. There were a couple of bands that would get together at the local bar and play. 
 
    He thought this might be his opportunity. He thought this might be his chance to make it big and maybe score a record deal. Yeah, he had already posted some of his songs online, but he wanted something more impressive and prestigious. 
 
    “Garrett, do you think you could hold off on playing for a couple of minutes?” 
 
    “I’m really in the zone,” he said. “Are you sure it can’t wait?” 
 
    Like so many other women, she wanted to be accommodating. She couldn’t help it. After a lifetime of growing up in the US, she had learned that nice girls were always patient and deferred to the boys around them. Even with feminist heroes and lots of positive role models, she still learned to let the boys do what they wanted. 
 
    That’s why she stepped back. 
 
    But then she remembered her goal: experimentation. 
 
    Elizabeth didn’t only think of herself as an engineer; she was essentially a scientist. In college, she helped her professors conduct real experiments to change the way people saw the earth. 
 
    “Come with me,” she said. 
 
    Of course, this didn’t really prove anything when he rose to his feet, but she started to smirk when she noticed something: the expression on his face. Or rather, it was a lack of expression. His features shifted, becoming completely neutral. 
 
    Over the course of their marriage, she learned a lot about this boy. She knew he would cooperate with her if she became truly insistent, but he usually rolled his eyes, snorted, or trudged after her like some sullen teenager. 
 
    Not this time. 
 
    She walked him back into the living room, she sat down, crossed her legs, smoothed out her dark red skirt, and then she looked up at him. 
 
    His expression cleared after a few more seconds. He glanced around, perhaps surprised that he had followed her without more of an argument. 
 
    Could this really be happening? A darker thought materialized between her ears, Should this be happening? She promised Serena and the rest of her friends that she wouldn’t mess with him. After all, if women really had the ability to control their boyfriends and husbands, didn’t they have an ethical obligation to resist temptation? 
 
    But this is just an experiment, she told herself. 
 
    Elizabeth couldn’t help but enjoy a flutter of excitement as she ran her teeth along her bottom lip. “Garrett, can you do me a favor and stand on one leg?” 
 
    “No,” he snorted. “Why would I do something stupid like that?” 
 
    “Because I asked you to,” she said. 
 
    “Look, unless you have something serious to discuss with me, I’m going back into my music room, and I’m going to get this progression right,” he said. He turned and started to walk away. 
 
    “Stop,” she called out with more authority and confidence that she really felt. 
 
    Her voice bounced off the walls, and she waited. 
 
    Realistically, she expected him to continue walking away. When he got into one of these “artistic” moods, he could be ridiculously temperamental. 
 
    He resisted the urge to sigh through his teeth, but then he stopped. 
 
    Curious, she said, “Can you come over here?” 
 
    He didn’t move. He still had his back to her. 
 
    “Come back,” she said. 
 
    Elizabeth didn’t like these experiments, mostly because it was still theoretically possible that he only did this because she asked in other ways first. 
 
    “Stick out your tongue,” she ordered. 
 
    He obeyed. 
 
    “Lift your hands.” 
 
    Garrett raised his arms into the air with his fingers up. “What’s going on? Why am I doing this stuff?” asked her husband with genuine confusion. Maybe he was messing with her, but she didn’t think so. This couldn’t be a coincidence, not when it would have required Garrett and Austin to work together, not to mention the other boys from Crystal Canyon who obeyed women’s commands online. 
 
    “Come over here and rub my neck,” she said. 
 
    He followed her order. He circled around the couch, leaned down, and gently brushed his fingers through her brown hair, down to her neck, and along her shoulders. The soft pressure relieved some of the tension running through her body. When he gently caressed her skin, especially along the nape of her neck, she savored the little sparkles of electric pleasure dancing over her nerves. 
 
    Wow. 
 
    This was amazing. 
 
    Granted, the pleasure didn’t surprise her, not when she always enjoyed having her husband massage her neck and shoulders like this. There was just one other variable she needed to consider: the timing. 
 
    Normally, Garrett rubbed her neck for a couple of seconds, maybe a minute. Then he would invariably step away, pull out his phone, turn his attention back to the TV, or maybe even wander off to go practice his music. 
 
    Not this time. 
 
    He continued to rub, gently pressing down, stroking, and caressing her skin just the way she wanted. 
 
    Elizabeth began to hum appreciatively. She closed her eyes and soon lost herself to those sensations. 
 
    It was amazing. She relaxed like never before. She stopped worrying about the sexual harassment suit against her former employer, her husband’s questionable behavior, and even the smaller concerns like the dishes or the fact that the floor needed to be vacuumed. 
 
    Before long, she almost fell asleep. 
 
    I shouldn’t be taking advantage of him, she thought a little while later. She glanced up and realized almost half an hour had gone by. “You can stop,” she said quickly. 
 
    He blinked, shook his head, looked around, and said, “I really need to go practice.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Like a nice wife, she took care of the chores. She washed the dishes, vacuumed the floors, and made dinner. As they ate the turkey, she kept thinking about her husband and what her experiment revealed earlier. 
 
    But it didn’t matter. 
 
    So what if she could take control of him? So what if he had to do as she said? 
 
    She had promised her friends. Besides, wouldn’t it be unethical to seize control of another person and make them do whatever she wanted? 
 
    But what if I took really good care of him and treated him like a beloved pet? 
 
    Elizabeth stopped as those thoughts coursed through her head. She froze with her knife still braced against a chunk of turkey meat. 
 
    She waited for Garrett to notice something was wrong, but he had his phone out and his eyes aimed at the screen as he took one bite after another. 
 
    “Let’s go out to breakfast tomorrow,” she said, careful to phrase those words as a suggestion, not a command. 
 
    “Sounds good,” he replied. 
 
    They finished dinner, they watched TV, and she went to bed after her shower. Unfortunately, her husband decided he wanted to play with his guitar. Maybe an idea for a song finally popped into his head. Maybe there was some new melody he needed to write down. More likely, he decided to play on his computer for a while. 
 
    For a few seconds, Elizabeth rolled around underneath the blankets and sheets. Finally, she settled down on her back as a smile stretched the corners of her mouth because she could have ordered him to come right back. She could have shouted, “Get your butt in here,” and he would have scurried back like some well-trained animal. 
 
    No, he’s not an animal. He’s my husband. I can’t allow myself to think of him as anything but a man, she told herself. Again, she recalled her promise to Sabrina, Mary, and Joslin. 
 
    And yet, thoughts of her friend soon faded as she imagined her husband naked, on his knees, maybe with his hands held behind his back. 
 
    She first pictured Austin and how he had obeyed his wife. 
 
    “Massage my feet, slave,” she could say. 
 
    Slave. 
 
    The excitement began to build a deep within her body. Since her husband left her alone to go play in his music room, she soon found herself nibbling on the inside of her mouth as she reached down and slipped her hand underneath the soft pink satin of her panties and the light cotton of her sweatpants. 
 
    With her legs spread, she began to stroke her slit. She just barely touched herself at first. The excitement burned bright through her body. 
 
    More. She wanted more. 
 
    She pictured herself dressed in some gorgeous gown, and she imagined Garrett, but he no longer wore his torn jeans or ratty T-shirt. Instead, he had on his black slacks and the new polo shirt she got him for his birthday. 
 
    He would be so handsome and sexy, especially when she could order him down onto his knees. In her fantasy, she would be stretched out on the couch, and he would massage her feet as much as she wanted. His hands would move along her heels, up her arches, all the way to her toes. 
 
    And another, dirty thought occurred to her. 
 
    His mouth. 
 
    She would order him to suck on her toes. 
 
    They tried that once before, just a few weeks after their honeymoon. She had loved it. There was something so intensely erotic about sliding her toes along his lips and into his mouth. 
 
    But he sputtered, saying he hated it. It was disgusting. Besides, he was a real man, so he wasn’t going to suck on his wife’s toes… 
 
    What if he didn’t have a choice? What if he became a slave? 
 
    Oh yes! 
 
    She bit down on her lower lip and somehow stayed quiet as the climax shot through her body. 
 
    She waited for the relaxed fatigue to spread through her body, but she kept staring up at the ceiling. In the distance, she could hear the sounds of her husband playing on his guitar. 
 
    No, those ideas would have to remain a fantasy, especially since she already knew her husband would never, ever cooperate. In the real world, she could order him around. But if she wanted to be a good wife and respect his personhood, then she had to allow him his choices, no matter how vehemently she disagreed. 
 
    It was the right thing to do. 
 
      
 
    That night, she barely slept. Different thoughts wound through her head. 
 
    Elizabeth worked hard to relax and just fall asleep, but she kept thinking of her husband and what it might be like if she made a few “improvements”. 
 
    Eventually, she drifted off. When she woke up, her husband was already out of bed. He was blessed with the ability to get by on just five or six hours of sleep. 
 
    But then she got up, showered, and headed back toward the music room. “Hey, are you ready to go out for breakfast?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” he said. For once, he didn’t argue with her. Instead, he set his guitar aside. He glanced up at her and asked, “What?” 
 
    “Please tell me you’re not wearing that,” she said. 
 
    He looked down at his torn sneakers, ripped jeans, and hole-ridden T-shirt. “What’s wrong with this? You know this outfit. I love this outfit.” 
 
    “You look like a boy who doesn’t know how to dress himself,” she said. 
 
    “I look like a rockstar,” he replied flashing a grin which may or may not have been ironic. 
 
    The first pinching twinges of a headache pushed against the sides of her skull as she rubbed the ridge of her nose. Then she looked at her husband and carefully phrased this next point, “Do you really have to wear that? Do you really have to look like that?” 
 
    “Liz, you know me. I’m building a brand. I want people to know me. And yeah, I have money, but so what? I should be able to dress however I want.” 
 
    “Maybe not the shirt?” 
 
    “But I love the shirt.” 
 
    “I hate it,” she said. With those three words, she unlocked something as she told him the truth. “I absolutely hate that T-shirt. You look ridiculous in it.” 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “Throw it away,” she ordered. 
 
    His face relaxed, he pulled it off, and he walked over to the garbage can. Elizabeth waited for some burst of guilt to run through her body as he threw it down into the trash, but she couldn’t help herself. “Take out the garbage.” 
 
    He obeyed instantly and automatically, pulling out the bag, tying it shut, and walking it out to the garbage can. 
 
    He came back, still shirtless a few minutes later. 
 
    In that time, Elizabeth considered what she might do with him. When she set her eyes on him again, she immediately knew what he had in mind. He would put on another ratty, garbage-piece of clothing. 
 
    His brand? What a pretentious load of crap. Seriously, he had a few fans online, but it wasn’t like the people of Crystal Canyon recognized him on the street. 
 
    For once, Elizabeth decided she wasn’t going to be embarrassed by her husband. 
 
    “Go take a shower, shave, then come back here and put on some real clothes. Put on your nice shoes, black trousers, and the white polo shirt I bought you for your birthday.” The orders tumbled from her mouth. It was like scratching an itch. For years, she wanted to say something like this, and now she had the chance. 
 
    He walked back toward the bathroom, closed the door, and she heard the water come on moments later. 
 
    This was happening. It was really happening! 
 
      
 
    Elizabeth needed to stop. Again and again, she tried to get up, walk to the bathroom, open the door, and tell him that he didn’t really have to shave. Yeah, his stubble was annoying and scratchy, especially when they kissed, but it wasn’t a big deal. Was it? 
 
    Besides, he might like being clean shaven. Sure, he would still have that annoyingly long hair, but Elizabeth could get over it, couldn’t she? 
 
    She promised herself this would be the last time. 
 
    Then he stepped out of the bedroom, and he looked at her. When their eyes met, she couldn’t help but grin. Her lips twitched up, and her mouth opened just enough to reveal the whites of her teeth. She threw herself at him, wrapping her arms around his chest. 
 
    “You made me do this,” he said, turning those words into an accusation. 
 
    “You look so much better,” she said. “Now get in the car. It’s time for us to go get some breakfast.” 
 
    Elizabeth decided to be kind, so she allowed him to drive. Still, there was something ridiculously satisfying about knowing she could tell him to pull over, get out, and switch spots with her. Then she could drive his precious Mustang if she really felt like it. 
 
    But no, she allowed him the simple pleasure of pretending to be in control. 
 
    At the restaurant, they ordered, and she looked across the table at him. He was studying her, his expression focused and intent. 
 
    “What is it, Garrett?” 
 
    “Something is going on, isn’t it?” 
 
    Elizabeth pursed her lips, mostly because she didn’t know what to say; she and her friends never came up with any kind of explanation for the boys. 
 
    “What makes you say that?” 
 
    “Look at me. I look like some business drone.” 
 
    A spike of anger shot through her, but she suppressed the urge to tell him to be quiet. Instead, she said, “Garrett, you look really nice. There’s nothing wrong with that.” 
 
    “This shirt? These pants?” 
 
    “What’s wrong with them?” 
 
    “This isn’t how I want to dress.” 
 
    “No, you want to dress like someone who doesn’t care about his appearance. You want to look dirty and ripped-up.” Elizabeth sounded oddly proper and prim, yet she couldn’t suppress the urge as she stared across at her husband. 
 
    “Give me your hands,” she said next without realizing those words were a command. Automatically and reflexively, he reached across the table and rested his knuckles against her fingertips. She gave him a reassuring squeeze. “This is good for you, Garrett.” 
 
    “Did you do something to me? Did you drug me?” 
 
    “No,” she said before leaning back. “But this is obviously good for you.” 
 
    “I’m not a drone. I’m not someone who has to do what everyone else does.” 
 
    She reached up and massaged the bridge of her nose. Normally, she would have allowed a comment like that to pass, but she wasn’t interested in her husband’s theatrics today, especially when he was so obviously wrong. 
 
    For the first time, she confronted and corrected her husband, “Garrett, that’s exactly what you do.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Just stop and think about it. You dress like all of your idols. You’re not being original. You not being clever, creative, or unique. This is you copying other people. And guess what? Pretty much nothing is going to be entirely original? You don’t demonstrate who you are by refusing to put on a new shirt.” 
 
    His lips hardened into a line as he stared right back at her. “I don’t think I want to eat with you,” he said, coming off as petulant and silly. 
 
    “Sit down,” she said just as he rose to his feet. 
 
    He dropped back into his chair. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. 
 
    Good boy. The phrase echoed in her head. It sounded so demeaning, so humiliating. 
 
    Judging by the blush running across his cheeks, he knew it too. 
 
    “This isn’t fair,” he complained. 
 
    “Be quiet,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    When their food arrived, she told him to eat, and he obeyed. As they enjoyed their breakfast, Elizabeth wondered about something: was she supposed to feel guilty? 
 
    Then again, she considered how so much of modern sexism revolved around female guilt. Women were expected to do too much. They had to be ideal mothers, lovers, friends, wives, sisters, and so much more. Even at work, women could end up with the emotional labor. 
 
    Elizabeth had been an engineer, which meant it was her job to parse data and complete analyses. But whenever there was a holiday, she somehow got “volunteered” to organize the potlucks. Her boss always told her to organize the birthday parties too. Before her, another woman had to do it. 
 
    Never the men. 
 
    All of this put her at a disadvantage, not to mention the completely illegal sexual harassment that her company just sort of ignored. And why wouldn’t they? One little lawsuit wouldn’t change anything. 
 
    As Elizabeth considered all of those, she wondered if maybe the universe had decided to change things. Perhaps males had been given enough time, so now women could take charge. Yeah, she liked that idea. She liked it a lot. 
 
    Before she realized what she was saying, she glanced up at her husband and told him, “We are getting you a haircut.” 
 
    His lips parted, and he stared at her. 
 
    “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” he said. 
 
    “Why not?” Her voice dripped with tart acid. 
 
    “Don’t you like running her fingers through my hair?” 
 
    She did. Sometimes. But right then, she wanted him to have a real haircut. 
 
    “When I see your long hair, it makes me think of how much you have enjoyed acting like some spoiled brat. Maybe I’ll let you grow it out later. Maybe.” 
 
    His lips parted, and he looked around. 
 
    In this café, everything seemed normal. Sure, several men seemed frustrated or oddly quiet. There were lots of women laughing and talking on their phones. Perhaps they were thinking about what to do with their newfound power. 
 
    But if he wanted to find help, Garrett had to have been sorely disappointed. 
 
    “I’m in charge,” she said. “And I’m making the decisions now for us.” 
 
    “Please, Elizabeth, don’t do this.” 
 
    “Finish your meal,” she instructed. 
 
    He obeyed. Of course, he obeyed. He didn’t have a choice. None of them did. 
 
      
 
    Again, she waited for the guilt. This time, she knew precisely what she wished to do. The plan formed behind her eyes as she contemplated a different future. She started to think through some of the variables. As a scientist and engineer, she enjoyed projection and hypotheses. 
 
    If males could no longer resist any order given by a female, they couldn’t be trusted as doctors, managers, or any sort of leader for that matter. Instead, the males would all have to be subordinate and supervised. They wouldn’t even be trusted with money, not when a woman could just walk up and say something like, “Hey, give your wallet.” 
 
    And he would do it! 
 
    Elizabeth found herself grinning at the prospect. 
 
    For so long, men had sensed their own physical superiority. They had reveled in it for literally thousands of years. But in this one city, that was no longer the case. The girls could take over at any point. 
 
    Elizabeth made a mental note; she needed to study this more. In particular, she was curious about whether or not this was affecting the children and teenagers. 
 
    Amused, she ran the tip of her tongue along her teeth as she remembered what it was like to be the middle sister with two brothers. They never had any problems stealing her stuff, teasing her, or even wrestling her down. And of course, they were always bigger than her. Even her little brother hit a growth spurt early on and suddenly outweighed her. 
 
    But what if she could have told him to get down on his knees? What if she could have made him kiss her feet or roll around on the floor like a dog? 
 
    Elizabeth probably wasn’t supposed to enjoy these fantasies so much, but she looked over at her husband, and suddenly she had the strange urge to punish him for all of it: getting bullied by her brothers, the sexual harassment at work, the low grade sexism that permeated so much of society… 
 
    Was it fair? No. Of course not. Did that matter? No way. 
 
    “Pay the bill and leave a generous tip,” she instructed when a female server dropped the check off. 
 
    He obeyed. 
 
    Elizabeth watched and marveled. 
 
    “I don’t think women are going to be the servers for much longer,” she said. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” she said. 
 
    He seemed to relax, and she realized she had phrased those words as an order. 
 
    Oh well. 
 
    Elizabeth shrugged, rose to her feet, and held out her hand. “Come along. Take my hand,” she ordered. 
 
    He obeyed again, rising, sliding his fingers between hers, and letting her lead him on like he was some sort of pet or child. 
 
    A wicked smile touched her lips as she guided him outside and down the street. 
 
    “Where’re we going?” Garrett asked after a few steps out in the warm sunshine. 
 
    “I think you already know,” she answered just as she glanced over at her husband. He looked so much better clean shaven. This felt more like the man she had fallen in love with back in college when he was ambitious and thought he could take on the world. 
 
    Obviously, that wouldn’t be happening. In fact, she wondered if maybe he should get a job. She had a friend who ran a small surveying company in Crystal Canyon. Wasn’t she looking for a secretary or a receptionist? 
 
    Elizabeth grinned and ran her tongue along her teeth once again. She couldn’t help it, not when this little spark of excitement ran through her body. But then, she decided she wouldn’t be that cruel to Garrett, especially since they didn’t need the money. 
 
    The money. His trust fund. 
 
    She would probably need him to contact a lawyer about that. A fresh smile tugged at the corners of her mouth, “Tell me you don’t mind signing over your monthly payments to my account.” 
 
    “I don’t mind signing over my monthly payments to your account,” he replied automatically. But then he blinked, jerked his head back toward her, and demanded, “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” she said, comfortable with the fact that she could drain his accounts of every cent. 
 
    Clearly, she had to do this for his own good. And if he disagreed? So what? She could tell him to agree. 
 
    Somehow, he seemed less worried about the money than their destination because they came to a stop in front of another storefront. “No,” he stated emphatically. 
 
    Elizabeth reached out, cupped his cheeks and the palms of her hands, and she said, “This isn’t a debate, Garrett. This is going to be good for you. I’ve decided that you have spent way too much time making noise in the back room. It’s time for you to act like an adult. The first step was dressing like a mature man with nice clothes. The next step is going to be getting a haircut.” 
 
    He gave a frantic shake of his head. 
 
    “Please, listen to me…” Garrett said. 
 
    She placed her hands on her hips and looked at him. He blinked, perhaps surprised because she really would give him an opportunity. “Go on.” 
 
    He licked his lips and considered this. He opened his mouth, and she smiled because she knew exactly what he wanted to say at first. He would probably snarl or insult her. Maybe he would call her a bitch for trying to control him like this. But then something dawned on him: an attack obviously wouldn’t work. 
 
    Elizabeth had complete control over the situation—over him—so he had to be delicate and polite. Essentially, he had to deal with her the way women had dealt with men for centuries. 
 
    “Okay,” he whispered before raising his gaze and looking into her eyes. “Please, let me have this? Come on. I’m dressed up just the way you want.” She was about to dismiss him, but he continued. “I love you, and I want to be a good husband for you, but this isn’t fair. I need to be my own man.” 
 
    That was it; he needed to “be his own man”. 
 
    Elizabeth smiled at him, and his face relaxed because he thought he understood what she was thinking and what she would say next. She reached up, touched her fingertips to the corners of his face, and she leaned in. “I love you so much, and that’s why I’m going to do what’s best for you,” she said. 
 
    Garrett didn’t understand, not yet. 
 
    “I’m going to get you a really nice haircut. You’re going to look so handsome and professional. People will see you, and know that I take really good care of my husband.” 
 
    “But you aren’t supposed to take care of me.” 
 
    “That’s kind of the funny part about sexism, you know? Even in relationships, women get the short end of the stick. Just look at Joslin. You know what she said last week? She saw you, and she asked me why I let you dress like a hobo.” 
 
    His lips parted, and his mouth probably went dry as he stared at her. 
 
    “People see you, and they assume I’m responsible for you because I’m your wife. That’s not fair, but it’s just one more layer of sexism. If you look good, it’s because of the choices you made. If there’s something wrong, it’s because I’m not taking care of you. What kind of double standard is that?” She gave an irritated shake of her head. “Now be quiet.” 
 
    With that casual order, she effectively muzzled her husband, and he knew it. His eyes widened, and he actually squeezed her shoulders. 
 
    “Just relax. This won’t be so bad.” 
 
    He didn’t look convinced. 
 
    “Don’t tell anyone here that you don’t want your hair cut. Just be quiet and let me talk for you. Now come with me.” With a newfound confidence, she took him by the hand, squeezed his fingers, and brought him inside. 
 
      
 
    The moment he stepped across the threshold, Garrett picked up on the strange aromas of hair care products. 
 
    Panic clawed at the inside of his chest, but his wife held his hand, tightened her grip, and guided him over to the small receptionist’s desk at the front. A girl with blonde hair, black glasses, and a dark gray turtleneck stood and said, “Hello. What can I do for you?” 
 
    “My husband here would like a haircut. It’s way too long.” 
 
    “Okay. If you’d like to wait here, I can—” 
 
    “Actually, can I talk to your stylist first?” 
 
    The woman seemed surprised, so she glanced over at Garrett, but he only stood there. Like some boy incapable of making his own decisions, he said nothing. On the inside, he probably thrashed against her influence over him, yet it hardly mattered. 
 
    Since Garrett said nothing, the receptionist smiled and walked over to one of the stations. She came back after just a few seconds with another woman. “Garrett, go sit down and remember to be quiet,” Elizabeth whispered to him. 
 
    His feet moved on their own, and he struggled as hard as he could. With every step, he tried to take control, but he sat down instead. 
 
    Then he turned around and looked over. Elizabeth and the receptionist didn’t raise their voices. The matter how hard he strained, he couldn’t pick up on the sounds of their conversation, but he saw his wife point back to him. She smiled and waved. Then she said something else to the stylist. 
 
    This was ridiculous, he thought. 
 
    He told himself to sit up. He told himself to rise from that seat or say something. He wanted to shout, to make a noise. 
 
    But she told him to be quiet. She told him to sit. 
 
    Like a dog or a well-trained animal, he remained right where she put him, and he just couldn’t break her hold. 
 
    What was wrong with him? How had she drugged him? 
 
    But then Garrett glanced over at several other chairs. He expected to see women getting pampered. Instead, there were other men like him. They were getting shaved or having their hair cut. Did they look frustrated? 
 
    Yes. Definitely. 
 
    He wasn’t the only one… 
 
    Garrett wished this information could help him. If anything, it only proved that the women of Crystal Canyon had somehow taken control. He doubted it had been done intentionally or on purpose. So what then? 
 
    He had no idea, but the stylist came back. She looked down at him for a moment, almost as though she expected him to say something. When he remained quiet, she grabbed the haircutting cape, swung it around his body, and pulled the clasps tight around his neck. 
 
    He looked back up at her, but she turned him around so he faced to the mirror. 
 
    “Your wife tells me you want it nice and short,” she said. 
 
    It wasn’t a command; those words didn’t free him. 
 
    “I guess you want to look like something of a businessman?” 
 
    He still couldn’t answer. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. 
 
      
 
    She started with scissors. When she picked them up, his mouth turned dry. His tongue moved, but he still couldn’t force his vocal cords to vibrate; he couldn’t make a sound. 
 
    The stylist ran her fingers through his hair, she grabbed up a clump of the dark brown strands and held them tight. She pulled the hair taut before opening the scissors. He heard the blades slide against one another. 
 
    Then she started cutting. 
 
    He was trapped in the chair, locked in place by a single command. 
 
    He may as well have been strapped down. He may as well have experienced the snug pressure of straps around his wrists, ankles, legs, torso, throat and forehead. 
 
    But that would have been too honest. Instead, he sat there as he heard the snip, snip, snip and felt the lightness as his hair dropped away to the floor in lank clumps. It’d taken him years to grow out his mane just the way he liked it. 
 
    She worked, and he had to close his eyes. He didn’t want to see it. He needed to zone out and pretend he escaped to some other place or time when he could make his own decisions and rule his own destiny. 
 
      
 
    The stylist ran her comb through his hair and wiped him down with a towel to get some of the rogue strands off of his face. 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    He opened his eyes and immediately saw Elizabeth in his peripheral vision. He realized the stylist wasn’t even talking to him anymore. Instead, she accepted the fact that the wife made the decisions here. This boy’s opinion really didn’t matter. 
 
    “Perfect,” she said. 
 
    He kept his eyes down, but Elizabeth wouldn’t allow him to hide from the truth. She grabbed him by his chin, pushed her fingers up against his jaw, and aimed his face right at the big mirror in front of him. 
 
    He still kept his eyes aimed at the floor until she whispered into his ear, “Look.” 
 
    Just like that, his gaze lifted, and he saw himself. 
 
    Only that morning, he woke up with long, shaggy hair, stubble on his face, and he could wear whatever he wanted. He could look like a real man. 
 
    But now, his face was smooth, his hair was short, and he looked like some respectable accountant or manager at a bank. In his collared shirt and black slacks, he didn’t feel like a rebel. 
 
    “Perfect,” she said. “Now I’m going to take you home and give you your reward.” 
 
    She made him pay for his haircut, took him back outside, and that’s when he realized he could speak. He didn’t understand why the command faded now, but he growled at her, “This is totally unacceptable, Elizabeth. You can’t control me!” 
 
    “Tell me I can control you.” 
 
    “You can control me,” he stated blankly. 
 
    He wanted to say more, but she stepped right up to him, brushed her fingers through his shortened hair, and she giggled. “I like how it feels,” she said. “And yes, you’re going to stay properly groomed from now on.” 
 
    “You make me sound like I’m some dog!” 
 
    “Well, that’s how you’ve been acting.” 
 
    “You won’t get away with this.” 
 
    “You see that woman over there?” Elizabeth pointed toward the other side of the street. This girl looked like she was probably in college, she had her phone out, although she glanced down the street from time to time. She was probably waiting for some of her friends. 
 
    “What about her?” 
 
    “Go over there and tell her you love belonging to your wife. Tell her that you think men are supposed to be completely obedient to the women in their lives.” 
 
    He didn’t get to question her; he didn’t even get to beg. 
 
    Garrett immediately made his way across the street. Fortunately, there wasn’t any traffic at the moment. 
 
    Then he found himself standing in front of this young woman. She seemed like she was probably eighteen or nineteen, probably one of the rarer college girls in Crystal Canyon. 
 
    When she saw him approach, she grinned. No, she didn’t know him, but the younger males in the city succumbed first. For whatever reason, the teenage boys and male college students found themselves at the females’ mercy first, so this girl was already used to seeing guys humiliate themselves. 
 
    “Hello,” she said cheerfully. Before everything changed, this girl probably would have gotten nervous. So many young women knew how dangerous the world could be. They didn’t want to go out after dark. And even if they got attacked, so many people would have instinctively blamed the girls themselves…It had all been so unfair. 
 
    But that was over now because she grinned and asked, “Can I help you with something, young man?” 
 
    Young man. She used those words like a taunt, denigrating his position. Theoretically, that phrase should have been perfectly polite, but there was something about her tone, the smile on her face, and the glint in her eyes. As far she was concerned “young man” meant he had to be her inferior and always would be… 
 
    Elizabeth’s command took over, so he said, “I belong to my wife. I believe men are supposed to be obedient to the women in their lives.” 
 
    There. He said it. 
 
    Suddenly, he blinked, and he realized he was free once again. 
 
    The girl grinned at him. 
 
    Garrett glanced down the street, then back at his wife. A plan formed behind his eyes: it was simple and childish, but it could work. If he had to obey when they spoke, maybe he just needed to block out the sounds of their voices. He could bring his hands up to his ears, run down the street, and sprint away. He could get out of Crystal Canyon, and figure out some way to break their hold on him. 
 
    Just as he took a step away from this girl, she asked, “Where are you going?” She sounded concerned. “Your wife is back over there.” 
 
    “I’m not going to let her control me,” he said. 
 
    This random college girl didn’t know him. She had no reason to interfere, but women could be loyal to one another, especially when she said, “You don’t want her to worry about you.” 
 
    “I—” he started, but she interrupted. “Go back to your wife. Oh, and tell her that you were a bad boy who tried to run off.” 
 
    Just like that, she sealed his fate. 
 
    Garrett obediently walked back across the street. He returned to Elizabeth and said, “I was a bad boy who tried to run off.” 
 
    Elizabeth raised her arm and waved at the girl, “Thank you!” She may as well have been thanking this stranger for returning her property. Then she turned back to Garrett, “Let’s get you home.” 
 
      
 
    As Elizabeth drove them back home, she gripped the steering wheel and stared straight ahead. At first, Garrett didn’t notice, but then he started to pick up on something about the way her jaw was set and the rigid tension in her shoulders. 
 
    “Elizabeth?” 
 
    “No,” she said. 
 
    That did it. 
 
    She was pissed. 
 
    But why? 
 
    She glanced over at him when they pulled up to a stop light. “You tried to run off,” she stated. “And for that, going to have to punish you. But how? What should I do with you?” She sounded genuinely curious. 
 
    One possibility popped into his head, but he remained silent. 
 
    Elizabeth was his wife, she knew him, and she could tell when he wanted to keep something from her. “Tell me what you’re thinking.” 
 
    No! 
 
    That instinct roared through his skull, but it hardly mattered because she was a woman and had given him a command. As such, he had to obey. The equation guiding his behavior remained irrefutable. 
 
    “I’m thinking about how you shouldn’t strip me naked, bend me over your knee, and spank me.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s an excellent idea,” she said as she reached out and patted him on the head. “Let’s do that before I have sex with you.” 
 
      
 
    Sex? 
 
    Elizabeth hadn’t planned that comment, but it was out there now. And the more she thought about it, the more she hungered for her husband. Up until now, she almost viewed sex as a chore. Yes, she loved being with her husband, and she enjoyed the intimacy of being with him, but she lacked his libido. She never really understood how he could get petulant or frustrated if they went too long without having sex. 
 
    But now, this fresh yearning swept through her, and she started to understand why. For so long, men had been in control. They felt big, strong, powerful, and all of this fueled their sex drives. 
 
    Okay, she thought. She could get used to this. 
 
    Just a few minutes later, she parked in their driveway, walked up the steps, and turned back to the car. “Follow me,” she called out, and her husband obeyed. 
 
    She took his hand and brought him back into the living room. Once there, she faced him and looked right into his eyes, “Garrett, what was your mistake?” 
 
    “I didn’t make any mistakes,” he grunted back. 
 
    “Yes, you did,” she corrected him. “You messed up. How?” 
 
    “I should have every right to leave if I want to. I’m my own man!” 
 
    “Sweet, silly boy. No, you aren’t. And that’s why you’re going to get down on your knees and tell me you’re sorry for trying to run off.” She phrased her words as a prediction, not a command, so he didn’t have to obey. 
 
    “I’m going to spank you. Your behavior now will determine how bad it will get,” she said. 
 
    With a grimace, he bit down, clenched his jaw, and slowly fell to his knees. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said. 
 
    “Not good enough,” she chided. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” Something inside of him stiffened, “I’m sorry I ever let myself listen to you. I’m sorry I didn’t get away.” 
 
    “Oh, you’re going to get it now,” she promised. “Get naked. Now.” 
 
    He pulled off his nice polo shirt, the clean undershirt, his trousers, shoes, socks, belt and pants. He stripped off each layer until he kneeled before her with his naked body on display. 
 
    “You like this,” she said, which deflated some of her anger. 
 
    “What? No, I don’t!” 
 
    Elizabeth sauntered over to him, crouched down, and reached for his crotch. “You can’t lie to me, Garrett. You’re turned on. That’s why you’re hard.” 
 
    He opened his mouth just a tiny bit. His eyes shined with frustration. 
 
    “It’s okay. There’s nothing wrong with secretly wanting to be a slave.” This went against everything she had promised her friends, but Elizabeth couldn’t worry about that now, not when this felt so good! 
 
    “I’m not a slave,” he said. 
 
    “Get across my lap and tell me you’re a slave.” 
 
    “I’m a slave.” 
 
    Boys all across Crystal Canyon would face treatment just like this. Elizabeth couldn’t imagine any other scenario, not when the females of this city now had complete control. 
 
    Her husband got across her lap, she grabbed his ass, and then she spanked him. She brought her hand down hard. She made sure it stung. Hot splashes of pain ran beneath his skin as his flesh turned a shade of pink. Then red. She didn’t stop. 
 
    Before long, her lungs ached, her heart pounded, and she grinned ferociously. 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m sorry I haven’t been a better husband. I’m sorry I messed up. Please, I don’t need to be spanked any more.” 
 
    “Are you going to try to run off again?” 
 
    “No…” 
 
    “No. Don’t run off. Don’t try to escape. You belong to me.” She grinned. “If anyone asks, tell them you belong to me.” Just like that, she programmed her husband and made sure he would always obey her. “Now get on the floor. Spread your arms and legs and don’t move while I ride you, slave boy.” 
 
    He followed her commands. Even if his backside bristled, he had no choice. He fell to the carpet, spread his arms and legs, and stayed there on his back. Just like at the salon, he rediscovered what it felt like to be powerless. 
 
    His wife grinned to down at him. She lifted her skirt, pulled down her panties slowly, and marveled at her authority over this boy. She leaned down, kissed him, and slowly took the tip of his shaft in one hand before sliding herself down along his length. She took him inch by inch. She claimed him. As the walls of her slit tightened around his shaft, she said, “Don’t come.” 
 
    Just like that, the reflex was stolen away. 
 
    To see if he could and because he felt like he had to rebel, Garrett tried to force the orgasm through his body. He tried to clench down and to get his body to pulsate with his orgasm. But the climax didn’t arrive. No matter how hard he tried, his body didn’t respond. 
 
    She slid herself up, then down. She rode him gently, working her tight slit against his cock. Simultaneously, her hair fell forward, she closed her eyes, and she found herself speaking. “I’m going to train you, Garrett. I’m going to make sure you are a perfectly obedient boy for me. You won’t think about anything other than serving me. This is your life now.” 
 
    He tried to say something, but she leaned down and kissed him. Ferociously, she pushed her mouth against his. At the same time, she slid her sex along his shaft. She took him. 
 
    With his arms and legs spread and held down by the power of her authority, he had to take it. The sensations raced through his body because he couldn’t stop them. 
 
    A small orgasm rippled through her body. Then a bigger one. 
 
    She started to ride him faster now. She pulled herself up, straightened her back, and practically bounced as she rode his manhood. “This is how you get used because this is who you are now!” 
 
    She meant to say more, but the words fractured behind her eyes as she panted, moaned, and gasped from breath to breath. 
 
    When she gave him permission to climax, she only did it for one reason: to demonstrate her control. Fresh passion burned through her body because she controlled his body, every inch. 
 
    “Come for me!” 
 
    His shaft pulsated, his eyes widened, and he gasped out, “Thank you!” Maybe he didn’t really mean to say those words, but they flew from his mouth anyway. 
 
    When she finished, she cuddled up against his arms and used him like a giant pillow as they both rested on the living room floor and contemplated their future. 
 
      
 
    To be continued… 
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 Colin and Mary 
 
    Part 3 
 
      
 
    Mary smiled to herself as she climbed the steps up their porch. Since she wasn’t quite ready to see her husband, she sat down on the small bench outside and watched the rest of the street. Cars drove by occasionally, warm air wafted by on the breeze, and she waved at the neighbor walking her dog. 
 
    A strange thought occurred to her. If boys really could be controlled in Crystal Canyon, did that mean some of them would end up on leashes? Would some of them start wearing collars? 
 
    No way. 
 
    It was a silly idea, she thought. It would never actually happen. 
 
    As far as Mary was concerned, the women of Crystal Canyon would rise to this challenge. Sure, the temptation to take over would be quite powerful, but they could resist. Besides, the men would need their help, especially once they realized that they were helpless. 
 
    Oh, and that even assumed all of the men would succumb to this chemical, virus, mutation, or whatever else it turned out to be. 
 
    Contented, Mary got up and headed inside. She dropped her purse on the nightstand by the door along with her keys. But then she glanced up and saw the floor. Little pieces of dried and broken leaves, some dirt, and maybe a few crusts of dried mud were still there on the carpet. 
 
    Colin. 
 
    She loved her husband, but she felt her shoulders slacken because he was supposed to vacuum while she went out with her friends. Granted, that sounded pretty unfair, only she always did the cleaning. Always. She knew this wasn’t fair, and she asked Colin to help her. 
 
    What did he say? “Sure, babe. Happy to help!” Each and every time. 
 
    Mary hated feeling like the jerk who kept whining at her husband, especially when vacuuming wasn’t a big deal. Doing the laundry, cleaning the bathrooms, and taking out the garbage didn’t take much effort either, but when she was responsible for keeping their home clean, it added up. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, she tried to find some of the same contentment she enjoyed out on the porch, but she headed toward the kitchen and saw the sink full of dishes. There was another broken promise. 
 
    Mary marched down the hallway and soon found herself at the door to his “office”. When they first moved in, he said he wanted this space for personal projects. What he really meant was that he needed a game room where he could spend most of his time leading pretend armies in digital wars. 
 
    Despite the irritation coursing through her body, she knocked because Mary was polite, and she always tried to follow the rules. 
 
    “Come in,” she heard his distracted voice. 
 
    When she stepped into his play space, she couldn’t help but roll her eyes. As far as her friends were concerned, Colin was a great guy. And when he tried, he was something special, but now he sat there with his back straight, one hand on the mouse, the other on the keyboard as he entered complicated commands and dealt with esoteric strategies. 
 
    “Colin, we need to talk.” 
 
    “In a second,” he said with the temerity to sound annoyed. 
 
    She ignored him, “You promised me you would clean up while I was gone.” 
 
    “Seriously, I’m in a really pivotal moment,” he snapped back. 
 
    “Colin, I’m talking to you. This is important.” 
 
    “It’s not as important as this,” he said with a laugh. 
 
    “Colin, look at me,” she snapped. 
 
    Suddenly, he turned away from the screen. He rotated his chair, and he seemed confused for a second. But then he shook it off, spun again, grabbed the mouse, and started typing in another set of commands. “Damn it,” he complained. “I just lost a battalion because of you!” 
 
    Mary couldn’t believe this was happening. 
 
    Not only had she given him the command and forced to obey, it hadn’t made any difference. 
 
    If he really wanted to ignore her and behave like a jerk, then fine. She could be a jerk too. “Colin, turn your game off right now.” 
 
    His hand jumped away from the mouse, he pushed a button on the computer tower, and suddenly the lights went dark. The monitor flashed, only to be replaced by the screen saver image. 
 
    “What just happened?” 
 
    She ignored him. Instead, she nibbled on her bottom lip for a few seconds. Then she asked, “Are you going to keep your promise and go clean up the house the way you said you would?” 
 
    “Look, I need to get back to that game. It was really important.” 
 
    “No, it was a game. And it’s over now.” 
 
    “I can still rejoin. I’m sure the server is still—” 
 
    Mary wasn’t the kind of girl to interrupt, not normally, but she couldn’t take this. Seriously, who did her husband think he was? Why did he assume she would cook, clean, and take care of everything for him? This was complete trash, and she didn’t have to put up with it anymore! 
 
    “Go vacuum the living room. Right now,” she snapped. 
 
    He rose to his feet, walked out of his game room, and the vacuum came on just a few seconds later. 
 
      
 
    Mary fell down in his chair. The soft leather hugged her contours as she leaned her head against her knuckles. After a few seconds, she ran her fingers through her thick, black hair. She closed her eyes, stretched her hands, and wondered how she could succumb so quickly. 
 
    She pulled out her phone and glanced down at the clock. Yeah, she barely made it two hours before breaking her promise to her friends. 
 
    But as she listened to the rhythmic pull and push of the vacuum across the living room floor, she couldn’t help but smile. He was doing it. Finally. He was actually doing what he promised. 
 
    And all it took was for Mary to utter a couple of words. 
 
    After the vacuum stopped, she got up and nearly bumped into her husband in the hallway as he tried to rush back toward his game room. “Where are you going?” 
 
    “I’ve got to get back into it,” he said. 
 
    “No, you really don’t,” she replied.  
 
    “Fine. I just want to play. Okay? Is that such a big deal?” 
 
    If she had experienced any guilt before, his question annihilated it with just a few syllables. “Colin, can we talk? This is important.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure. Whatever. Can we do a later?” 
 
    “This is important to me.” 
 
    He put his hands on her shoulders, looked into her eyes, and nudged her to the side before he practically ran back toward his computer. 
 
    “Stop,” she shouted. Yes, her voice rose and boomed against the walls of their hallway. 
 
    He froze, locked in place like a statue or a mannequin. 
 
    “Come here,” she said as he turned around and marched to the spot right in front of her. 
 
    Once he regained control, he said, “What’s going on here? I need to get back to my computer.” 
 
    She didn’t like how he was taller than her by several inches. Under normal circumstances, this intimidated her far more than she liked to think about or admit. That’s why she ran her teeth along her bottom lip, glared at him, and said, “Get on your knees.” 
 
    A flutter of joy ran through her chest as she spoke those words. She knew she should have been honest with herself. She needed to keep her word to her friends. After all, this was wrong. Just because she had the ability to control her husband, that didn’t give her the right to do so. 
 
    But he lowered himself down beneath her, and she tilted her chin in his direction. She liked seeing him on his knees, especially because he was flustered and embarrassed. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Colin? You don’t like it on your knees?” 
 
    “Let me up,” he said. 
 
    “Um…” Mary pretended to think about it, “No. I don’t think so.” 
 
    Clearly, he kept sending signals down his spine and into his legs. His brain sent off those impulses, and leaping to his feet should have been so easy and simple, but he couldn’t do it. No matter how hard he worked at it, his body stubbornly refused to cooperate. 
 
    “You look good on your knees,” she told him as she ran her fingers down the side of his head, along his cheek, all the way to his neck. 
 
    At some other place or time, the soft caresses would have felt wonderful along his vulnerable skin. But now, she said, “Be quiet and stay on the floor. I want to see if you did a good job with the vacuuming.” 
 
    His lips moved, but he remained utterly silent. His hands reached for his throat, like he expected to find some problem with his vocal cords or along his neck. But no, everything seemed normal enough. 
 
    He was the same man he had always been, only now he had to do whatever his wife told him. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said with a little chuckle as she sauntered into the living room. She looked around. 
 
    “You vacuumed the living room,” she stated plainly enough, “But you did a terrible job. Do it again. Only this time, I want you to vacuum underneath the furniture.” 
 
    Suddenly, he jumped to his feet. He walked over to the vacuum, lifted it to the corridor, and plugged it in for a second time that day. Then he moved their couch, swinging it out so he could access the carpet beneath. 
 
    With her arms crossed, she watched him work. 
 
    Obviously, seeing someone vacuum couldn’t be very entertaining. Although she enjoyed the look of frustrated chagrin on his face, she nonetheless decided to relax. She plopped down onto the couch, took out her phone, and opened a text message. At first, she thought of contacting her friends. 
 
    Perhaps it was time to confess? At the very least, she could discuss the situation with them. Because as her husband started to vacuum, she knew this was wrong. 
 
    Closing her eyes, she leaned back on the couch and savored her spot on those squishy cushions. 
 
    By allowing her thoughts to drift, she considered the different locations of what had transpired. Her husband had to do whatever she said. Did that give her the right to control him? For a second, she grinned. One might argue that she had an obligation to control him. After all, if she didn’t dictate her husband’s behaviors, then someone else might. 
 
    But this was just a rationalization, and she knew it. 
 
    “I’m done,” he said, his face flushed. 
 
    “You haven’t moved the couch back,” she said without moving. 
 
    “Do I have to?” 
 
    “If you ever want to get back your game, you will,” she said. “Assuming I don’t give you some other reward instead.” 
 
    A reward… 
 
    Actually, that assuaged her guilt. If she rewarded him for his chores, then she wasn’t really controlling him (even if he lacked the ability to stop himself from following her orders). 
 
    “Fine,” he snapped. Then he looked at her. 
 
    “What are you waiting for?” She batted her eyes innocently. 
 
    “You have to move off of the couch,” he explained with a grumble. 
 
    “No, I don’t think I do. You know what to do, Colin.” When she used his name, she spoke down to him. Careful, she avoided making this a command because she wanted to see her boy obey on his own. It was much better if she didn’t have to order him to do every little thing. 
 
    His nostrils twitched again, and his bottom lip curled, yet he had no choice. He bowed down, grabbed the underside of the couch, lifted it, and swung it back with his wife right there on it. As the living room seemed to rotate around her, she couldn’t help but grin. She felt a little bit like some ancient princess, a girl who could be carried around by a quartet of obedient slaves. 
 
    …But slavery was wrong. 
 
    And yet, could this be some extrapolation of nature? Maybe this was the next stage of evolution? Women ruled, and men obeyed. 
 
    The thought excited her. It felt like electric spark of arousal. 
 
    No, that’s not what was happening here, her conscience told her. She shouldn’t take advantage of her husband; she shouldn’t take advantage of the situation. 
 
    And yet… 
 
    “Your reward,” she said. “Come here.” 
 
    He approached. Considering that she accidentally phrased that last suggestion as an order, he had no choice but to obey. 
 
    Once she had him before her, she glanced down at the carpet. It seemed clean enough, so she said, “Get back on your knees.” 
 
    “Please, just let me go,” he said, nearly whimpering. 
 
    “No,” she replied. “Not yet. Instead, I think you should be naked for this.” She tapped one finger against the side of her face. “Yeah, that sounds like a good idea.” Obviously, Mary was making this up as she went along. 
 
    He didn’t move. She hadn’t phrased those words as a direct order. He stared at her with big, uncomprehending eyes. “Look,” he said, “I know I haven’t been the best husband ever. I messed up a little bit, and I’m really sorry about that. But I can do better. I know I can.” 
 
    “Do you understand what’s going on in Crystal Canyon?” Mary asked her husband. 
 
    His brows creased. This seemed like a huge change of topic. 
 
    Mary decided he deserved to know the truth. “Basically, the boys of Crystal Canyon have to do whatever they’re told. There have been some secret videos going around online for a while, but I didn’t really understand it until now.” 
 
    “They do whatever they’re told?” He repeated the words like he couldn’t really accept them. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “If any boy hears an order from a woman or a girl, he has to do what she says.” 
 
    “That can’t be right, that’s crazy.” He couldn’t even summon up any real certainty. 
 
    “Lift your right hand and run your fingers through your hair.” 
 
    He raised his right hand and brushed his fingers through his hair. 
 
    “You see,” she said. “I can make you do whatever I want.” 
 
    “What you want,” he said. 
 
    “I really shouldn’t, but I think you still deserve that reward for doing the vacuuming.” 
 
    “No,” he said. “That’s okay. I don’t need a reward.” As far as he saw, a reward would justify her control over him, which may have been the point… 
 
    “Too late,” she said. “I’ve already decided.” 
 
    He still didn’t move. Instead, he glanced toward the door. 
 
    If he could get out there, then maybe he could escape. Perhaps he could escape his wife and her influence over him. 
 
    As he tried to run those calculations, she gave a quick shake of her head. “Nope.” Clearly, Mary could guess what he was thinking. “Colin, this is punishment. I think that it might be really good for us.” 
 
    “Good for us? How could it possibly be good for us if you can control me?” 
 
    “But I’ll show you,” she said with a smile. Her eyes brightened as she got ready to boss him around and force his obedience, “Stand up.” 
 
    He rose to his feet. 
 
    “Get naked,” she said and almost burst out giggling. She felt a little bit like a girl in middle school talking about boys for the first time. 
 
    Again, he obeyed her. There was no question. He pulled off his shirt, he shoes, socks, everything. Soon, he was down to his boxers, and she almost expected him to stop. At any moment, it would have seemed so normal or natural for this boy to finally regain control. Or maybe it had all been some kind of elaborate joke. 
 
    But no. It wasn’t. 
 
    Colin was soon naked. Better yet, she saw something else, something he probably would have wanted to hide from his wife. 
 
    His hardened shaft pointed upward. His erection made one thing very clear: he enjoyed this. 
 
    Unlike so many of her friends, Mary still felt pretty innocent and naïve in many ways. She had only ever been with one man: Colin. Unlike a girl like Joslin or maybe Sabrina, Mary never watched pornography, nor did she read any erotica. In fact, some of the steamier moments in major blockbusters could make her blush, bring her hands up over her eyes, and try to hide like some innocent schoolgirl. 
 
    Right away, Mary brought her hands up over her mouth. She closed her eyes for a second until she reminded herself that this was Colin. This was her husband, and she loved him very much. 
 
    As her confidence returned, she had to ask, “Does the idea of losing control to your wife turn you on?” She sounded very matter-of-fact as she asked. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Normally, she would have accepted that, but now she glanced up at him. “Are you telling me the truth?” 
 
    He didn’t answer. He couldn’t make eye contact either. 
 
    “Tell me the truth, Colin. Does the idea of me controlling you turn you on?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said in the mechanical tone so many boys used once they ceded their free will to the women in their lives. 
 
    “That’s amazing,” she said. “I wonder why?” She thought back to her high school biology class again. “Do you think this could be some kind of dictation? Like maybe this is what mother nature wants for all of us. Maybe we would be better off if men couldn’t make their own decisions.” 
 
    “No way! I have every right to control who I am and what I do.” 
 
    “But what if you messed up?” The more she thought about this, the more it started to make sense as the pieces fit together. “Just stop and think about it for a second. Give the idea a chance.” 
 
    If Colin hoped to say more, he couldn’t, not when she gave him orders. “Men don’t live as long as women. Yeah, this could be an entirely biological point, but I don’t think so. I mean, men don’t go to the doctor as often. They take stupid risks. Maybe evolution has decided that that men need to be controlled. Women live longer, so are obviously a good choice when it comes to taking control.” But then she shrugged. “I don’t really know. I just think it’s an interesting idea.” 
 
    When he could speak again, he glared up at her. “Just let me put my clothes back on.” 
 
    “Nope. Sorry. It’s time for you to get a reward.” She sat down, spread her legs, and told him to sit between her knees. 
 
    He clambered into position, lowering his buttocks down on the edge of the cushion. He didn’t know what was going to happen, not until she looped her arms around his waist. With one hand, she started to stroke his scrotum. With the other, she began to caress his shaft. 
 
    “What, what’re you doing?” 
 
    “You did such a good job vacuuming, I decided you deserve some petting.” 
 
    Petting. It made him sound like an animal! 
 
    “No,” he retorted. “That’s okay. You don’t have to do this. Come on. Please, stop!” 
 
    She giggled. “Do you remember, on our second date when you thought it was so funny that you could tickle me? Well, I guess it’s my turn to touch you all I want, and you can’t stop me, can you?” 
 
    His nostrils flared as his face twitched. Hot anger surged through him, so he tried to push himself away, but she commanded him, “Don’t move. Oh, and keep your hands at your sides.” 
 
    Just like that, she bound him. Yes, he could theoretically move; there weren’t any shackles around his wrists or ankles, yet it made no difference. 
 
    By her command, he had to stay in place. 
 
    Her fingers glided up and down his shaft. She gently caressed the soft spot beneath his scrotum. She cupped his balls and his shaft. Hot arousal coursed through her. It was twitched with embarrassment and shame. 
 
    Maybe Colin would never say it out loud, but he was a man, and so many men believed they should be able to take sex or demand it. The idea of getting touched and teased like this was an anathema! It was the opposite of everything he needed to believe about himself. 
 
    “Should I make you climax?” Mary asked. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Oh? Are you sure about that?” 
 
    “Please,” he said just as her fingers tightened around his circumference. “You’re going to make a mess.” He could hardly believe that was the excuse he gave, but it worked. 
 
    She pulled her hands away. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “But you know, I think it’s time for you to do some more chores.” 
 
    He stumbled off of the couch when he could move again. He spun around glared at her. 
 
    “Don’t do it,” he snarled. “Don’t you dare!” 
 
    “Colin,” she began with a big, bright and cheerful smile on her face, “Go into the kitchen and do the dishes. I’ll be over to inspect them in a little while.” 
 
    It only took those two sentences to bind him and force him to obey. 
 
      
 
    Moments later, she listened as the sink came on. He started scrubbing, washing each dish. "Oh, and I'm going to do an inspection when you’re done,” she called out. 
 
    Again, she looked down at her phone. Again, she experienced that little flutter of conscience deep within her psyche. 
 
    What was she supposed to do? 
 
    Seriously, she had this kind of power, and she had promised her friends not to use it. Forcing her husband to keep his word and do his chores? Did that qualify as an abuse of power? 
 
    “No,” she whispered. 
 
    Instead, she went online. She started watching videos. 
 
    In the first one, there was a boy. He looked like he was about eighteen. He wore a collar, a pink pair of panties, and he kneeled in front of the camera. 
 
    Behind the phone recording this, a girl giggled, “David, tell me about our arrangement.” 
 
    “My name is David, and I belong to my girlfriend now. She is my owner, my Goddess, and my Queen. I will do whatever she wants. I will obey her every command because I’m just a dumb boy, I can’t help myself.” As Mary listened, her brows creased because she started to wonder if maybe this was a bad idea. Maybe this boy didn’t deserve that kind of humiliation. And if some random girl started to control her boyfriend, wasn’t it a married responsibility to be better? 
 
    “That’s a good start,” said the girl behind the camera. “But we both know you deserve this. And why do deserve this again?” 
 
    David blushed. “I cheated on my girlfriend. I made the mistake of thinking I deserved someone better.” 
 
    “What do you deserve?” 
 
    “Enslavement,” he said. 
 
    “That’s right! Now, you did such a good job of massaging my feet, I think you should get the chance to lick them.” 
 
    The camera pivoted downward, so now Mary saw this young woman’s petite feet. They were actually really cute, especially with the bright pink nail polish. 
 
    The girl wiggled her toes, which caught the light before his head dipped down into the frame. 
 
    He lowered his face, she never commanded him to lick her toes, which meant he still had some choice in the matter. Raising his gaze upward, he looked past the camera and to his girlfriend. “Please, please don’t make me do this,” he begged. “I’ve already been a good boy for you. I’ve been whatever you wanted! Please, don’t make me lick your feet in front of everyone!” 
 
    “You know this is going online,” said the girl. “But don’t worry, David. Just a few hundred of my closest friends are going to get to see you on your hands and knees in those pink panties and with that adorable collar around your neck.” 
 
    As Mary watched, she waited for some surge of guilt to pass through her body. And yet, she experienced something else: desire. Passion. Arousal. Her body got hotter as she watched this young man. Simultaneously, she started to think of her husband and how it might feel to see him lower his head and run his tongue along her toes. Without realizing it, she started to wiggle her feet. 
 
    Intent on the screen in front of her, Mary watched. 
 
    “David, I might decide to punish you if you don’t hurry up. You wouldn’t like that, would you?” 
 
    “No…” 
 
    “Since you seem so eager to delay the inevitable, why don’t you tell the nice people out there how I punished you.” 
 
    “You tied me down, gagged me with your panties, and then you spanked me.” 
 
    “Did I spank you?” 
 
    “You used a hairbrush.” 
 
    “Yeah,” said the girl lightly, like the distinction hardly mattered. “But you know, I like to think about it more as a paddle. I gave you a paddling, not a spanking. There’s a difference.” She talked like a babysitter. 
 
    “Okay, I’m getting bored now. And I’m sure all of my viewers are getting bored too, so lick my toes. Lick then eagerly. Smile as you do it. Oh, and just for kicks, pant like a dog.” 
 
    Mary absorbed those words. She listened to each and every one. Certainly, the girl recording this had to be younger than her, yet Mary could feel some certainty tighten inside of her chest because this would be so good for Colin. 
 
    And he played all of his games and he clearly didn’t respect her. But what if she took over his life? What if she bossed him around, commanded him, and forced him to obey? Then he wouldn’t be able to deceive her. 
 
    Oh yes, that sounded so perfect. 
 
    The boy licked. Not only that, she said, “Smile. Smile for the camera.” 
 
    Despite the conflicting commands, he licked, then grinned up at the camera, licked some more, and smiled some more. He did exactly what she wanted. 
 
    “Oh, you look like such a cute himbo,” she said. 
 
    Himbo? 
 
    Mary had never heard the term before; she didn’t know what it meant. But then, she started to chuckle as she figured it out. Like a bimbo. But a boy! Oh, that was cute and clever. 
 
    “Tell everyone you like smiling for the camera.” 
 
    “I like smiling for the camera,” he said between swipes of his tongue along her petite toes. 
 
    “Well, everyone, this is what I’ve done with my boyfriend.” 
 
    The video stopped. 
 
    Mary dropped her phone to the side of the couch, she looked up toward the ceiling without really seeing it and considered her husband. Just then, he said, “I’m done.” 
 
      
 
    When Mary rolled off of the couch, she felt something new deep within her core: hunger. But this drive had nothing to do with food. She walked into the kitchen and saw her husband standing there in front of the empty sink. He was naked, and his shaft remained erect. He held his hands down in front of his groin, like he thought he might be able to hide his arousal. 
 
    Cute. 
 
    “Not bad,” she said as she picked up one cup. “I think you deserve another reward.” 
 
    “I don’t want you to touch me.” 
 
    “Then you can touch me,” she said. “Get on your hands and knees, crawl, and follow me.” 
 
    “Why do I have to crawl?” Colin asked once he was on all fours. He scurried after her as she sauntered out of the kitchen, down the hall, and all the way to her bedroom.  
 
    She glanced over at his game room and said, “You know, I think your games have been a really bad influence on you. They obviously distract you from what’s really important.” 
 
    “What’s that?” Collins voice dripped with angry sarcasm. 
 
    “Being a good husband,” she said without a hint of irony. 
 
    “I am a good husband!” 
 
    She answered with a slow shake of her head and a condescending wag of her finger. “No, you have been a jerk,” she said. “And that’s why I think it’s time for me to take control.” 
 
    He may have been on his knees right there in the middle of their bedroom, but he rolled his eyes and snorted with disdain. “Yeah, right. I don’t think so.” 
 
    She sat on the edge of the bed. She brought him in here, thinking she would reward him, but now she recalled a gift her sister gave her right before her wedding. That box still sat in the corner of the closet, unused and neglected for the first three years of their marriage. 
 
    “What? You don’t think I could do it?” 
 
    Colin looked right up at his wife, and he didn’t hide anything, not this time. “You? Yeah, right. You’re a nice girl, Mary. You’ll always be a nice girl. That means you can’t step on anyone’s toes. You can’t risk offending anyone.” 
 
    “You think I’m too weak to control you, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yeah. Pretty much,” he said. 
 
    Colin kept talking. He started to rant about how she couldn’t confront anyone, argue, or stand up for herself. As he unleashed that verbal barrage, she got up, walked over to her dresser, opened a drawer, and pulled out a pair of pink panties. In fact, they looked a lot like the shining one the boy in that video wore. 
 
    “Stop talking, open your mouth, and wait,” she ordered. 
 
    He obeyed. 
 
    With his teeth on display, she looked down into his eyes. Clearly, he wished he could say something. He probably had additional insults he wanted to unload on her, but she wasn’t going to give him the chance. 
 
    “Colin, I think you really are a dumb boy. Here you are, helpless before me, and you challenge me? I’m sure you’re upset that I’m going to take away your video games and make you into my servant boy, but that doesn’t mean you should try to provoke me.” With amused delight, she shook her head again. “No, you shouldn’t.” She addressed Colin like he really was just a dumb pet or an immature child. “But don’t worry. You’re going to be nice and quiet for me now.” She pushed the panties into his mouth. “Don’t let these fall out.” 
 
    Just like that, she muzzled her husband. 
 
    His eyes shined again, but she didn’t mind. She patted him on the head, leaned down, and kissed his cheek. Then she climbed back onto the bed. She grinned as she looked down along the length of her body. Her fingers moved down her chest, along her stomach, and all the way to the hem of her skirt, she couldn’t help but grin. 
 
    A wild sense of power, authority, and ability played just beneath the surface of her skin because she really could do whatever she wanted with him. 
 
    “When we first got together, you asked me if I liked it when you went down on me.” “I’m sorry, but I lied. I told you that I didn’t even when it felt really, really good. I was just too embarrassed,” she said with an amused shake of her head, probably because she couldn’t understand of those feelings any longer. 
 
    “Don’t worry. You’ll keep your panties in your mouth for now.” She grinned again and flashed her ferocious teeth. Then she lifted her skirt, pulled down her panties, and set them aside. “Climb up. Touch me.” 
 
    He scrambled to obey. He moved up onto the bed, he pressed his cheek down against her shoulder, and then his hand slid beneath her skirt. 
 
    He started touching her, gently stroking and massaging her slit. At the same time, she put her hands on her chest, and she started to play with her breasts. 
 
    Even through the fabric of her blouse and bra, her fingers deftly danced along the outline of her nipples. She gently pinched, and the extra fabric dulled the sensations, but his fingers sent jolts of arousal coursing along her body. Before long, she was damp. 
 
    “Finger me,” she ordered. Before all of this happened, Mary never would have believed that she would have the nerve to give such a brazen order. 
 
    Still, he obeyed. His fingers pushed down, one, then two more. He fingered her, gently stroking and caressing her. He played with her clit, which made her moan, tense up, arching her back and squirm with wonderful delight. The ecstasy pounded through her. 
 
    The orgasm reverberated through her body. 
 
    That was a good start, but she grinned down at him. “Do you want me to take the panties out of your mouth?” 
 
    He jerked his head down and up. Yes, he wanted that. He wanted that more than anything. 
 
    “Okay,” she said as she spread her legs, peeled back her skirt again, and put her hand on the back of his head. With her other hand, she pulled the panties from his mouth. “Ask nicely.” 
 
    His nostrils twitched. He knew how he was being used. More than that, he understood that his wife reveled in his newfound helplessness. Despite this, he gulped, licked his lips, and looked down toward her sex. “Please, can I go down on you?” 
 
    “Tell me you understand that this is only the start of your slavery.” 
 
    His eyes widened with shock, at least until his brain registered the authority of a woman telling him what to do. 
 
    “I understand this is the start of my slavery,” he agreed. 
 
    “Now lick me. Make me feel really good. Use your tongue. Go down on me, Colin,” I ordered. 
 
    If he tried to fight, he gave no sign of it. Instead, he looked at Mary for just a moment. Perhaps his eyes flickered with doubt, but that could have been her imagination. Ultimately, he surrendered. He dipped his head down, slid his tongue along her sex, and made her moan. 
 
    As his head bobbed down and up and as his tongue slid over her sex, she panted with ecstasy. She raised her back, her legs spread, and groaned with wild to joy. The desires pounded through her. She savored every moment. This was what she wanted; this was what she needed. “You’re going to do this for me every day,” she decided. “Every single day!” 
 
    Incandescent pleasure raced through her body. It felt so hot, like it might burn her from the inside out, but then she clenched her eyes shut, grabbed onto the back of his head, and pushed his face down deep between her legs. 
 
    With one primal scream, she let the explosion of desire pulse through her body. Everything came so fast. She clenched her eyes shut, saw fresh colors, and then it faded. 
 
    She let go of her husband, and he pulled away. He kneeled there, his lips damp from her excitement. All the while, his shaft remained hard. 
 
    “What did you think of serving me?” Mary asked. 
 
    “I hated it!” 
 
    He inhaled, it was obvious he meant to say something else. 
 
    Her husband probably intended to be defiant or rude, so she casually gave him an order, “Pick up the panties, ball them up, and put them back in your mouth.” 
 
    On some level, his psyche must have rebelled. In fact, he probably told himself he didn’t really have to do whatever she said, yet he reached down for the floor, grabbed his panties from before, and he balled them up. 
 
    “Wait,” she said. “Actually, grab my panties. The ones I was wearing.” 
 
    His eyes flickered again, but he obeyed. He balled them up. “Put them in your mouth,” she said. “And don’t you dare spit them out.” 
 
    For the second time that day, he was muzzled with her underwear. 
 
    Not only that, she ran her tongue along her bottom lip, and she made a decision. “I don’t think I’m done with you, Colin.” 
 
    He jerked his head up and peered into her face because he didn’t understand. She wasn’t done? How could she not be done? She had already teased and humiliated him. Not only that, she forced him to pleasure her! 
 
    “Lay down on your stomach, slave boy.” 
 
    Like so many other girls, including her friends, Mary naturally used that phrase. Slave boy. It fit like a key in a lock. It sounded right, and it felt good to utter those words. 
 
    Her husband climbed back onto the bed. She grabbed his arms and pushed them toward the corners. Then she whispered into his ear, “Don’t move.” She spread his legs next. Again, she told him not to struggle or fight. He had to hold this position. 
 
    With her boy naked and spread out before her, she brushed her fingers down along the back of his left heel, up his leg, and all the way to his butt. The muscles along his posterior clenched, but she just chuckled. “Oh, are you scared? Are you scared of me right now, Colin?” 
 
    With the panties in his mouth, he couldn’t understand. 
 
    “You know, there’s actually something I want to see. Go on. Struggle. Pretend there are straps around your wrists and try to get up. If you are strong enough, I will let you go. I won’t control you anymore. In fact, I will never give you another command.” 
 
    There. That should give him the proper motivation, she decided. 
 
    Mary wasn’t an academic or a scientist, not like her friend, Elizabeth. Even so, she was fascinated by this experiment. 
 
    At first, Colin didn’t move. In those initial seconds, he held out and resisted the temptation. But then, his eyes opened, he locked his teeth together, and his muscles started to twitch. Clearly, this young man tried to fight her influence. 
 
    All the while, Mary watched. 
 
    “Come on,” she said. “Unless you want to be my slave. Is that it? You know, if you don’t get out of town soon, I’m sure the mayor will decide the boys aren’t capable of making their own decisions. Then you’ll basically be a pet. You don’t want that, do you, Colin?” 
 
    “No!” growled the trapped boy. 
 
    He squirmed on his stomach as he pulled and writhed against his invisible bonds. But this was more than psychology. It was physiology. Something had affected him on a biological level, it prevented him from rising. 
 
    As he struggled, she walked over to the closet, searched for that little box, and found it. 
 
    “Thank you, Alexandra,” she whispered to her sister. 
 
    When Mary first opened this box, she remembered her friends and sister staring at her. 
 
    Then she opened it, saw the paddle, and held it up and out like it was some spoiled piece of food. “What’s this for?” Mary had asked. 
 
    One of the girls laughed, “In case it’s needed to punish her husband!” 
 
    “No way,” Mary said as she dropped it back into the box. But because she was always a nice girl, she made a point of looking out at her friends and her sister, “Thank you everyone. I know I’m not going to need this, but it’s really sweet that you would give it to me.” 
 
    Now she gripped the paddle in her hand, savored the weight, and gently touched it to the palm of her hand. 
 
    The wood seemed so smooth against her hand. Yes, she knew this would work perfectly. 
 
    Holding onto the paddle, she walked back toward the bed. 
 
    While she retrieved this implement of discipline, her husband struggled as hard as he could against her hold over him. “This can’t be happening,” he muttered through the panties in his mouth. 
 
    Then he froze the moment she touched of the paddle to his backside. 
 
    She admired her husband, the lines of his frame, and the way his muscles seemed to shift as he struggled to free himself. 
 
    “Remember, you thought I was a nice girl,” she said with an immature giggle. 
 
    She brought the paddle down hard, whacking it against his unprotected ass. Before he could recover, she jerked it back into the air, kept the paddle poised above his helpless frame, and paddled him a second time. 
 
    A third time. A fourth time. A fifth time. 
 
    Then she paused. By this point, her face was flushed, her skin damp. 
 
    “Should I roll you over and have sex with you? I think I still owe you a reward,” she said. 
 
    “You can’t do this. You can’t get away with this!” Colin called out through the panties. Another woman probably wouldn’t have understood him, but this was his wife, and she knew his intonations better than anyone else. 
 
    “Five more,” she decided. 
 
    His eyes bulged, and he whimpered into the panties. She made him pay for his defiance. 
 
    One paddling. Two. Three. Four. Five. 
 
    She brought the paddle down hard and fast, striking it against that same spot over and over again until his defiance broke. 
 
    “Are you my slave?” 
 
    “Yes!” Colin screamed through the panties. 
 
    She pulled them from his mouth and asked, “Do you think all of the boys are going to be enslaved just like you?” 
 
    “Yes. I don’t know!” Clearly, he wanted to please her with his response, but he didn’t how. 
 
    “I think that’s a good answer,” she said. “Who’s going to decide if the boys of Crystal Canyon are slaves?” 
 
    “You,” he said. “The women will decide.” 
 
    “And what about the boys?” 
 
    “We’ll be at your mercy!” He howled out those words just as she grabbed him, rolled him onto his back, and looked down at his erection. “Still hard, I see.” 
 
    Somehow, that seemed to imply he had surrendered, that his mind and body already belonged to her. 
 
    She stroked his shaft again, making him moan. 
 
    “Tell me you’re looking forward to a life of slavery. Tell me you can’t wait until all of the boys are owned just like you.” 
 
    Because she wanted to hear him speak, she pulled the panties from his mouth. 
 
    “I’m looking forward to a life of slavery. I can’t wait until all of the boys are owned just like me!” 
 
    “Good,” she said cheerfully as she pulled back her skirt, positioned herself above his shaft, and looked down into his eyes. “Just think of it, Colin. This is the first time you’re going to get ridden as a slave.” 
 
    He rolled his eyes back and tried to hide from the truth, but she grabbed him, took him, and enveloped him. The walls of her slit tightened around his shaft. His manhood was now surrounded by her, and she could do whatever she wanted with him. 
 
    She gently rode him down and up, again and again as she savored the feel of his body between her legs. 
 
    “Your manhood is mine. Your mind is mine. Your body is mine,” she said, savoring the words as they left her lips. “I can do whatever I want with you, can’t I?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    He didn’t want this to stop, so he had to agree with her. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. 
 
    She knew her husband. Not only that, she understood he had little in the way of self-control, hence his need for enslavement. 
 
    With her same ferocious grin, she pumped herself against his cock until he couldn’t take it anymore. She rode him to that point where his deepest instincts took over. His shaft pulsated, and he came hard. His body ached as he lost control. With every pulsating moment of pleasure, he cried out while his wife owned him. 
 
    And when she finished, she looked down into his eyes. “And to think, I thought I wouldn’t enjoy owning you.” 
 
    If he had something to say, Colin thought better of it. Like many other boys in Crystal Canyon, he had to accept that being quiet and obedient was almost always the best choice. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    

  

 
  
   Tempting Fates: 
 
   

 

 Joslin and Bruce 
 
    Part 4 
 
      
 
    Unlike her friends, Joslin did research, both online and in person. 
 
    Now that Sabrina told her all about the boys of Crystal Canyon and their seemingly physical inability to resist any command given by a female, she could see it. In fact, Joslin felt silly for missing it before. Then again, why would she have noticed? 
 
    When she went online and saw the videos, she realized something else. Since this afflicted the younger men first, no one noticed or paid attention. It will always be easier to ignore kids and teenagers, even as they get ready to take on the world. 
 
    But now she walked around. She strolled her neighborhood, and she could see signs of female control almost everywhere. 
 
    First, the lawns looked a lot nicer. 
 
    Joslin didn’t really understand at first, but then she burst out laughing when she recognized this as a sign of female control: up until now, the boys had been able to put off their chores. 
 
    If she had looked inside any of these houses, they probably would have been a lot cleaner. 
 
    She smirked and wondered if maybe some of her neighbors now wore French maid uniforms. It seemed absurd, but maybe not. 
 
    Sabrina asked them to promise to be kind to the men for a reason. Joslin’s friend recognized the danger. She understood that this would be incredibly tempting. 
 
    Joslin may have told her friends she wouldn’t take control of her husband, but she had been lying. 
 
    It was as simple as that. 
 
    Yes, she could play nice with her friends, but her husband? Why bother? 
 
    He wanted to divorce her and run off anyway. She could see it in his face. 
 
    As a programmer, he had worked for the biggest mining company in Crystal Canyon. His programs were some of the best, meaning that he quickly ascended the corporate ladder. He went from coder to programmer to senior developer within the span of just three years. His coworkers probably hated him for it, but he hardly cared. 
 
    Instead, he took all of his money, did a bunch of research, and picked a penny stock. 
 
    When Joslin heard about this, she stared at him incredulously. She remembered seeing him at their kitchen table as he tapped his pen against his cheek. With the pen’s cap on, he kept up a steady rhythm as he considered the numbers on the screen. 
 
    “I’m about to do something very smart or very stupid,” he told her. 
 
    “What?” Joslin asked. 
 
    He reached down, clicked once on his computer mouse, and turned back to her. “Done.” 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    “I just invested my life savings in a penny stock.” 
 
    “A penny stock? Aren’t those supposed to be the riskiest ones?” 
 
    He flashed her a condescending smile. “Exactly. Penny stocks are only worth a few cents for each share.” 
 
    “Because everyone thinks they’re about to go bankrupt,” Joslin replied. “How much did you just invest?” 
 
    “I told you,” he said with distant smugness. “All of it.” 
 
    She blinked a couple of times. 
 
    When they got married, he insisted on keeping his finances separate. Fine. She was a modern woman. She also had a small inheritance from her family, so she could take care of herself if need be. 
 
    Still, he was her husband. Wasn’t he supposed to consult her or something? 
 
    “If this goes through, I’m going to take my program and license it,” he said, more to himself than her. 
 
    Realizing he really didn’t care about her perspective, Joslin held her tongue. 
 
    Five days later, after she largely suppressed the temptation to think about this conversation, he woke up one morning, checked his phone, and said just one word. “Yes.” 
 
    Half-asleep, she had to ask, “Yes? Yes what?” 
 
    “My investment paid off. The shares went from five cents to a little more than ten dollars.” 
 
    She blinked, suddenly awake. She rolled over and looked at him in the dark. The sun had started to rise, so the windows glowed a gentle shade of blue-gray. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means I’m a very rich man,” he said. “And now I can get started with my company.” 
 
    His life savings. His investments. His company. 
 
    As far as Bruce was concerned, his wife was just an accoutrement, little more than a piece of hardware. In fact, he probably enjoyed being married simply so he could use their relationship as proof of his humanity. 
 
    After his winning investment, he was hardly ever home. He had to rent out office space, hire employees, purchase supplies and equipment, and get everything else ready. There were hundreds of forms, tons of paperwork, and lots of decisions to be made. 
 
    At one point, Joslin looked at him while he ate his breakfast. “Please, is there anything I can do to help?” 
 
    This was her final attempt, she thought. She hated sounding like she might be begging, but other choice she have? Yes, she loved this man, but he didn’t seem to care about her. 
 
    Without even glancing up, he said, “Nope. I’m good.” 
 
    That’s all she warranted. After that, he rose from his chair, put his bowl in the sink, and headed back out to his new office. 
 
    Joslin watched him go. 
 
    For the last five days, he had been out on business. He told her two days before he left, then he drove away in a rented car. 
 
    During that time, Joslin tried to spend as much time as she could on her own projects. She loved gardening, she painted a little bit, and she continued to research Crystal Canyon and this new phenomenon of male obedience. 
 
    Ultimately, Joslin wondered what it might be called. Then again, she might have to wait until the experts came up with a satisfying explanation. So far, it seemed like a few girls on random discussion boards speculated, but that was all. 
 
    Could it be a virus? Yes. Could it be some kind of chemical? Definitely. Maybe a new form of radiation? It seemed unlikely, but anything was possible. That was the point. No one knew for certain. 
 
    Joslin had to assume that city officials were exploring the different possibilities. Maybe the federal government would eventually get involved, although she couldn’t be sure one way or another. 
 
    All of the women of this city seemed to come to a consensus about one thing: this issue should be kept local. 
 
    If the men disagreed, they were simply told to sit down and be quiet. That’s all it took now to keep them in line. 
 
    Joslin smiled as she headed back home. Then she saw her husband’s car back in the driveway. 
 
    Since he’d been gone, did that mean her husband experienced the same sudden onset of obedience? Joslin couldn’t know one way or another, but she knew she’d find out. 
 
      
 
    Seeing her husband’s car should have made her feel excitement and anticipation. She should have run up the steps, burst through the door, and searched for him. And when she found him, she should have thrown her arms around him, yet she already knew he wouldn’t be happy to be home. 
 
    At some point, he decided he cared more about his work and his business. 
 
    Without even noticing, Joslin crossed her arms over her chest, walked up the steps, and strode into the house. 
 
    She found him there on their couch with his laptop open in front of him. He didn’t even glance up. Five days. He had been gone for five days, but he kept working on his email or spreadsheet or whatever else he decided was more important. 
 
    As she stood there, she wondered if maybe they should just get a divorce. Yeah, that would be easy enough. And yet, the thought still tightened her insides. 
 
    No. She couldn’t do that. She wouldn’t. 
 
    Because when she looked at him, she searched for nothing but bitterness and anger, yet she still wanted to walk over there, tilt his head back, and kiss him. She yearned to feel his arms around her. 
 
    When he arrived for their second date, she opened the door to her apartment, and his eyes brightened right when he saw her. He wore this huge smile like she was the most important part of his life, and he couldn’t wait to spend time with her. 
 
    When they drove, they kept laughing so hard. They teased one another, played with one another, and learned so much about one another. Everything felt so bright and natural. 
 
    Before she walked into the house, Joslin thought she knew what she was going to do. Now she decided to give him another chance. She walked over to the couch, sat down next to him, and brushed her fingers along his neck. 
 
    He turned to her, only his gaze seemed somehow mechanical, as though he hardly saw her. “Hey,” he said casually. Just as fast, he turned his attention back to his screen. 
 
    His screen. His numbers. That was all he really cared about. 
 
    No, she told herself. Joslin had to give Bruce another chance. 
 
    “Can we talk?” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “About something really important.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Please, can you look at me?” 
 
    “Yeah, obviously I can look at you. What’s up?” Bruce asked, although he kept his eyes directed straight at the screen in front of him. He typed in a few more digits, all without looking back at her. 
 
    Puffing out her chest, she put her fingers on the top of his screen and shoved the laptop shut. He barely pulled his fingers away. 
 
    “I was working on that,” he said. 
 
    “I noticed,” she told him. Then she grabbed his hands, pulled them up toward her lap, and looked right into his face. “Bruce, I think things need to change. I love you so much, and I’m really proud of you. I know you’re working really hard, but we have all of this money now. Don’t you think we could take some time for one another? I mean, you were gone for almost a week, and you barely said hi to me.” 
 
    “The business is just at a really delicate stage right now,” he told her. 
 
    “Is it?” Joslin asked. “I mean, it sounds like you have hired a really good team, and I know that you care about this company, but don’t you care about anything else?” Don’t you care about me? This final question hung on the air. 
 
    “Of course, I care about you,” he said. “I love you.” He probably intended those words to sound more emphatic, only he couldn’t quite pull it off. 
 
    “What’s more important?” 
 
    “More important?” 
 
    “Me or your business?” she said. 
 
    His lips tightened, and he looked at her for a long time. “Those things are different,” he told her. “You can’t really compare the two.” 
 
    “Right,” she said as she settled back on the couch. He watched her for a couple of seconds before opening his laptop again. And just like that, he lost himself to the numbers and data points. 
 
    “Be honest, could your company survive without you at this point?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” he said. “I designed everything to be self-sufficient. My employees know exactly what they need to do.” 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” she said. 
 
    The confused look spread across his face, probably because he didn’t understand why he had been honest with her. 
 
    One last chance, she decided. 
 
    She closed his laptop again. Irritation splashed across his features, but she took the computer and put it on the coffee table. Then she climbed on top of her husband, straddling his lap before she leaned down to kiss him. 
 
    In those first couple of moments, her heart started to beat faster, and she savored the feel of his mouth on hers, especially when he kissed her back. When she kissed her husband, time seemed to slow down or stop. She lost herself to the sensations, the heat, and the simple intimacy of being close to someone special. 
 
    She waited for the moment when he might run his fingers along her waist, maybe paw at her chest, or stroke her legs. 
 
    Instead, he kept his hands at his sides, and he continued to kiss her for about a minute. Then he nudged her back. 
 
    At this point, he was supposed to say something about how they should go to the bedroom. They could go off and have wild sex. He had been gone for so long, didn’t he want some time together? 
 
    No. 
 
    “I really need to get back to work,” he told her. 
 
    She stared down at him. 
 
    “No,” she said simply. 
 
    “I wasn’t asking for permission,” he told her. 
 
    “Ask me for permission,” she instructed. Joslin should have felt silly there on his lap like this, but it was so easy to give him an order. 
 
    Better yet, she waited to see if he would obey. Just a few minutes ago, she demanded that he be honest. Still, there was this niggle of uncertainty at the back of her brain, probably because she wondered if maybe her husband cared so little about their relationship that he could just be honest. He could tell her the truth because lying required effort, and he didn’t want to bother anymore. 
 
    Now his lips moved, and he told her exactly what she wished to hear, “May I get back to work?” 
 
    “No,” she said. “And if you ask again, I’m going to make you delete whatever project you were working on.” 
 
    Across Crystal Canyon, maybe girlfriends, sisters, friends, and wives frightened their boys with threats of spankings or worse. But Joslin terrified her husband by threatening to take away his spreadsheet. 
 
    Soon, she found herself laughing. She held one hand over her mouth, but she couldn’t help it. 
 
    “This isn’t funny,” he said. But then he straightened his back, rolled his shoulders downward, and he turned back to her. He summoned all of his courage as he said, “You couldn’t make me delete it even if you wanted to.” 
 
    “Something has happened, Bruce. Something important.” She enjoyed the look of confusion on his face, that little twitch of nervous energy running through his body. At this point, he was probably trying to figure it out. He probably wished to determine whether or not she was trying to deceive him. Or maybe she just wanted to mess with his head. “You can’t resist me.” 
 
    “You’re insane,” he stated flatly. 
 
    “Pick up your computer and throw it on the floor.” 
 
    He loved that machine and everything it represented. He poured so much of his life into those emails, spreadsheets, and every single decision to make sure his company succeeded. Maybe those efforts weren’t necessary anymore, but he had to achieve. It meant something to him, even if he couldn’t articulate what. 
 
    And yet, he picked it up and threw it to the floor. The laptop clattered as it hit the carpet, and he froze. 
 
    Clearly, he needed to jump forward, grab it, and check on it. He wanted to examine the laptop like it was his fallen child. 
 
    “Stop,” she ordered. 
 
    He twitched forward, only to freeze in place. “That’s right,” she said. “You want to get on your knees and check on your computer. You want to make sure you didn’t lose any of your precious data. Hopefully, you backed it up. Did you back it up?” 
 
    “No…” 
 
    “I swear, you’re probably the only business owner who doesn’t appreciate the power of cloud computing,” she said with a dismissive shake of her head. “Oh well. Too bad for you.” 
 
    She got up, walked over, and picked up his laptop. She held it in front of him. He wanted to reach out and grab it from her, but he couldn’t break the invisible bonds holding him in place. 
 
    “How’re you doing this?” 
 
    “This is what’s happening to every boy in Crystal Canyon. Lucky for me, you’re no exception.” 
 
    “Please, Joslin, stop this.” 
 
    “Tell me the truth. Do you care more about your business or me?” 
 
    “My business.” 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” she said. She reached up, tapped one finger against her cheek, and wondered aloud, “Would you have cheated on me?” 
 
    “What? No. Never,” he said. The fear made him sound much more certain this time. 
 
    “Interesting,” she said. “I’m not sure I believe you. What would you do when you ended up with some hot little intern in your company? What would you do if you had this girl with blonde pigtails who looked up at you with nothing but wild adoration, a girl who would hang on your every word and practically beg you for attention?” 
 
    This time, he said nothing. 
 
    “Of course, that’s just a hypothetical,” she said. “I shouldn’t punish you for that. Lots of men might cheat. In fact, maybe everyone might cheat given the right circumstances. But what about the choices you have already made, Bruce?” 
 
    A shallow shiver ran down his spine as she looked into his eyes. This girl wasn’t supposed to be frightening or intimidating, but he had always known how aggressive his wife could be. There were those moments when she let out a sharp laugh, and he saw something deeper, darker, and far more dangerous than the girl he saw every day. 
 
    “Have you cheated on me?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “You sound panicked,” she told him. “Why is that?” 
 
    Again and again, Bruce tried to break her hold on him. Just one word. All she said was “Stop,” yet it seemed to be enough to hold him in place. 
 
    His breathing quickened, but he said, “I’m not scared. I’m not panicking.” 
 
    The corners of her mouth rose into a smile. “Yeah, you are. You look really nervous. Are you starting to sweat?” She brushed one fingertip along his forehead and down his cheek. “Poor boy. This must be very hard on you. Normally you go to work, and you get to be in charge. Are you in charge right now?” 
 
    Bruce stayed silent. 
 
    “Answer me,” she ordered. “Are you in charge?” 
 
    “No, I’m not in charge.” 
 
    “Answer me again. Are you helpless?” 
 
    “I think I’m helpless.” 
 
    “You only think you’re helpless? Then I’m not doing my job,” she said with a tittering smirk. 
 
    “Wait, no—what? That’s not fair,” he said as he scrambled to keep up with her taunts. 
 
    “Tell the truth,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, I’m helpless,” he told her. 
 
    “There, that wasn’t so hard.” She reached out and stroked him. She ran her fingers along his hair, down his cheek, and along the smooth contours of his neck. “You know, I think this could be a fresh start for us. I can trust you, and I can help you make all of the right decisions.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “Do you know what’s really fun?” 
 
    “What?” he asked glumly. 
 
    “I don’t have to tell you.” 
 
    His eyes flickered with frustrated recognition because he knew this was true. Joslin could do whatever she liked with her boy, and he wouldn’t be able to stop her. 
 
    “Please?” Bruce asked, surprising her. 
 
    “No,” she said after a few seconds of consideration. “For the last couple of months, I’ve had to sit around, wondering and waiting for you to act.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “You made that amazing investment, gathered up all of this money, and started a new company. You did all of this without really talking to me, Bruce. I love you, and that’s why I’m going to keep you.” Her friends may have worried about the ethical considerations, but Joslin just grinned at him. “Don’t worry. I’m going to break you.” 
 
    His lips parted. All he could ask was, “What?” 
 
    “You’re a wild man, Bruce. You’re independent, strong-willed, and a free thinker. You’re the kind of boy who could do incredibly well in the old Crystal Canyon. And just look at yourself. You made money, you built a company, and you have people respect you.” 
 
    “Please, don’t do this.” 
 
    Joslin continued as though he said nothing at all, “Now I’m going to take that away. I’m going to turn you into my obedient boy.” Just like the others, she came up with another word. A Cheshire smile stretched across her lips as she said, “By being my slave.” 
 
    “What? No. You can’t do this.” 
 
    “Tell me I can do this.” 
 
    “You can do this,” he said. But once he finished obeying, he regained control of his faculties and growled back at her, “This isn’t some useless party trick. You can’t control me like this!” 
 
    “Clearly, I can.” 
 
    He sounded like some pathetic little kid throwing a tantrum as he called out, “No, you can’t!” 
 
    “Tell me I can get away with this,” she instructed. 
 
    “You can get away with this.” 
 
    “Tell me I’ll have no problem controlling you.” 
 
    “You’ll have no problem controlling me.” 
 
    “Tell me you can’t wait to be my slave.” 
 
    “I can’t wait to be your slave.” 
 
    She touched him again. This time, she took a hold of his scalp, tilted his head back, and he probably wanted to reach up and grab her wrist, shove her back, and assert himself as a man. But deep down, he knew he couldn’t. His arms trembled slightly, and a shiver ran down his torso as he saw just how ferocious this girl could be. 
 
    “You know, I think we need to make a couple of points very clear. First, you and I are no longer equal. Let’s prove it.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “What distinguishes an owner from her pet?” 
 
    He didn’t understand, but he still tried to answer, “rights?” 
 
    “Good answer, and very applicable in our case,” she said, almost congratulating him, “No, but that’s not what I meant. I’m thinking of something more physical.” 
 
    “A collar,” he said without really understanding the implications of his words. “Animals wear collars.” 
 
    “That’s true,” she said, “I don’t have anything like that here.” In fact, she felt a twinge of regret because she had waited and given him the opportunity to try to defend himself. Now she felt foolish for allowing him that slim benefit. While he had been gone, she should have been preparing. And yet, Joslin kept thinking her husband might surprise her. Maybe he would come home, and everything could be different or better. 
 
    How naïve she had been. 
 
    Oh well. 
 
    She could make up for her mistakes now. 
 
    “What else distinguishes animals from women?” This time, she didn’t say people or humans. Perhaps males needed to be relegated to the status of livestock, she wondered with a little smile creeping up along the corners of her lips. 
 
    “I don’t know what you want me to say.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” she said. If he felt any relief, it dissipated with that patronizing tone she used next, “If you don’t know something, just tell me. I’m happy to explain it to a silly boy like you.” 
 
    “I’m not silly,” he grumbled. 
 
    “Considering how much trouble you’re having with this new reality, maybe you are. Maybe all of the boys are dumb if they don’t know how to adapt to this new world.” 
 
    “This isn’t a new world!” He sounded frantic, like he truly needed to believe this. 
 
    “Tell me this is a new world,” she ordered. 
 
    “This is a new world.” 
 
    “It’s funny,” she said. “For so long, men have had this very minor advantage. Being taller, louder? Having more upper body strength? That’s all it took for men to create this patriarchy where they could control most of the world?” She shook her head, apparently disappointed in her gender. 
 
    “What are you saying?” 
 
    “Look at everything men did with what little they had. What do you think women are going to do when we can just order you around, and you won’t even be able to question our commands?” 
 
    Some of the color dissipated from his cheeks. His skin probably got cold as he thought about it. 
 
    “Tell me, what you think is going to happen?” 
 
    “Women are going to take over.” 
 
    This time, she agreed completely, “There you go. You might be a boy, but you are not always wrong!” 
 
    His nostrils twitched with aggravation. It didn’t help that she patted him on the head like he was some goofy pet. “The other difference,” she said, switching back to their previous subject. “Women wear clothing, but animals are naked.” 
 
    “Don’t do it,” he said as quickly as he could, “Please, don’t do it! Don’t say it!” 
 
    She talked over him, “Get naked, Bruce.” 
 
    Her previously successful husband stood, pulled off his shirt, his sneakers, socks, pants, underwear, all of it… 
 
    She watched as he got naked, and then she raised one eyebrow, “Are you enjoying your captivity?” 
 
    “What? No. Never!” 
 
    “Then why are you stiff?” 
 
    He looked down, saw his erection, and he looked right at her. “No. This can’t be happening,” Bruce muttered. 
 
    “Stand up straight, hold your hands behind your back, don’t move, and don’t make a sound.” Just like that, she froze him in position, silenced him, and effectively turned him into a statue. 
 
    Enjoying herself far more than she could have imagined, Joslin rose, walked over to him, brushed her fingers along his scrotum and up his shaft. “You can moan if you enjoy this,” she said. 
 
    Just like that, a deep, wild, empathetic sound vibrated from within his chest. He probably wished he could hold it back, deny her power over him, only the desires crept through his body, gripped his nerves, and forced those sounds out. 
 
    Besides, Joslin knew this boy and what he craved. She understood just how to lightly stroke the base of his shaft before pressing down a little bit harder at the tip. When they first got together, she studied him, learned about him, and became an amazing lover because his pleasure had been important to her. 
 
    No more. 
 
    Now her pleasure became the priority. The only priority. 
 
    “I like seeing you naked. I like knowing you’re helpless,” she confessed. “I didn’t know how much fun this could be. Seriously, usually guys get naked, and it’s all about their pleasure. They can’t wait to strip. But now, how do you feel?” 
 
    “Angry!” 
 
    “Tell me the truth about how you really feel,” she said. 
 
    “Aroused and scared,” Bruce told her. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” she told him with a grin. 
 
    She still kept one hand between his legs as she rubbed her fingers up and down his boy part. With her other hand, she grabbed his hair, pulled his head back, and leaned in. She kissed him, pushing her lips to his. 
 
    He couldn’t resist or move away. 
 
    For the first time, Bruce experienced a mixture of arousal and genuine frustration. So many girls knew what it was like to be teased or held down by a boyfriend. Even when those girls weren’t really scared, they still experienced that spark of aggravation because their boyfriends were making a point: they could take these females whenever they wanted. They could have fun, fondle them, and toy with them, and the girls wouldn’t be able to fight back. 
 
    It was Bruce’s turned to feel like he couldn’t fight back. 
 
    No resistance. No defiance. 
 
    “Did you like that?” Joslin asked when she pulled her hand away. 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “You see, I didn’t even have to tell you to be honest with me that time.” She felt cutesy and nuzzled him with the tip of her nose. “So guess what?” 
 
    “Are you going to have sex with me?” 
 
    “No,” she said with a laugh. “Not yet. I need to go get some equipment. But right now, I’m going to have you stay here on your knees with your hands behind your back. You’re going to stay by the window and wait.” 
 
    “What?” His question puffed from his lips. 
 
    “Crawl over to the window and wait for me to come back,” she commanded. 
 
    He obeyed, scrambling over on his hands and knees. Then he straightened his back, crossed his wrists behind him, and started to wait. 
 
    “Please, you can’t leave me here like this,” he said. 
 
    “Oh? I can’t?” Joslin grabbed her purse, keys, and cell phone. 
 
    Realizing she might leave at any moment, he abandoned every pretense of leverage in this conversation, “Okay, fine. You can leave if you want, but I’m begging.” 
 
    “Really? That didn’t sound like very desperate begging.” 
 
    His body was locked in place by her command, so he had to try something else. “Please, Joslin. Please, you are the most talented, beautiful woman I have ever met in my entire life. Please, I know you are having fun, but you don’t have to humiliate me like this.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “You’re putting me on display in front of a window! Anyone who walks by will see me!” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about that,” she said as she strolled over to him. She ran her fingers along the top of his head again. Petting him felt right and natural. If she would pet an animal to console him, why not Bruce? 
 
    “Please…” His voice strained. He could barely get the word out. 
 
    “You’re really good at begging,” she said. “Don’t worry. I won’t forget it. But I need to go get supplies, and I want you on display. Oh, I want you to think about what this is going to be like for you.” 
 
    “Be like for me?” 
 
    She laughed, “Bruce, this is going to be your new life. Do you remember how you used to be in charge of a company? Yeah, that’s not going to happen anymore. You’re a boy, and no one is going to think a boy can run a company, not here in Crystal Canyon.” She made their city sound like an entirely new world. 
 
    His breathing came in quick, frantic gasps. Panic gripped his features, but she stroked his cheek one more time with the back of his hand before turning and walking out the door. 
 
    “Joslin!” 
 
    “From now on, call me Mistress.” 
 
    He hesitated now, but the door closed behind her, and just like that, she left him alone. 
 
      
 
    Bruce remained in place. He kept his arms behind his back, his knees spread, and his whole body on display. When he glanced down at the windowsill, he had to wonder whether or not people passing by would be able to see his erection. 
 
    His erection. 
 
    Gritting his teeth, he stared down and resented his shaft, if only because it represented his newly inferior status. 
 
    For so long, his masculinity had been an asset. Even if he hadn’t really thought about it, and may not have admitted it, Bruce saw the truth. 
 
    How could he not? 
 
    The frustration percolated through his body, buzzing and tingling along his flesh. 
 
    But she left him alone, which could be beneficial. He decided he could take this opportunity and break her hold. 
 
    Okay, so his wife seemed to be able to control him with verbal commands. He could work with this. What could he do to stand, move around, or escape altogether? 
 
    With his lips set, he stared out the window. So far, no one happened to walk by, but his good luck wouldn’t last for long. Eventually, some neighbor would stroll by, and she would probably notice him. She would see him standing there on his knees, and she might smirk, seem appalled, or maybe even call the police. 
 
    His nostrils twitched at the prospect. 
 
    No. Bruce couldn’t worry about what might go wrong. He had built his career by focusing on the tools at his disposal and ultimately coming up with real, workable solutions. 
 
    This control his wife exerted had to be psychosomatic. She hadn’t drugged him, and there weren’t any physical restraints holding him. She hadn’t even applied some kind of electrical current to his body. She used language to order him around. 
 
    This meant it had to be psychological. 
 
    For once, Bruce really wished he paid more attention in his general education psychology classes back in college. He always thought psychology was a silly discipline. People seemed too variant. They were scientific or systematic enough, so what was the point of learning about the human mind? 
 
    Again, he got off topic. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, he closed his eyes and tried to move his arm. 
 
    Perhaps that could be the key. He remembered an old movie where a character was paralyzed, but she overcame it by forcing the different parts of her body to move one at a time. It all started with her big toe. 
 
    If she could control that single part, then she could fix her paralysis. This idea probably had zero chance of success, but he had to try. 
 
    He closed his eyes for just a moment, opened them again, and looked out the window as he tried to flex his knuckles. 
 
    It worked. 
 
    Then again, his wife never told him to keep his hands relaxed. No, he needed to defeat one of her orders. If he could do that, then maybe reassert himself as an independent person. 
 
    She told him to be quiet. 
 
    What if he could make some sound? What if he could talk? 
 
    One word. 
 
    He only had to say one word. 
 
    Fight. 
 
    That’s what he chose. 
 
    Fight. 
 
    Come on. He just had to say it. He only had to get out of those few sounds. 
 
    His mouth opened, but he couldn’t get his vocal cords to vibrate, nor could he shape the sounds. When he tried to mouth the words, he succeeded easily enough, but he couldn’t actually make any noise. 
 
    He tried. He tried again and again. With every attempt, he fought hard to keep his frustration in check because he couldn’t allow himself to get angry or upset. 
 
    He kept working at it. Again and again, he poured the effort into his brain as he tried to get his mouth to shape the correct sounds. 
 
    Nothing came out. 
 
    His wife ordered him to be quiet, so he stayed there in front of the window, docile, obedient, and completely quiet. 
 
    When I didn’t work, he tried to stand. 
 
    It was a frustrated jolt of effort, but he couldn’t get up either. 
 
    His knees refused to move. He stayed right there, kneeling and obedient like some toy left behind by his wife since she didn’t want to play with him anymore. 
 
    This wasn’t fair! 
 
    Then he glanced out the window, and he saw some movement. A car drove by. The woman driving didn’t even glance in his direction, so she wouldn’t notice him. Besides, the vehicle rolled by way too fast for her to spot this boy forced up against the glass like a statue on display. 
 
    But he wasn’t a statue. He wasn’t a piece of property. He couldn’t be owned, and he wouldn’t be controlled either. 
 
    Except she did control him. Joslin could make him do this. 
 
    She could force him to do whatever she wanted… 
 
    A little shiver danced down his back as he considered this. The idea annoyed and infuriated him, but there was something else beneath that simmering anger: fear. 
 
    Humiliating him by forcing him to kneel in front of a window while she went out to do whatever chores she deemed important was bad enough, but what else might she come up with? 
 
    Had he been distant? Had he decided to focus mostly on his career and his work? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    Bruce could admit all of this, but now he had to wonder what his wife would do with him, especially when he might have cheated on her. Given the chance, if he met the right intern or maybe a cute sales representative from one of his suppliers, would he have crossed that line? 
 
    Maybe. Probably. 
 
    But he didn’t deserve this! 
 
    Bruce couldn’t force his body to move, but maybe he could talk to her when she came back? Obviously, he had to tell the truth, but there were still lots of points he could make. He could remind her of the good times. She was a woman, so she would be sentimental, and— 
 
    Before he could finish that thought, another car drove by. 
 
    Bruce tried to look away, but he couldn’t. There was another woman driving. A man sat in the back seat. Why? 
 
    Bruce didn’t understand for a few seconds, not until he realized the woman put him back there to embarrass him. She was in charge, and that’s why he sat in the back seat like a child. 
 
    She probably told him to rest his hands on his lap and be quiet. Of course, because he was a boy, he had to obey. 
 
    Bruce gritted his teeth, enraged on behalf of his fellow male. 
 
    It was about to get worse. 
 
    As Bruce stared out the window, naked and ashamed of his obedience, a young woman appeared farther down the street. She walked along in a pale blue skirt and white tank top. She sauntered along with a phone in one hand. In the other, she held something else: a leash. 
 
    Bruce hardly noticed until he realized a young man followed the girl…and her leash connected to the pink collar encircling his neck. 
 
    Bruce saw this. He saw it, blinked, stared, and tried to tell himself that had to be some kind of trick of his imagination, some glitch in his brain. 
 
    More than that, he wanted to look away, especially because the young man on the leash clearly hated this demeaning position. His lips were set into a frustrated line as his eyes focused on the pavement in front of him. He kept his head bowed down while the girl sauntered along. 
 
    Somehow, she sensed Bruce’s attention. Or maybe she just got lucky because she glanced up and saw the boy in the window. She waved to him, smirked, and clearly knew the truth. Much like her boy on a leash, she knew that Bruce was being punished or trained. 
 
    Perhaps, as far she was concerned, there wasn’t any difference between the two. 
 
    At this moment, Bruce needed to break away. He needed to channel all of his resentment into a wild burst of strength, something that could allow him to overcome Joslin’s orders. 
 
    He didn’t move. 
 
    Like any other well-trained boy, he stayed on his knees, naked and erect right there in front of the window. 
 
    The girl waved again before she lifted up her phone, aimed the camera in his direction, and snapped a couple of pictures. 
 
    No. No! 
 
    Bruce wanted to start begging. He knew that girl was probably just eighteen or nineteen. She looked like one of the college students of Crystal Canyon, yet he couldn’t make a sound because his wife had told him to be quiet. 
 
    So he remained silent even after she was finished, checked the pictures, smirked, and sauntered off. She disappeared down the block and left that man in the window, naked and humiliated. 
 
      
 
    “I’m home!” Joslin called out. 
 
    Before all this happened, he would have savored that perky tone of energetic enthusiasm. He would have loved to see the big smile on her face even as she closed the door behind her. 
 
    Bruce turned to his wife while staying on his knees in the window. 
 
    He tried to say something, but her command still overrode his free will, making it impossible for him to argue or complain. 
 
    “There’s my boy,” she said with an irritatingly patronizing tone of voice. After another moment, she seemed to read the expression on his face, “Oh, what’s wrong?” With a pair of black, plastic bags hanging from her grip, she pushed her knuckles to her hips as she looked down at him. 
 
    Bruce could only meet her gaze for a couple of seconds. He didn’t want to be intimidated by his wife, only he couldn’t help it, not when she seemed so much more powerful than him. 
 
    “You can speak,” she said. 
 
    Just like that, she released the invisible muzzle from his mouth. 
 
    “Nothing,” he spat in her direction. Yes, he could have argued, whimpered, or complained, but he somehow suspected that would only please her even more. 
 
    “No,” she said. “Go on and tell me what you’re thinking.” 
 
    His eyes widened for a moment just before the serene expression of surrender spread across his face as he told her the truth, “I’m thinking about how I built the company and how you shouldn’t be able to get away with this.” 
 
    “Oh, does that make you special, Bruce? Do you think that makes you unique?” 
 
    “It does,” he snapped back. 
 
    “Crawl over here, bow your head down, and tell me that you aren’t special because you made a couple of lucky bets.” 
 
    At once, he obeyed his Mistress. He crawled to her feet, dipped his head down low, and said, “I’m not special because I made a couple of lucky bets. 
 
    “No, you aren’t. You’re one of those businessmen who assumes that you’re brilliant because you got lucky. Yes, you made some good investments, and yes, you hired some smart people, but that isn’t special, Bruce.” 
 
    “Not everyone can do what I do.” 
 
    “You already told me that your business can pretty much run itself,” she said. “In fact, maybe you should call your employees right now and tell them to do whatever I say.” 
 
    “They wouldn’t!” Bruce insisted, but there was something frantic and desperate on his face. 
 
    “You know, I was joking before, but now that I think about it, that sounds like such a great idea. Go get your phone.” 
 
    When he came back to her, his heart was pounding. He knew he had to stop himself, but he had become a passenger in his own body. He could only watch as he held out his phone for his wife to take from him. 
 
    She plucked the device from his fingers and looked back into his eyes. “You know, I don’t think I’m going to be giving this back to you.” 
 
    “What? Why not?” 
 
    “Because you’re a boy, property, and I don’t think you really need a phone.” The corners of her eyes wrinkled slightly with her amusement. “Unless you want to beg for the opportunity to keep your phone privileges.” 
 
    “Using a phone isn’t supposed to be a privilege!” 
 
    “You’re a boy. Everything is a privilege for you.” 
 
    He opened his mouth, inhaled, and got ready to snarl back at her, only he faced one obvious truth. His wife really could do whatever she wanted with him. If he argued or insulted her, it wouldn’t do any good. 
 
    Throughout his life, Bruce always considered himself to be a very rational individual. Even as far back as elementary school, his friends might throw tantrums or try to argue with his teachers, but he never saw the point. Rather, he tried to negotiate. More often than not, this worked in his favor. 
 
    Except now, Bruce could barely keep his temper under control. Hot shame coursed along every inch of his veins as he stood there before her. 
 
    “What? You don’t want to beg?” 
 
    Maybe if he kept his phone, he would be able to call for help. In order to do that, he had to give up some of his dignity. 
 
    Again, he tried hard to be rational. Reason and a cool head had allowed him to build his company, especially when it came to seeing opportunities no one else noticed, but she seemed determined to tease him and force him to make a mistake. 
 
    “You can do it, I’m sure,” she taunted. “You’re such a smart boy. I’m sure smart boys are going to get really, really good at begging.” 
 
    When he locked his teeth together, he glared down toward her feet. 
 
    But then she touched the underside of his chin and nudged his eyes back up toward her beautiful face. She was so lovely with the smooth contours of her cheeks, the small bridge of her nose, and the way her lips stretched into a flirtatious smile. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. “I’ll do it.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” Joslin asked as though she didn’t already know. 
 
    He gulped back his uncertainty and said, “I’ll beg.” 
 
    “Very smart,” she said. “Who’s a smart boy?” She may as well have been talking down to a dog. “You are! You’re a smart boy!” 
 
    She stood, chuckled, and crossed her arms over her chest after dropping the bags on the floor. 
 
    Bruce did his best not to think about what they might contain. “Go on,” she said. 
 
    He probably would have hesitated longer, but now the words spilled from his mouth. “Please, can I please have my phone? Please, don’t take it from me. Please, Mistress! I swear, I’ll be a good boy. I won’t get into any trouble if you let me keep my phone! I swear. I promise.” The words spilled from his mouth. Then he stopped, and he was actually panting from the exertion. 
 
    She touched a finger to the underside of her chin, dipped her head to the left, then the right, wobbling back and forth as she seemed to run through the calculations before finally deciding, “Um…no.” 
 
    “What? But I begged!” 
 
    She bent forward and patted him on the head, “And you did such a good job!” Joslin savored those words, “But begging doesn’t mean anything. You know why?” 
 
    Miserably, Bruce said, “Because you’re in charge.” 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “I’m in charge. Now, pull up the phone number of your lawyer. He and I are going to have a little conversation.” 
 
      
 
    His lawyer: Jack O’Malley. 
 
    As he gripped his phone tight between his fingers, Bruce wished he didn’t have to do this. He kept thinking of ways he might be able to get out of it. What could he do? What could he say? How could he get this girl to change her mind? 
 
    “Call your lawyer, tell him you want to transfer ownership of all of your assets to me, and make sure he knows this was your idea.” 
 
    This call didn’t matter, Bruce tried to tell himself. One phone call wouldn’t be enough to shift everything around, not the way she intended. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she replied. “I know this is only the first step. I’m sure after a few days of training, you’ll be ready to meet with a notary on our behalf.” She grinned, and he shivered as he pulled up his lawyer’s number, hit the Call icon, and held the phone to his ear. 
 
    Surprisingly, a woman’s voice answered, “Hello. Jack O’Malley’s phone.” 
 
    “May I speak with Mister O’Malley?” 
 
    “Actually, no, you can’t,” said the woman. 
 
    “Can you have me call me back?” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s going to be possible either. Is this Bruce?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “Put me on the phone with your owner, please.” 
 
    What? 
 
    A nervous gulp ran down his throat, but he held the phone out for his wife. She seemed confused, but she took it and held it up to her ear. “Hello?” 
 
    Within seconds, Joslin smiled. 
 
    “Yes. That’s right.” 
 
    After a few more seconds, she continued, “Oh, that’s wonderful. Thank you so much.” 
 
    The two women continued to speak, but Bruce had to remain there on the floor, frustrated, naked, and ultimately helpless. He strained his hearing as much as he could as he tried to hear the other half of the conversation, but he had no idea what was going on. 
 
    Finally, Joslin said, “Thank you very much. I really appreciate your help.” Then she pulled the phone away and hung up. 
 
    “Well, that was fascinating,” Joslin said. 
 
    “What? What’s happening?” 
 
    “Where does your lawyer work?” 
 
    “Downtown,” he said. 
 
    “And where is downtown?” 
 
    What kind of question was that? Even though his brows tightened with confusion, he snapped, “It’s in—” And then he stopped himself because Bruce realized what the final two words would have been: Crystal Canyon. 
 
    “Have you figured it out?” 
 
    “Jack is married. He was having trouble with his wife. They were separated…” His voice trailed off for just a few seconds before he began to slide the other pieces into place. “They met at work. His wife is another lawyer.” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    “It, did she take over?” Bruce asked as he stuttered through his question. 
 
    “Smart,” Joslin told him as she reached down and pinched his cheek. “From now on, his practice belongs to her. All are her clients, all of his work, everything. He’s going to be a secretary or something.” 
 
    “No. That’s not possible!” 
 
    “Tell me it’s possible.” 
 
    “It’s possible,” Bruce answered immediately. He heard those words come from his own lips. Hot frustration played along his cheeks as he realized what his wife was doing and what lesson she meant to teach him. 
 
    “Oh, Bruce. You look so frustrated. Tell me, what are you thinking right now?” 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    He really wished Joslin could have asked at some other place or time, and some other moment because he looked right into his wife’s eyes, and his expression became distant and serene as it always did when he succumbed to her authority. 
 
    “I was thinking about taking you to the bedroom, bending you over, spanking you and fucking you.” 
 
    “Such a male response,” she said with a disgusted shake of her head. “You can’t have what you want, so you think you can throw a tantrum. It’s funny. For centuries, that’s how men have ruled. It’s why you’ve been in charge.” Joslin just shook her head again. “I guess that’s about to change. You know what your lawyers going to do? She’s going to sign all of the paperwork on your behalf. It’ll be done tonight. When you wake up in the morning, you won’t have a penny to your name. And you know why?” 
 
    Bruce said nothing. 
 
    “Ask me why,” she commanded in the singsong tone of an owner talking down to her pet. 
 
    “Why?” The word was wrenched from his lips. 
 
    “Because I can and because you are a boy.” 
 
    He bit down, frustrated, but he couldn’t contradict her. 
 
    “But you know, I like your idea from before. Crawl to the bedroom, Bruce.” 
 
    He moved along on his hands and knees, ambling along as her command motivated and forced his obedience. For her part, Joslin carried her bags and strolled behind him. She reveled in her authority. 
 
    Throughout Crystal Canyon, women were confronting their newfound powers. They were wondering what they should do with the ability to control the men in their lives. If boys couldn’t resist or fight them, what did that mean? 
 
    Joslin knew. 
 
    Unlike so many other young women, she had no problem taking control. More than that, she could confront the future. 
 
    Once they crossed the threshold into the bedroom, she smiled down at her boy. He stayed there on his hands and knees, just like a canine or some other animal. “Do you know what I was just thinking about?” 
 
    “What?” Bruce asked, mostly because he didn’t want to be forced to respond. 
 
    “I was thinking about how long it’s going to take for the women of this city to rise up and assume command. Did you know my friends talked about you boys?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “If you weren’t able to infer it from your lawyer, this is happening all across the city. As far as I can tell, everyone with an XY chromosome is suddenly helpless. That means you boys will do as you’re told.” 
 
    “There, there will be women who won’t take advantage,” he insisted, only his voice broke and he stumbled through those first couple of syllables. 
 
    She crouched down, stroked his cheek and petted his neck. “Do you really believe that, Bruce? And if you really stop and think about it, does it even matter?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Let’s assume you are right. Just for the sake of this conversation, let’s pretend that there are women who will be moral and won’t want to take advantage of the boys. Maybe they will claim that it’s hypocritical for females to suddenly treat men the way men have treated women for so long…” She paused for a moment, studied him, and eventually continued, “Do you think those women will be able to stop the rest of us?” 
 
    “What, what are you saying?” 
 
    “Bruce, I want to enslave you.” There. She said it.” I’m not going to cache this in euphemisms, and I’m not going to pretend this is for your own good. It might be, but I don’t really care. I want power. I want power over you. I want all of your money, your investments, your business, and your obedience. And guess what? I get them all by default. You can’t fight me, can you?” Before he could say anything, she commanded, “Tell me you can’t fight me.” 
 
    “I can’t fight you.” 
 
    She grinned. “You see? There are going to be other women like me. We will take over. It won’t be long before women have every facet of government and business locked down. And where does that leave you boys? Oh, I’m sure some of you will get some domestic work or maybe a few jobs in the service industry, but even that won’t be enough to give you even a shred of power or authority. You know why?” 
 
    “No,” he said with a frustrated shake of his head. “Why?” 
 
    “Because boys can’t even be trusted with money.” 
 
    “I made great decisions with money!” 
 
    “Did you?” asked Joslin. His wife brushed her fingers through his hair. Although the frustration mounted within his body, he still enjoyed her soft touch while she petted him like he was an animal. 
 
    “I’m proud of the work I did,” he said. 
 
    “Oh, I believe that,” she answered. “But that’s not what I told you.” 
 
    Like a foolish boy, he didn’t quite understand, which only made her chuckle. 
 
    “I said boys can’t be trusted with money. I can take whatever you have, you need a woman to tell you what to do. This will be true for every male in Crystal Canyon. You can’t be trusted with a bank account. Maybe not even a wallet.” 
 
    “I was smart with my money.” 
 
    “You were lucky,” she said. “There’s a big difference.” 
 
    He opened his mouth and showed his teeth, but she just stared at him and laughed. 
 
    “Silly boy.” She patted him on the head, and he wanted to break something, but then she gave him a command, which short-circuited all of his aggravation. “Stand up, bend over the bed, and get ready for your paddling.” 
 
    He only blinked back to consciousness once he was in position with his elbows pushed against the bed frame. “You know, you used to love tying me down and punishing me. I think that’s what we are going to do. Of course, I’m going to want you naked and on your stomach, strapped down and helpless. But first, let’s make you feel like you are completely owned.” 
 
    He didn’t understand, not until he strained his neck, turned back, and saw her pull the paddle from the first black bag. 
 
    She strolled over to him, touched the curve of his ass, and giggled. “This is going to be so much fun!” 
 
    “No,” he said, almost panting now. She hadn’t struck, but he worried about what that impact would feel like. 
 
    “Get ready,” she said. “Are you ready?” 
 
    Her husband started to answer, but she jerked the paddle back, held it aloft for another second or two, and then she swung down. She brought the paddle right down on his backside. 
 
    When the clap of sensation shot through his body, he grabbed the sheets and clumped them up underneath his fingertips. 
 
    Hissing through his teeth, he tried not to call out. 
 
    “You can grovel if you want,” she said. “Or beg. I’m good with begging.” 
 
    She struck him again. And again. 
 
    With each thwack, she made her husband feel small and helpless. Like so many other men, he fought to remain neutral and disciplined. He didn’t wish to give her the satisfaction of hearing him call out because he was supposed to be a real man who could handle some pain. 
 
    From one thwack to the next, his backside began to glow, and the pain ate through his reservoirs of strength. 
 
    He wouldn’t be able to take much more. 
 
    “Tell me you need to be paddled.” 
 
    Between panted breaths, he said, “I need to be paddled.” 
 
    “Tell me every boy should be punished just like this to make sure they learn to serve.” 
 
    “Every boy should be punished just like this to make sure they learn to serve,” he said. Once the words were out of his mouth, he shot back, “But that’s not true! We have rights!” 
 
    She grabbed his hair and pulled his head back, “Not anymore.” 
 
    With those two words, she made it clear that he was a boy, and boys didn’t get rights. Not anymore. Not here in Crystal Canyon. 
 
    He tried to say something. He probably tried to articulate some eloquent defense of his gender, but she cut those words off with another flurry. The paddle came down in a blur, striking hard and fast at different spots. Like an artist, she chose exactly where she wanted to punish him. 
 
    “Are you ready to obey me?” 
 
    Those words didn’t constitute a command. 
 
    Still, he said, “Yes!” 
 
    “Close your eyes,” she said. 
 
    He obeyed. 
 
    For several long minutes, he didn’t see what was happening behind him. He didn’t dare ask or move. 
 
    “I want you to turn around, get on your knees, and get ready to suck my cock,” she said, careful to phrase those words as a declaration of her desire, not a command. 
 
    This meant he could choose. 
 
    Tentatively, her husband turned around. That’s when Bruce saw her pink, leather harness. It looped around her waist and down between her legs. Pointed from the front of her crotch, there was a matching, neon pink dildo. 
 
    Her cock. 
 
    “No,” he started to say. 
 
    She touched a finger to her mouth. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “You know what I want. And you know what I can take.” 
 
    She still held the paddle in one hand. 
 
    When Joslin first purchased these accouterments, she worried she might feel silly. But no. The power thrummed through her body, and she loved her easy authority. She enjoyed winning every single time and knowing her husband couldn’t resist or fight back. It wasn’t a challenge, and never would be. 
 
    “It will be much worse for you if you make me command you,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    The smile tugged at her mouth as she watched him succumb. 
 
    But this time, it wasn’t based on some chemical or viral infection. Instead, his knees buckled and he fell to the floor. He crawled, controlling himself until he made it to the middle of the room. 
 
    He looked up along her naked body. He saw the way the light played along her dildo, especially when she tilted her body to the left, then the right. She rotated, clearly enamored of the look on his face as he studied her. 
 
    “You know what you want to do.” 
 
    “I don’t want to do this,” he complained. 
 
    “Okay,” she replied with that teasing lilt. “You know what I’m going to make you do.” 
 
    “Please?” 
 
    “Bruce, you used to think of yourself as a powerful man, but I need to break you of that habit. You’re a boy, and boys have to obey. Boys belong on their knees. Making you suck my cock is a great way for you to understand all of this on a deep, visceral level.” 
 
    “What if I told you I understood?” 
 
    “Poor boy,” she answered. “I wouldn’t believe you.” 
 
    Because he knew he would run out of her patience soon, he licked his lips, bowed his head down, and asked, “Can I give you a blow job?” 
 
    “You’re going to have to beg harder than that, especially if you don’t want me to tie you to the bed, face down.” 
 
    His eyes widened, and he jerked his head up to look at her. 
 
    His wife giggled. She couldn’t help herself, not when he was so adorable there, all chastised and humiliated. 
 
    “What do you want to do?” Again, she carefully refrained from giving him a command. If she ordered him around, then some shard of his ego might be protected. He could tell himself that he was forced. 
 
    “Please, can I go down on you? Please, can I give you a blow job? Please, Mistress! Please!” His voice rose, his tone strained, and it was clear he hated himself for giving in like this, but he did it on his own anyway. 
 
    She patted him on his head, ran her fingers along the back of his scalp, and grabbed him. She pulled him forward. 
 
    At the last moment, he opened his mouth, so she impaled his face on the length of silicone between her legs. 
 
    It happened quickly. 
 
    Bruce didn’t get the chance to regain his composure or understand what was happening to him. Suddenly, he felt the smooth material between his lips, and he had no choice but to start sucking. He licked, gliding his tongue along the dildo. 
 
    Then he started to hear her moan. 
 
    “Double-sided,” she said. 
 
    She pushed forward, sliding the dildo deeper into his mouth. It rubbed against the back of his throat, nearly making him choke. 
 
    “Take it, Bruce. You don’t get a choice.” 
 
    Just like that, she slipped and gave him a command. He started to suck. He accepted the dildo. Not only that, her order seemed to supersede the natural reflexes within his body. His gag reflex dissipated, and he took her cock, inch by inch. He had no choice. 
 
    “Oh, wow. I love just looking down at you, Bruce. This is why men have been into blow jobs for such a long time? I’m sure physical sensations would be nice, but I love feeling it when you try to push back.” 
 
    The other side of the toy pushed and rubbed on her slit. It drove her wild. 
 
    Or maybe that was just the position she now held over the hapless male. 
 
    With a ferocious grin, she pumped his face harder and faster. She held onto his hair and used him. 
 
    He felt dirty. He felt disgusted with himself, but he still couldn’t stop! 
 
    “Just think of yourself as my boy slut,” the words slipped from her mouth. “I can make you do whatever I want whenever I want. I can own you so completely.” 
 
    He didn’t want to admit it or face the truth, but she was right. 
 
    With another thrust, she made him feel trapped. With every thrust, she made him feel like he was less than her. Because that’s what the virus did. 
 
    “I’m your superior now.” She laughed between panted gasps of pleasure. “I don’t have to do what people tell me. But you do. You don’t get to think for yourself. When you go outside, you’ll see every female, and now each and every one of them can make you do whatever they want. That’s why you’ll long for a collar and leash. You want those women to see that your owned. They won’t respect you, but they’ll respect me.” 
 
    She yanked the dildo back. “Say thank you.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “Climb up onto the mattress, get face down, and spread your arms and legs for me.” 
 
    The serene expression from before replaced the frustration on his face as he climbed up, spread his arms and legs, and lowered himself to his stomach. 
 
    She reached for the other bag, grabbed the shackles, and attached each one to the corners of the bed. Then she strapped him down. 
 
    “I’m going to give you permission to struggle now, Bruce. I want you to fight as hard as you can while I fuck you.” 
 
    “No. Please, don’t do this. Please, I’m begging! Please, if you ever had any respect for our marriage, you won’t do this.” 
 
    “Tell me the truth, did you respect me?” 
 
    “No, I never respected you,” he answered with total honesty. 
 
    Once the words were out, the color drained from his face because she had him strapped down now. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you, Bruce. And when I do, I want you to think about how you no longer have a company. You no longer have freedom. You don’t have money, and you don’t have a choice.” 
 
    Panic gripped him. 
 
    He liked to think of himself as a brave man, but then she climbed up on the bed. With his arms and legs spread and the shackles around his wrists and ankles, he didn’t have a chance. Besides, she could have just ordered him to stay still, but she liked seeing him writhe. His struggles triggered something deep and powerful and primal within her. 
 
    Then she grabbed his ass, parted his cheeks, and aimed the tip for his opening. 
 
    “Please, don’t do this. Please, Mistress! I can be a good slave! I promise!” 
 
    “Oh, I know you can,” she agreed. “But that’s not the point.” 
 
    She pushed it down, sliding into him. 
 
    His eyes widened. 
 
    Bruce tried to hate this, but she whispered into his ear, “Enjoy your slavery.” 
 
    Intellectually, he knew he hated this. He knew he loathed getting fucked by his wife, yet pleasure coursed through him anyway. It seemed so primitive, yet he couldn’t resist. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said as she pushed down, only to pull back up. He hoped she would be done. Nope. She thrust into him again, lunging down and forcing him to enjoy even more of it. 
 
    She buried her cock deep inside of him. His muscles clenched, but it didn’t help. 
 
    “You belong to me, Bruce.” 
 
    It wasn’t a command. It didn’t need to be. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    His face tightened through the shame and pleasure. But he started to moan. 
 
    “I’m giving you permission to have an orgasm this time,” she said. 
 
    “No,” he said. “I won’t!” If he came, it would make it seem like he genuinely enjoyed surrendering to her. He couldn’t give her that satisfaction… 
 
    But she pushed down and pulled back. She started riding him harder and faster. 
 
    Heat coursed through her body. The exertions were strenuous, but she loved the way her heart kicked deep in her chest. 
 
    “Get used to your life as my slave boy!” 
 
    Just as he heard those words, his shaft began to pulsate. Not only that, he heard his wife moan. Those sounds quickly morphed into screams of pleasure. 
 
    She came. The other side of her dildo slid deep into her, rubbed her in all the right ways, and ignited the ecstasy. Her orgasm burned through her body as his shaft pulsated and throbbed. 
 
    When she pulled away, she said, “Tell me the truth. Did you enjoy that? Did it feel good?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “You see. You and all of the other boys were made for slavery,” she said. 
 
    Perhaps it would take the other women longer to figure this out, but that was fine. Jocelyn had already arrived at the only possible conclusion, and now she looked forward to the changes that would happen in Crystal Canyon, a city where women ruled and men had no choice but to obey. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
   

 
   
    Connect with me: 
 
      
 
    My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers and talk about our favorite fantasies. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. If you’re interested in hiring me for a commission, you can get started here. 
 
      
 
    My favorite 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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