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Unconventional Therapy

Chapter 1

“Would you girls like a ride?” Paul asked. As he spoke, he reminded himself that this was normal. He was Kayla's older brother, and her best friend just happened to have stopped by. Even though he had just walked into the apartment's small dining room and saw Marissa there, he ignored the attraction with all of the willpower he could summon. There was something about that girl. He intellectually understood how those responses were inappropriate. She was too young, too inexperienced, and too immature. She was his little sister's best friend.

Although he recognized all of those reasons, he couldn't deny that tug. There was something about this girl. Worse, she seemed to have a natural knack for drawing his gaze. Whenever he would try to turn away, she giggled or flipped her hair. Not only that, she seemed to have a propensity for asking questions, especially when he tried to throw his attention at his phone or tablet. Each time he saw her, he experienced that little flash of heat, that quick and eager pulse of desire.

“No, we’re good,” Kayla said. “We can walk.”

“Are you sure?” Marissa asked her best friend. “It looks like it might rain out there. Besides, I was hoping maybe I could talk to your brother a little bit.”

“What would you possibly have to say to my brother?” Kayla asked. It felt strange having those girls discuss this right in front of him.

Marissa didn't respond right away. Instead, she locked her eyes on Kayla's brother. There was the subtle smile curving along her tensed lips. Then the blonde shrugged, “I don't know. Maybe I was just hoping to gain something from his experience. What do you think of that, Paul? Would you like to teach us?”

His throat tightened.

Kayla reached over, grabbed her friend by her shoulder, leaned in, and whispered something sharp. For her part, Marissa just giggled.

“Fine,” said Kayla's friend. “Fine. We can go.” The two girls got up, grabbed their bags, and headed out of the apartment.

Kayla made a point of stopping at the doorway and shouting back, “Bye!”

After the door closed, Paul stood there alone in the silence.

He studied those two empty chairs, and he contemplated that girl. She was just being precocious, he told himself. She was adorable and a brat, but that only served to remind him that he didn't want to make any mistakes with a girl like Marissa. If nothing else, he didn't want to upset his little sister.

In his life, he wasn't close with many people. His relationship with Kayla had always been a good one. He treasured their connection even if he felt like he should’ve done better. Outside of his apartment, Paul still had his mother, his father was gone (good riddance), and that was it.

Perhaps that isolation was one reason why he’d decided to get outside help.

In truth, Paul wasn't exactly sure why he had decided to explore the possibility of therapy. Online, he saw the routine litanies from people who insisted that talking out one's problems could solve everything. Others argued for the necessity of medication. For his part, Paul didn't actually see the point. He understood his own diagnosis, just as he realized that there weren't any viable medications. So talking to someone?

Not only that, he understood a simple fact about himself. It was hard for others to keep up. He didn't think of himself as a genius or anything like that. Rather, he could understand just how superficial most of the world’s population could be. Besides, he also understood the fundamental conflict of interest that would confront a therapist or any other medical practitioner for that matter. Those individuals would perhaps want to help people, but it was still a job. They were still pretending that they really cared. In actuality, they had their own priorities, families, relationships, goals and ambitions. That was fine. Paul didn’t blame them for their priorities, but he wouldn’t act like his well-being would be why they got up in the morning.

Even so, Paul had made the decision to explore the different possibilities. He had gone online, and he searched through a directory of local therapists. Then he found her.

Linda Rose Kohler had her master's in family counseling. When he found her page, he had scanned across her short list of publications, the years she had spent working at different clinics, and her educational background. None of that really impressed him, he had to admit.

Instead, there was something about the way she looked at the camera. Not only that, he had to acknowledge those other feelings that had fluttered through his stomach.

That was the start of his little crush.

Paul had licked his bottom lip as he stared at the image. None of the other pictures or descriptions had ensnared him like this. When he saw that she was accepting patients, Paul quickly filled out the necessary paperwork. Then he got to see her.

He remembered going into that first session and consciously reminding himself that it didn't matter. She was attractive. Some small attraction didn't actually make her competent or capable. Only then, he had sat down with her, and she talked to him. Even at this point, he could barely remember precisely what she said. Instead, there had been something so soothing and relaxing about the sound of her voice. Not only that, she asked these precise and penetrating questions. It wasn't just something like, “So why are you here?” Rather, she focused on him in a way he had never really experienced before. Not only that, he sensed that she was smart enough to read through the different implications of what he told her.

A timid mother. A cruel father. Those spankings. Sharp burst of pain. Heat coursing along his naked buttocks. Wet eyes, unshed tears, the silence and that desperate need to escape. Broken recollections hid at the back of his mind and between those errant thoughts. With most people, Paul knew how to hide his feelings. After all, that sort of disassociation had become an excellent skill over the course of his childhood. Even now, as an adult, he could draw on that instinct to hide himself away from anything uncomfortable, unpleasant, or simply awkward. But with her, he had told her more and more.

When he glanced back at Linda Rose Kohler, he thought he saw this slight smile at the corners of her mouth, almost like she was amused. He didn't ask her about it, however. Instead, he realized that he only wished to earn her approval.

Her approval?

The idea should have seemed absurd. Intellectually, he recognized just how ridiculous that sounded. He was a paying customer, a patient and a client. As such, he was the one who determined whether or not she was skilled or capable. Instead, he talked and told her everything.

“I appreciate where you’re coming from,” Linda had told him. “This is a lot to unpack, so I want to start seeing you on a weekly basis. How do you feel about that, Paul?” If another practitioner had said something like that to him, he would have nodded and stared off into the distance without truly acknowledging her. After that, he would've disappeared. All too often, he found that was the easiest approach to dealing with people. He didn't need to offer some explanation; he didn't wish to handle the uncomfortable questions and asinine arguments a therapist would halfheartedly wield against him. But with Linda, he looked right back at her, and he told her the truth.

“I think that would be really helpful,” he told her. Something tightened at the back of his throat.

He couldn't explain it.

There were the obvious explanations, of course. He quickly considered the possibility that he was simply attracted to her. From the first moment when he saw her picture, there had been a tug of attraction and desire. Even so, he was rational enough to understand that he didn't actually need to follow those feelings.

As hard as he tried, Paul couldn't arrive at any concrete explanation; he couldn't find a “correct” answer. He was close to her in her office, and she soothed something within him. When he was close, he felt like he could trust her.

That was...strange.

Even with his little sister, he knew how to play pretend. He could fake being relatively normal and healthy, although Kayla had discerned the truth over the last couple of years. She knew about his insomnia, his inability to take on full-time work, and his refusal to play nice and find some friends. While she went to school, studied, and played around with the girls her age, she had started to suspect the extent of the damage behind his generally serene façade.

Paul made his promise. He told Linda that he would come back.

Before he left, he surprised himself by asking her, “Do you have any prescriptions? Is there anything you want me to do?”

“No,” she told him. “You have made an important first step by coming here and trusting me.”

She knew he trusted her. She knew he wanted to believe in her. He wanted to satisfy her and to make her happy. All of those strange instincts bubbled up inside of his chest as he pushed himself up onto his feet and got ready to leave. “When you come back, we're going to talk about some of your memories, and we're going to focus on something called EMDR therapy. Do you know what that is?”

“Eye Movement Desensitization and Reprocessing,” he said.

“That's right,” she said, clearly impressed. “Very good. Do you have any objections?”

“No,” he said. For her, he felt like he would do anything.

Before he left, he confirmed his next appointment. At the same time, he contemplated whether or not he would really return.

He would.

Again, it was a strange thought, especially because it had always been so easy to dismiss psychologists and psychiatrists alike. While countless internet denizens talked about the importance of talk therapy, medication, and mental health, Paul had been wise enough to understand that there were some things the medical community simply didn't understand. He was one of them. He could learn to cope. He could handle his emotions. Even if he didn't necessarily like this and couldn't truly call himself “happy,” he could also acknowledge that there might not be a cure. All too often, people seemed desperate for repairs that didn't exist.

If he could indulge in his fantasies, play his games, and work on his programming projects, Paul suspected that would have to be enough.

At least, that was what he told himself until he met Linda Rose Kohler.

In her practice, Linda rarely encountered interesting individuals. For the most part, they were women and men who faced work stress, family trauma, or some other generic issue. Along the way, she helped them. She nudged the women in the right direction. She pushed the men to consider exactly how they could open themselves up and accept the help from the women around them. Invariably, that meant surrendering some elements of independence or control. According to the official bylines as established by her professional memberships, this was wildly unethical.

Linda didn't care.

She served a higher and more important organization.

Little by little, day by day and year by year, they made the world a better place.

She smirked, thinking of that long history. Back before she had reemerged into mainstream society, Linda had learned so much about how the world really worked.

By watching the news, one might come to certain conclusions about the structure of society, so much of which came down to ideas of gender. While the feminists pushed for equal rights, the men of the world seemed to control virtually everything. Most CEOs, prime ministers, presidents, scientists, philosophers, and policymakers all seemed to be men. Of course, there were exceptions here or there. Maybe one could point to a successful female director, some medical institution that was headed up by a woman doctor, or some other country where the prime minister happened to be named Jaqueline Sanders. If anything, those details only served to reinforce the patriarchy. The men of the world could note that things were changing. And since things had already changed, they didn't need to change any further.

Those boys could say the world had been improved, so now it was time to stop talking about gendered hierarchies.

Then again, Linda noticed how a few journalists here or there had subtly started to point toward the real changes in society.

First, there was the educational transfer. Online, so many men insisted that they didn't need degrees or a college education. They didn’t need to attend colleges or universities. Instead, they’d pick a different kind of profession, something that didn't require understanding the complexities of the world. They could learn to swing hammers or fix cars. While those were obviously very necessary skills, they wouldn’t lead to the same positions of power that Linda's sisters and associates craved. The boys were free to make decent money in the short term as electricians and carpenters. In fact, neither Linda nor her allies would decry these boys for their stunted ambitions. On the contrary, she encouraged men to give up on education. They didn't need to be doctors, lawyers, researchers, or thinkers. Instead, they could accept their place in those servile positions. In the meantime, college classes could be dominated by young women who would contend with the complexities of a modern society. More and more, they would assume positions of leadership. Just as importantly, these girls would associate intellectual development with femininity. They would learn that women were simply better educated than men, all because the boys had decided they didn't want to spend time in a classroom.

Education was one half of the equation, Linda knew.

The other half came down to one of society's most fundamental building blocks: money.

All across the world, women were inheriting and earning more money. Economists had noticed the trend as it started five or ten years ago. But now, it was accelerating. What was once a demographic quirk and fascinating possibility had become an inevitability. Soon, women would control more money than men. They’d own more houses, more cars, and more businesses. With this kind of power, they could remake society. With their training and education, they would be ready to do so.

Behind those trends, Linda could see her sisters. These women worked together.

Granted, she was not one of the leaders. She didn't hold some vaunted position of power, nor did she own an entire stable of slaves.

For the time being, she nudged the boys and women she encountered here or there. She helped the women develop their own sense of strength and certainty. She also helped them to see the weaknesses inherent in the male sex. Men may have been taller and stronger with broader shoulders, but those assets had become almost completely irrelevant. At this point, those strong boys were better suited as beasts of burden. Even when it came to military operations, artificial intelligence and the use of robotics could render boys largely irrelevant.

The day was coming when every society could change, Linda knew.

Like her sisters, she understood the importance of patience and timing. She was just one more generation walking a very long path toward female supremacy.

And yet, her newest patient could be part of it. Linda hadn't yet made up her mind, but she intended to get to know him. She looked forward to exploring the different dynamics of his personality, his past, and his suitability. If everything worked out, she could claim him for herself in a way he’d never anticipate.

“So where do you want to go? Library? Coffee shop?” Kayla asked as she closed her book. She and Marissa had obviously joined up for their joint project. They needed to get together, answer the study guide questions, and prepare a brief presentation. While speaking, they probably could have divided up the work right there, headed back to their respective homes, and done it separately. But still, these girls were best friends, and Kayla wasn't ready to give up on socializing quite yet.

“Or we can go back to your place,” Marissa said. Her eyes twinkled with a different sort of ambition, one that had nothing to do with her grades or impressing their teacher, Ms. Skinner.

“Really? Why would you want to do that?” Kayla asked, her voice dropping to an annoyed grunt.

“It's quiet at your place,” Marissa said. “Besides, if we have any questions, we could always ask your brother. He's smart.”

“He's smart,” Kayla said. “He's also off-limits.”

“Really? You haven’t changed your mind yet?”

“I'm not going to change my mind,” Kayla said flatly. “Not about that.”

“You know, he checks me out,” Marissa said. She batted her eyes at her best friend, grinned, and did her best to look as innocent as possible as though she hadn't encouraged Paul.

Kayla may have been young, but she didn't think of herself as naïve, especially when it came to Marissa and her particular tastes. “You flirt with him,” Kayla reminded her best friend.

“Paul makes it easy,” she said without hesitating. “All I have to do is laugh a little, maybe twist my hair around one finger, or watch him for a few seconds, and he starts stuttering. You know what it means when a boy gets nervous around you, right?”

“I don't need to hear this,” Kayla said.

“It means he likes you. It means he's ready for you to train him.”

Kayla rolled her eyes.

Officially, she had no idea whether or not she was supposed to be aware of all of this. On her own, Kayla liked to think of herself as a good girl. She earned strong grades, studied, and focused on getting into college. At this point, she had early admission to three different schools. And yet, she had been friends with Marissa long enough to know the truth about her friend—and her not-so-secret beliefs.

To put it simply, Marissa had shown her a world that Kayla had never really imagined on her own. Even now, after seeing the videos and watching those boys grovel, Kayla could hardly believe it.

“Don't say that about him,” Kayla said without any real vehemence in her voice.

“Why not? He's a boy. Boys need to be trained.”

“He's my brother,” Kayla said flatly.

“So what? If you don't want to train him, you should still be willing to hand him off to a woman who knows how to tame boys.”

“We're both in high school, and he's a high-level programmer,” Kayla replied with just a hint of defensiveness in her voice.

“So what? He's a boy. Boys are vulnerable. You’ve seen what I did with my stable.” Her stable. She made it sound like she had this entire cadre of domesticated animals.

Without trying, Kayla flashed back to their freshman year of high school. Back then, they were both so nervous. They had become friends at the start of middle school. But after they hit the ninth grade and had gone to a party, Marissa had gotten a little bit tipsy, and then told her friend, “You know what I want? You want to know what I really, really want?” Kayla had laughed, shaking her head from side to side. “I want to enslave a boy. No. I want to enslave five or six boys! I want them to wear collars. I want to know that I own their asses!” Again, Kayla laughed nervously. Even if Marissa was known as a flirt and maybe she acted boy crazy sometimes, she had never expressed anything like that before.

Only the next day, after she cleared the alcohol from her system, she called Kayla up, and she told her, “I wasn't joking. I'm going to hunt down a couple of boys, I’m going to seduce them, and I'm going to keep them for myself.”

At first, Kayla had wanted to laugh. She remembered holding the phone in front of her as she looked down at the screen. She kept searching her friend’s face for some sign that Marissa was just messing with her.

Marissa continued, “And I'm going to start with Jake. Have you seen the way he looks at me? If I get my way, he's going to be totally chaste.”

“Chaste?” Kayla had asked. Somehow, the term had sounded so old, like it belonged in some medieval poem or something. Kayla couldn't even remember the last time she had heard an archaic word like that. She only vaguely remembered that it related back to chastity...another word that sounded distant and ancient to her.

“Absolutely,” Marissa had replied with perfect conviction. “Kayla, can I be honest with you?”

“I'm your best friend!” Kayla chirped before she could pause, reflect, and really see the focus on Marissa's face. Most of the time, her friend looked playful and eager to explore. Right then and there, she exuded something strange and unusual…at least for Marissa. She seemed nervous.

“I, I don't think I’m like a lot of other girls,” Marissa confessed. She puffed out her cheeks, glanced off and away from the camera, and then she said, “There’s something I want, something I've been thinking about a lot.”

“What's that?”

“Power,” Marissa replied. She was young. She was supposed to sound like this. Vaguely, Kayla had some sense of what girls their age were supposed to be like: fierce but maybe a little bit shy, hungry to explore but also a tiny bit timid. Maybe that was why she liked Marissa so much. This girl knew how to push ahead in ways that Kayla didn't. Only now, Marissa said, “Maybe I’m a little bit boy crazy, but guess what? I want to enslave them.”

She meant it.

At the time, Kayla had nodded along, thinking that this was just some phase or something. At the same time, she tried to digest the idea. Marissa told her everything, how she wanted to take those boys, to collar them, to strip them naked, to own them in body and mind. If she could have her way, the boys in her life would be little more than well-trained dogs or disciplined ponies, hapless servants and slaves who would see to her every whim. She would control them completely and totally.

Kayla didn't really understand, but she could still love her best friend. Although Kayla listened, she had laughed at one point and said, “Just stay away from Paul. Okay?” Her friend had nodded, but they both knew Marissa couldn't be deterred quite so easily. After all, that girl hungered for male subservience. More importantly, she sensed something in Kayla's older brother, something vulnerable, something loaded with potential.

Linda eyed the man in front of her curiously as she listened to him speak again, his gaze downcast and a bit distant. Paul, probably her favorite patient, had returned. She had spoken to him five times now, and she went through the list of symptoms and character traits in her head. The diagnosis was clear, the handsome young man in front of her met all criteria for the Schizoid Personality Disorder. Poor boy. Then again, she could sense his potential.

She had only treated a few schizoid clients in the timespan of her career. Schizoids tended to prefer solitary activities and lived reclusive lives. Most of the time they believed there was nothing wrong with them, and their social inhibitions made it hard for them to seek professional help.

Her client was well spoken and articulate. Definitely a lot of potential. He spent most of his free time reading and working on various programming projects, some of them quite impressive. He had no friends but would visit his mother once a month to help around the house and chat for a few hours. His childhood was characterized by an unhinged father who alienated and spanked him frequently because his mother lacked the confidence to interfere.

At some point, this boy started to act out. It was natural enough. Once behavioral issues set in, the abuse was then easily justified and intensified. The marriage inevitably broke apart, but the damage was already done. Her client spent most of his teenage years reading books in his room. Adulthood had proven to be challenging.

All schizoids suffered from anhedonia, the inability to experience pleasure from everyday activities. As a consequence, most developed a rich and unusual imagination to stimulate themselves. Linda wondered what her client's fantasies were. One way or another, she was sure she could use this. It might take her some effort to get him to open up, as most schizoids were secretive about their beliefs and inner world. That didn’t bother her.

Schizoids generally did not form deep and lasting social connections with others, which made it difficult for regular people to interact with them, making peer rejection almost inevitable. Perhaps that was the reason they’d become so secretive? The less they revealed of themselves, the longer it would take for the people around them to figure out there was something seriously wrong with them.

Like many schizoids, the young man seemed to have his life in order. He worked part time due to persistent insomnia, which was obvious from the dark circles under his eyes. He had no drug addiction, which was no surprise, as drug abuse tended to run in social circles, and her client had none.

Linda's attention focused back on her client. He had wanted to try some form of therapy to see if that would alleviate his problems. She knew Eye Movement Desensitization and Reprocessing therapy wouldn't solve his actual problems, and a spanking did not cause sufficient enough trauma to treat with EMDR, but he was a paying client, so she had a job to do. She turned on the EMDR device and explained how the light would move from the left to the right and he was to follow it with his eyes while focusing on the traumatic event.

“All right Paul,” she explained, “I want you to tell me step by step about the events leading up to your most traumatic experience. Take your time, but try to visualize the memory in your mind. When you reach the most traumatic part, I want you to visualize that, hold the image still in your mind, and start following the light with your eyes.”

Her client nodded and began speaking in a calm voice, “Okay. It all kind of blurs together as it usually was the same thing that happened over and over. I was around seven years old and would still be sent to bed shortly after dinner. I'd lie in bed hearing the TV downstairs, unable to sleep. After a few hours my older brother would be sent to bed, and by that time I was rather bored and agitated. So I'd speak to him and he'd tell me to be quiet.”

Paul stretched his back and continued, “I'd usually keep on trying to talk to him, and he'd get out of bed and go downstairs. I'm not sure what he said, probably that I was being annoying. Shortly after my father would come up the stairs.” She could see the tension rising in her client as he continued, “He never turned on the light, so it was kind of dark, and he'd sit down on the bed, grab me, and pull me over his knee. He'd take my arms and cross my wrists behind my back, holding them with his left hand, then he'd pull down my pajama bottoms and briefs.”

Paul took a moment to swallow, “He'd begin spanking me, hard slaps, one after the other. The pain would slowly build up, but I never cried. I think I was too defiant of his authority. I was a pretty strong-willed child. I'd struggle and squirm, but there was no escape, his grasp too strong to free my wrists, and the slaps would go on and on.” She could hear the tension in his throat and see the color slowly drain from Paul's face as he relived the trauma, his voice deepening, his body rigid, “I'd crawl into a dark cold place deep inside me where the pain was distant, my body completely limp, a place detached from reality.”

Paul paused and seemed to ponder what to say next. “Every time it felt like dying... giving up all hope of escape, embracing death,” Paul spoke quietly, “It took more than twenty slaps to get there, but I could never keep count…and I don't know how long I spent in that quiet place…A while.”

Linda shifted slightly, listening intently, a vivid image forming in her mind of a naked defiant boy receiving a merciless spanking that went on and on, struggling, but refusing to cry, his bottom an alarming shade of red. Linda struggled to keep her expression neutral as she felt herself getting damp as arousal spread through her like an incoming tide.

Paul smirked grimly as he carried on, “Coming out was always the same, that first wild spasm...and I'd snap back to reality...and he'd still be spanking me, one slap after the other. I'd begin to struggle, and the pain would fill my whole existence, but once I got out of the quiet place I couldn't return. The pain was torturous. He just kept going. It felt like an eternity, slap after slap after slap…and then he'd stop. He'd get up without having said a single word the entire time, and head back downstairs.”

A single tear rolled down Paul's cheek, and he calmly brushed it away while showing almost no emotion. Silence filled the room as Linda pictured the naked boy left behind limp as his father walked away, a bit surprised at how damp she had gotten between her thighs. Officially, she was just a therapist. She had her title and vocational experience stenciled out on her resume. But there was more to her than just the documentation listed on her website.

Unfortunately, virtually all the trauma she dealt with was the cause of unhinged males thinking they knew better how to raise children than the mother. Clearly, that was the case here with this boy’s father. Even if the perpetrator was female, closer examination always revealed the looming shadow of a male abuser in the woman's past.

Like many psychologists, Linda had lost all sympathy for men who did not know their proper place in the natural order. There were only so many young women you could listen to, wrapped into a broken state, before something snapped. Maybe she could have once felt sympathy for Paul, but now she merely saw an opportunity. He was a perfect specimen for her organization, deliciously damaged and ready. Maybe...just maybe he'd be the one she had been looking for, the perfect specimen.

Wondering if her arousal showed in her voice she asked, “How often did this happen?” Paul briefly met her eyes before lowering his gaze, “It all blurs together, but it happened at least a hundred times, probably closer to two hundred, maybe even more.” Linda had to stop herself from smirking at the thought that rather than the trauma being too insignificant for EMDR, it was likely too severe and ingrained to ever be properly treated.

Paul could be viewed as a lemon, no longer fit for society, the squiggly wheel on a grocery cart that just wouldn't roll right in any place of employment, perhaps even a lone wolf that could become dangerous when walking down the wrong path. Fortunately for Paul, Linda was very good at making lemonade.

Linda returned to the task at hand, “I want you to tell the story again from the moment your father pulled down your briefs. Be as detailed as you can, and when you reach the point where you come out of the quiet place, I want you to picture yourself, and start following the light.” Paul nodded and began telling his story again. By the time Linda turned on the machine, watching Paul follow the light, she was definitely wet. The excited heat dampened her panties, not that she let this show on her face. Whenever Paul's eyes started to lag behind, she'd move her finger along with the light for him, and she liked how obediently he followed her finger from the left to the right, getting back to the proper pace at once.

Being spanked into shock releases powerful endorphins, and she wondered if Paul kept getting in trouble because he became addicted to it.

A social recluse like Paul would also make the perfect slave for her organization. With the right treatment and encouragement, he might come to view his childhood spankings in an entirely different light. For now she'd have him go through a few more sessions, and she'd get every little delicious detail out of him before starting the next step of his treatment. She decided to ask him to bring some childhood pictures for their next session. It'd be nice to envision everything a bit more clearly in her head. Besides, those images could stoke his feelings of helplessness.

Linda stared hungrily at Paul as he walked down the hallway; it had been almost a year since she had sold her last slave. Perhaps it was time for her to own a pet again. She'd love to reprogram his broken mind until he'd retell his spanking story while growing rock hard. He'd be on his knees and kissing her boots, and as she'd stroke her cane suggestively, he'd turn around and bare his ass, his face pressed against the floor, begging her to send him back to that quiet place.

With jealousy in her heart, Linda still remembered how during her initiation in the order she had gotten a private lesson from a handler and her knight. The woman had been in her fifties, but it had detracted nothing from her attractiveness. The knight was naked except for a collar, his body slender yet exceptionally muscular. The woman had traced her fingers across the knight's ballsack, explaining how she had castrated him, and carefully kept his testosterone levels at the optimal level through injections, showing off her perfectly sculpted slave like a prize horse. Then she had instructed Linda in the art of caning, showing her exactly where to hit. It had been a humbling experience when the knight grew erect as Linda caned him, his owner encouraging her to strike harder. She could still remember her body growing sweaty, her arm heavier with each strike, the knight slave staring at his owner in devotion as he bore the pain, until she had to admit defeat.

Linda had never quite been the same since that day. Where she once had enjoyed making grown men cry, her heart now longed for that perfect slave knight, a wild dangerous beast that would surrender to no one but her. Maybe, just maybe, she could rebuild Paul into something like that. Linda's lips curved into a devious smile as she contemplated where to take things from here.

“Are you sure? Are you really sure it would bother you?” Kayla sat at the small desk in the corner of her bedroom. Technically, she was supposed to use that space to study. More often than not, she did her makeup, brushed her hair, or leaned back and played on her phone.

Marissa was on her bed, on her stomach, her ankles crossed and in the air. She had her phone out, her eyes locked on the screen as she scrolled through her feed.

“Yes,” Kayla said again. At this point, it felt more like a game. “You can't go after him.”

“What do you think would happen if I try to?”

“I don't want to think about it,” Kayla replied curtly.

“But seriously, have you ever wondered? I mean, you know what I can do to boys.”

It was true, Kayla silently reflected. Last week, the two girls had gone out, and Marissa had insisted on bringing one of her slaves. Yes, she actually referred to him as a slave. For Kayla, that seemed strange and vaguely intoxicating. She wasn't sure exactly what it was about the concept. Maybe it was the idea of wielding that kind of power, that kind of authority…Even so, she hadn't allowed herself to explore those possibilities. She needed to get through high school, go to college, get her degree, and get a solid career started. Those were her goals. She wasn’t looking for a boyfriend, and she definitely wasn't looking for a slave.

Clearly, Marissa didn't have the same priorities.

“No. I don't wonder about it,” Kayla lied.

“And you know, you don't even have to use them in every way. Just because they’re sex slaves, that doesn't mean you have to actually play with them. Sometimes, it's better when they just grovel.”

“Seriously?” Kayla hadn't meant to ask this question, but now the curiosity tugged at her. She turned back toward her friend.

Marissa smirked. There was that playful little smile pulling at the corners of her mouth. Her eyes narrowed, and she glanced over at her friend. Setting her phone aside, Marissa sat up, leaned back, and made eye contact before glancing up at the ceiling. “Absolutely. Basically, you can have a boy, and you can make him do whatever you want. Seriously, when do you think the last time I did any of my chores was?”

“No one objects?” Kayla asked seriously.

“I just do it when no one else is home,” Marissa replied. “Don't get me wrong. I know how this looks. I'm okay with it.”

“So why tell me?”

“Because I think you have potential.”

Kayla didn't know if she was supposed to be flattered or insulted. “I think you might be wrong about that, at least when it comes to this. I just want to get all my stuff done.”

“Because you want to be such a good girl?”

“Call it whatever you want,” Kayla retorted.

“Fine. Whatever. But, you know, the world is changing.”

“It's not changing that much,” Kayla said with more confidence this time.

“What? You think I'm alone?”

“How many other women have you met like you?” Kayla asked. “Seriously. I mean, you're my best friend, and it's fine if you want to do this. The boys seem happy enough, I guess.” In truth, Kayla didn't really worry about them. She had her own priorities. Besides, they were guys. If anything, they had every advantage. When Kayla looked around the world, she could still see the patriarchy alive and well. Men seemed to get away with so much nonsense and garbage. Frankly, it was infuriating! She knew she didn't want to go into politics or anything like that. And yet, she couldn't completely deny what was happening either. All too often, every election seemed to come down to one man versus another. Every powerbroker looked to be a guy. And even if she could see exceptions here or there, they were never good enough. Not only that, those exceptions couldn't change anything.

Fine. Whatever. Kayla needed to concentrate on her schoolwork, her grades, her application, winning scholarships, and her eventual career.

“None,” Marissa said. “But that just means I’m ahead of my time.”

In actuality, that girl had no idea just how many women had very similar ideas. She would find out eventually.

He sat outside in the waiting room, nervously tapping his fingertips against his knees. His toes rose up in his shoes and gently smacked down against the industrial carpeting. Linda didn't employ a receptionist or anything like that. This was a small practice. She had her office downtown, a small waiting room, and the room where she met with her patients.

At this point, he had never seen any of her other clients. Still, he understood how expensive it must've been to rent this office. Clearly, she was successful.

That knowledge only reinforced his sense of subservience.

Paul wasn't exactly sure where it came from. Maybe it was the fact that she was beautiful. Maybe it was the fact that he could talk to her, and she actually seemed capable. Online, he had discovered different videos where people criticized their psychologists and psychiatrists. So many of the arguments sounded the same, “I know they want to help me, but they couldn't really do it. It's like you talk to a stranger, they don't know anything about you or your life. How is that going to help you?” Those criticisms came up again and again.

In fact, they had almost been enough to keep him from bothering to try again. Since medicine couldn't help, chasing down someone for some talk therapy seemed illogical. Only then he flashed back to that night when he found her profile in that medical directory. He thought of how she had stood there in front of the camera, a knowing smile on her face, her eyes lit with something he couldn't quite name.

He'd stared at her for long seconds, enjoying those moments as the world seemed to slow down around him. He remembered that strange sense of contentment, combined with something else, the spark at the pit of his stomach.

At some point, he had scrolled away from her picture. Instead, he read about her as though these details really made a huge difference. Part of him wanted to think that he was being completely rational about all of this. And yet, he could admit it now. He had a little crush on her. It came from talking to her, from opening up to her, from telling her the truth, and knowing that he could trust her. That last idea seemed strange. Somehow, like it came from some esoteric academic discipline, one he could study endlessly.

He didn't risk taking out his phone or checking the time.

Instead, he continued to wait, doing his best to be patient.

The door opened. Linda appeared. He saw that she was wearing a silver necklace, and she looked incredible in that black dress with the dark brown belt around her waist. She also had on dark gray tights and leather boots that caught the light.

“Good afternoon, Paul. How are you doing today?”

“I'm well,” he said.

“By all means, come in,” she said, holding the door open for him.

He jumped to his feet and rushed into her office. He sat down, careful to keep his back straight, his shoulders tight, and his hands on his lap.

“You can relax,” she told him as she took her seat. Like always, she crossed her legs, lifted her tablet, and rested it on her lap. For just a moment, he glanced up at her, and he contemplated how he could have those feelings. There was something about her presence. She seemed powerful and demure, refined, elegant, and unstoppable all at the same time.

She focused her gaze on him. He quickly looked away. He couldn't help it. In her presence, something within his personality seemed to bend. When it came to the rest of the world, he knew how to be obstinate and stubborn. He could hold onto his beliefs with ease. In front of her, all of that seemed to change…

He forced his expression to remain neutral. Normally, that instinct came naturally. With her, he had this strange vision that pulsed behind his eyes and deep within the meat of his brain. He could have lunged forward, dropped to his knees, and looked up at her eagerly. Furtively, Paul gave a little shake of his head as he tried to get that thought out of his mind.

Instead, he puffed out his cheeks and forced himself to relax as much as possible. Still, she was right there.

“Before we begin with today's session, I want us to discuss your progress.”

“Okay,” he said. “I understand.”

“Before I give you my assessment, I want to hear your perspective, Paul.”

“I feel like I am making progress,” he said.

She smiled. “Be more specific.” He didn't understand how she could do that. She issued a command while encouraging him. At the same time. That smile seemed so gentle and alluring even as she made it clear that this was her office, she was in charge, and he would do whatever she wished. When she asked a question, he answered. All of those automatic boundaries and borders he established around the rest of the world seemed to break in front of her.

“I feel like I am making progress,” he repeated, more slowly this time as he worked to add more. “I've told you about my past...my family.”

“Yes, you have. Do you trust me?”

The question surprised him.

“What? Do I trust you?”

“It's a simple question, Paul. Answer me.” As she spoke, Linda studied him intently. Even if her expression remained unreadable, she could feel that excitement flare throughout her body. There were no outward signs, of course. She was far too professional for something like that. Even so, she could feel the stiffness along her nipples beneath her bra's embrace. She didn't shift her weight or readjust her position, but she could still sense that little trace of dampness right between her legs.

After all, Linda saw this boy, and she could sense his vulnerability and potential. Having spent years in Celestia, she was fully cognizant of what a boy could be. Out here, in the broader world, she also understood just how toxic so many “natural” instincts could be. Up here, the boys weren't properly trained. They didn't learn how to behave or to respect their superiors. They didn't learn the value of subjugation.

Then again, that was why she and her sisters came up and continued to push for the agenda. They had their plans. Just as importantly, they grew stronger with every month and year. Even if most of the boys couldn't understand what was happening, many of them did. She thought of the chastity cages, the pearl cutters, the promises, and the blackmail material. She considered how many men appeared to be independent but were secretly owned.

As she considered Paul, she wondered whether or not he would be suitable as her servant...her knight...her slave.

She leveled her gaze at him. She watched him and studied him intently. At the same time, he felt like she could bypass all of his defenses. With anyone else, it would have been so easy to sneer, too incline his head or turn away. If nothing else, he could have stared right back at any stranger without answering. But when it came to her, he needed to give her what she expected. Perhaps he could have justified this by talking about the importance of opening up in therapy. But really, it was something else. He gave no sign that he could sense the trap in front of him.

“Yes,” he said. “I trust you.”

“Are you aware that the law requires me to report my patients if they make specific kinds of declarations or announcements?” She gazed back at him.

“What?” Paul asked, blinking. Normally, he could get into a conversation with the average person, and he would feel like he was just waiting around for them to say something interesting. More often than not, he could jump to their conclusions, easily predicting what they’d say. It was tiresome and boring and served as another reason why he had a difficult time socializing.

With Linda, however, she spoke, and he felt like he could barely keep up.

“These are pretty standard,” she told him. “Sometimes, a patient will make it clear that they are a danger to themselves or others. There are some other circumstances, but I think this kind of issue makes trust harder to build. I want to help you, Paul. I want you to reach your full potential.”

“I want that too,” he said.

“Good,” she replied. “But I want you to consider signing this.” Linda turned her tablet around and handed it to him. The device was heavier than he expected as he peered down at the screen. He saw the lines of text.

“What is this?”

“It’s a contract. It's a legally binding contract between us. Essentially, it states that neither you nor I will be able to share anything we say in our sessions. I want you to know you can trust me, Paul. I want you to understand that there isn't anyone else listening, and there will be no circumstances under which I will share what we talk about. At the same time, you won’t be permitted to talk about our sessions.”

His eyes had already started to dart down along the text. He read quickly.

“So this means I can’t tell anyone about what we talk about either…” Paul said.

“That's correct,” Linda told him. She watched him again, her eyes cutting through his questions as he tried to figure out what he should do or say.

As far as Linda was concerned, this was a test for this boy. If he intended to remain independent and free, then maybe he would push back. Maybe he’d shake his head and say something about how he didn't want to give up his freedom to express himself to others. Then again, he was a boy, and he carried that mistaken belief that he and his kind could always be in control. Even if he felt something else at the core of his being, he still had those incorrect beliefs and assumptions.

“I'm not sure,” he said.

“Do you trust me?”

“Yes,” he answered automatically.

“If you sign a contract, we will have a special kind of relationship, Paul. It will be one just between you and me. We won't have to worry about regulators or administrators. We won't have to worry about anyone else. It will just be you and me in this office as I help you and guide you. Do you want that?”

He could have said no. He could have jumped to his feet and cast the tablet back onto her lap before striding out of the room.

Those possibilities occurred to him, yet he dismissed them, one after another. After all, he wanted to stay right there, on her seat, close to her. More than that, he knew what she expected from him. He understood what she wanted. He couldn't disappoint her…

For this boy, that felt like a complete and utter impossibility.

He found the line at the bottom of the screen, and he swiped his finger along that solid surface. His signature appeared, and he nodded.

“Good boy,” she said. “From now on, everything that we share here is completely private. I won't tell anyone, and you aren't allowed to tell anyone either. Is that right?”

“That's right,” he agreed.

“Say it.”

His brows tightened. The concept didn't seem especially complicated. Even so, he knew that she was his therapist, so he could trust her. In fact, he considered everything he had already shared with her. He drew in a slow breath, held it for just a moment, and obeyed her instructions, “You won't tell anyone, and I'm not allowed to tell anyone either.”

“That's right,” she said. “You know you can trust me to guide you and to teach you.”

“I can,” he agreed. As he spoke, he couldn't help but feel that small spark of excitement since he had his little crush on this beautiful woman. “I trust you. I trust you completely.”

Before he left, she gave him some homework. Linda explained, “In order for therapy to work, you need to trust me.”

“I already told you that I trust you,” he pointed out.

“That's only part of it. You see, you trust me from a purely rational and logical perspective. When you concentrate and think about it, you trust me. But frankly, I expect more from you, Paul. I want you to spend some time over the next week. When you are alone, go to the center of your bedroom, get down on your knees, close your eyes, bow your head, place your hands behind your back, and think about how much you trust me. Think about the contract that you just signed. Think about the promise you have made and think about what you are willing to do to prove that you trust me. Remember, I'm here to help you, and I'm going to guide you. I'm going to train you. Understand?”

The instructions had washed over him, one word after another diving deep into his psyche.

“I understand,” he had promised before he left.

When he went home, he found himself in his bedroom. He saw his laptop, the mouse, and his bed. He glanced over at his closet. He wasn't even sure exactly what he was doing right then and there. He had just finished a session with her. Clearly, his “homework” could wait.

And yet, something held him. He kept thinking about Linda. He thought of her brass-red hair, her brown eyes, her glasses, the contours of her cheeks, and the way she could smile at him. He knew that it was just a curve of her lips, often a reflexive reaction. Even so, each time he earned her approval, there was that warm and addictive glow at the base of his stomach.

Few things could excite him. Few things could give him that jolt of pleasure. Being in the same room with her, hearing her voice, and seeing her right there always triggered something profound and powerful deep within him.

For a moment, he stood in the center of his room. He looked down at the floor. He stopped. He considered whether or not he was really going to do this.

Then he reminded himself that it was a trust exercise.

He considered what he had told her, how he had gone through those memories, and how almost no one else knew what had happened to him when he was a child. Closing his eyes, he flashed back to those memories, his father's lap, every slap while on the lap, the jolts of pain, the dissociation, resurfacing, and at the agony burning across his skin. He remembered trying to jump back down into that peaceful oblivion. And yet, he could never do it a second time.

Paul fell to his knees. He dropped down without really thinking about it. He closed his eyes and thought about her dark hair, her eyes, the way she smiled at him, how she adjusted her glasses, her stance, and that tone of her voice when she gave him instructions.

With ease, he remembered precisely what she had told him to do. In place, he crossed his arms behind his back, he lowered his head, he closed his eyes, and he focused on her.

Just her. He thought of Linda Rose Kohler and how he trusted her. He thought of how he would do what she told him. She was his therapist, and it was his obligation to respect and trust her. She knew what was best for him, so he needed to do whatever she said.


Chapter 2

When she called him into her office again, he jumped up from his spot in the waiting room and quickly rushed over. He took his usual seat, and he expected her to ask about the trust exercises.

She didn't.

“Give me your phone,” Linda instructed instead.

“My phone?” Paul asked. Like pretty much any guy, he froze up, his back stiffening. He stared at her, almost as though he expected her to burst out laughing. She didn't. Instead, she watched him, her arm extended, her hand out and her palm up.

“Give me your phone,” Linda said again.

Her patient wanted to ask, “Why?” Only then, he thought about how much time he had spent on his knees in the middle of his bedroom. He considered what he had told her and how he had to do as she said. He thought of the contract, and he nodded, carefully reaching down into his pocket. He pulled out the device and handed it to her. For a moment or two, he tried to reassure himself that this wouldn't be a big deal. After all, she just wanted to make sure that he really did trust her. It was another exercise, something more akin to a game then anything else.

Even as he tried to convince himself of those details, she turned the phone back to him, and he heard the telltale beep as the facial recognition kicked in.

She now had access to his phone…

Paul liked to think of himself as pretty aggressive when it came to personal security. He used automated systems to come up with difficult passwords that wouldn't be easily guessed or predicted. Only now, this woman had his phone, and she asked, “Is there anything on your phone that you find error with?”

“I don't know,” he said.

“I guess we're just going to have to see then, won't we?”

Paul thought he heard a little note of amusement in her voice. She glanced at him, and she smiled now. She was trying to reassure him. That much was clear, “Remember what we talked about last week. Trust. As your therapist, it's vital that you let me in. You need to show me everything and tell me everything. You don't get to keep secrets, not from me. Is that right?”

“Right,” he said.

“Say it,” she said. Her voice didn't sharpen. There was no harsh edge of anger in her reply, yet he recognized those two words for what they were: a command.

“I need to show you everything and tell you everything. I, I don't get to keep secrets, not from you.” He didn't sound especially articulate or brilliant. Then again, focusing became far more difficult since she ran one finger across his phone as she searched through the device.

Instinctively, Paul tried to remember exactly which apps and sites he had been to on his browser. Then his stomach twisted, and she smiled as she turned the device around. “What is this?”

He saw the caption right there on the screen. His shoulders tightened, his stomach contracted, and he held his knees together. “It's a caption,” he said, dropping his gaze down. He thought of the girl in that image. She wore a sleek, black catsuit. She had long, straight blonde hair, vivid eyes, and a cruel smile. In one hand, she held onto a whip. Beneath her boot, there was a man on his back. He looked up toward her. Along the edge of the image, there was text but Linda didn't bother to read it.

“What kind of caption?”

“It's about female domination,” he said. Uttering those words aloud felt strange. He routinely searched for terms just like that one: female domination, femdom, female supremacy, submissive male, dominant woman, obedient boy... All of those search terms came naturally, but he didn't say them out loud.

“What is that?”

“Do you really need me to say this?”

“Think back to our contract. You promised to tell me everything. You promised. Trust me. That's what I'm asking you to do right now. Go on, Paul. Tell me everything.”

He locked his teeth together. Clenching his jaw, he turned his head to the left, then the right. As he squirmed there in his seat, Linda watched him. He couldn't read her expression, but she was enjoying this. There was something so perfect about a boy who already searched for reasons to obey a woman like her.

“Female domination is a type of porn where...where the woman takes charge. Basically, she can do whatever she wants to the boy.”

“Tell me more,” she said.

More? His eyes widened for just a moment. He hated it as that panic flooded through his body, especially because he grabbed onto his pants, and his fingers bunched the fabric between his fingertips and palms. He locked his teeth together again as he stared downward. The silence stretched. The weight of her expectations continued push down on him. Again and again, part of him wished he could just jump up and leave. Then again, he had signed that contract with this woman. He had promised to trust her. More than that, he knew that if he got scared and ran away, she wouldn't see him again.

That was a risk Paul couldn't tolerate or take.

“When someone watches a female domination video or reads the caption, or a book, basically he is thinking about fantasies where a woman is completely in charge. He becomes a slave or a pet. She might treat him like an animal. Maybe she really cares about him, but she trains him to be completely and utterly obedient. That's the really important part. She is always in charge, and he might try to fight back, but he's always going to lose.”

“And this is something you enjoy? You enjoy the idea of being dominated by a woman?”

He had never admitted this to anyone out loud. Online, he had been a part of different games. He had gone through different forums and message boards. Maybe he had left a comment here or there online. But this was different because there was a woman seated right there in front of him.

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Good,” she said. “I'm glad you could be honest with me.”

He exhaled. There was that sharp sigh of relief, and he started to raise his hand, thinking she would give him his phone.

She didn't. Instead, she had her eyes locked down on the screen once again, as she continued to scroll through his history. “Here is a video about a boy who has been completely restrained,” she said. “Am I interpreting this correctly?” She turned the screen back to him. He saw the video. It was true. There was a man in a dungeon. He was naked, his shaved body on display. He had taut muscles and this nervous expression on his face. Without trying, Paul could immediately think through all of the different variables. He knew exactly what would happen in that video from one scene to the next. The boy would struggle, jerking against his shackles. Metal bands encircled his wrists, elbows, knees and ankles. Obviously, he could have struggled for days, weeks or months without having any chance of breaking free.

Paul had wondered what that would feel like, to be naked and vulnerable in front of a woman.

“How does that make you feel? What do you think of the idea of being restrained?”

“I don't know,” he said automatically.

“Try again,” she replied. “You're an intelligent, articulate boy, Paul. I expect better from you.”

He opened his mouth, only to close it a second later. In that instant, he hated the idea of disappointing this woman. Even so, his heart started beating faster. Again, this wasn't something he had expected to admit. They were supposed to be talking about his childhood, his relationship with his parents, something, anything else!

For her part, she watched as that panic darted across his face. More importantly, Linda noted how he remained seated right there. He was smart enough to realize that there would be serious consequences if he rose to his feet or even tried to leave.

He couldn't, she knew.

Like so many boys out in the world, this young man needed her approval. That was often one of the most ironic and toxic components of masculinity. There are plenty of men out in the world who secretly yearned to impress the women around them, but they didn't know how to do this in a healthy way, so they got aggressive and hostile. She couldn't help but think about the nonsense out on so many different playgrounds. If a boy liked a girl, he was supposed to tug on her pigtails before darting away. That was nonsense, of course. Boys should have been taught that obedience was the best way to impress a girl. If he really wished to make her happy, he needed to get down on his knees and promise his fidelity and loyalty. That was what those young men and boys should have been taught in the first place.

“I guess there's something about the idea of captivity,” he began. He had his eyes closed and his face aimed downward. “Feeling helpless. Feeling powerless. Knowing that I can't get away. I guess that's exciting.”

“And what happens in the rest of the video?”

“That man, the actor, he gets interrogated.”

“About what?”

Paul silently wished that he could be bold enough to lie to this woman. Then again, he trusted her. Behind the darkness of his eyelids, he also remembered what it was like to kneel down in his bedroom. In those moments, without trying, he had pictured Linda standing above him. His therapist could even brush her fingers along the top of his head or down his neck. In his most intense moments of loyalty and trust, he had imagined her listening to him as he promised to trust her and to tell her everything. She could have held onto a whip. She could have let the tip drop down against his naked shoulders or to his back and buttocks. If he got one part wrong, she could unleash the whip, sending it cutting across the air and snapping against his naked skin. He thought about how it would sting, how she would be the one correcting him, and how he would do everything in his power to please her.

Still nervous, Paul licked his bottom lip. At this point, he summoned up the best of his bravery, and he looked right at her. “She wants access to all of his bank accounts. She wants all of his information. His passwords. His account numbers. That sort of thing.”

“Is he willing to tell her?”

“No,” Paul said.

“And what happens?”

“She breaks him,” Paul told her.

“She breaks him? What does that mean?”

“She uses a couple of different tools,” Paul said.

“Such as?” Linda wouldn't make this easy on him. That much was obvious. Even if he tried to glide over the obvious details, she expected him to tell her everything. That's why she explained, “You don't get to be vague here, Paul. If you try to hide something, I will get it out of you.”

His lips separated.

“I understand,” he told her. “Basically, she uses a whip, nipple clamps, and a crop.”

“I see,” she said. “And how does it make you feel when you watch this video?”

“Aroused,” he said.

“Let's watch it,” she said.

“What?”

“I've never seen anything like this before,” she said. “I want to understand you. Let's watch this together. Shall we?”

“But, but…” As he tried to stammer out a reason for her to change her mind, Linda snapped her fingers and pointed down toward the spot next to her chair. “Come over here. Sit down on the floor.”

He couldn't believe that he was really doing this, yet he instinctively rose to his feet. She had given him an order, and it was so easy to obey. He crossed the room, lowered himself down onto his knees, and she hit that circular icon right in the middle of his screen.

The video started.

The boy squirmed, just as he remembered. He grunted, locking his teeth together unclenching his jaw while his muscles twitched. He pulled to the left, to the right. He jerked his limbs as best he could. Those bonds, each metal band mounted against the wall, didn't budge or move at all as the actor strained.

Then there was the sound of the door opening, footsteps, and a woman in a sleek, latex dress approached. The black material clung to the curves of her breasts, her waist and stomach. She looked so incredible. Plus, there was something about her high, blonde ponytail. She had those sharp cheekbones, and dark red lipstick shined along her mouth. “Are you ready to tell me everything I want to know?” asked the actress.

“You're not going to get away with this,” said the boy. He wasn't an amazing actor, yet it hardly mattered. As he watched, Paul sensed the tension between his legs. “I'm going to get out of these restraints!” He grimaced, pushed his head back up against the wall, and continued to squirm. He pulled and tugged, pushing and fighting his bonds.

Linda paused the video. “Would you like to be that boy?”

Paul didn't know how to answer. After all, he had never envisioned any scenario where he would be on display like this. As a man, he had always been so private with his pornographic proclivities. These were supposed to be private, something no one else would ever find out about. Even if his therapist was supposed to have access to every slice of his psyche, he still hadn't anticipated something like this. “No,” he said quickly. “Yes? I don't know.”

“Try again,” she instructed.

“Yes…” Paul didn't like this admission; he didn't appreciate what it meant, or how it made him sound. At the same time, however, he closed his eyes, and he contemplated what this really meant. As his chest tightened, he considered the nervous energy pulsating right at the center of his gut. “Yes, I guess I would like to be that boy, but it's just a fantasy.”

“Fantasies give our lives meaning,” she said.

Right when he was about to ask what she meant by that, Linda hit the button again, and the video resumed. By now, the actress had appeared. She reached up, her latex-gloves shining under the lights. She stroked his neck, his chest, and then she reached down for his cock. She stroked him, making sure he was hard.

“I’m going to make it sting,” she promised him.

She stepped away from the camera. As she disappeared, there was that look of fear that rushed across the boy’s face. He started to struggle twice as hard, right until that moment, when she came back. She held up her whip, and she stroked the soft, leather curve along his naked skin.

“No,” he said. “Please. Please, don't do this.”

“All you have to do is acknowledge yourself as my slave,” she said.

Linda paused the video again. “Slave. That's a very interesting word, don't you think?”

“I guess,” Paul answered. On so many different occasions, someone had asked him a question, and he had responded with something short. But right there, with this woman, he already knew that wouldn't be good enough.

Sure enough, she asked him, “Would you want to be her slave?”

At this point, something compelled him. He didn't understand the reflex, but he turned his head and peeked up at Linda. Since she was sitting on her chair while he remained on the floor, she seemed to so much more powerful, like his boss, a royal, or maybe even a goddess…

“No,” he said. He wouldn't want to be that woman's slave. Even if this video triggered certain responses deep within his body, he thought of someone else.

“What does slavery mean to you?”

“It means being with a woman and doing whatever she says,” he answered right away. This time, it was easier, especially because he blinked. In that sliver of a second, his mind flashed back to those alternate possibilities. He could be the one chained against the wall, naked, vulnerable, his balls and his cock on display. And Linda could stride up to him. She could stroke his cheek, run her hands along his body, pick up the whip, and fling the tip down. With every stroke of her arm through the air, she could send that sharpened edge slashing across the distance between them before it struck. He could already imagine the pain. He was on his knees, and he was glad she couldn't see his cock. If he had been forced to stand, his erection would have pushed out against the inside of his pants.

“Does she have to be fair with you?”

“No…”

“So if she feels like punishing you because she has some sadistic impulse, is that her right? Is that her prerogative?”

“In these videos, yes.”

“I'm not talking about these videos,” she replied. “I'm talking about your fantasies, Paul.” Linda intended to lock him down. She wanted to make sure that he confronted the realities of what these videos meant. After all, one could argue that this was just porn. It was entertainment, so it didn't have any kind of moral or ethical value. At the same time, she understood that this kind of content could put him in the proper frame of mind, especially for the moment when she decided to make her move.

Swallowing back the trepidation at the base of his throat, Paul didn't know exactly how to answer. “If she feels like punishing me, that's her right. She can do whatever she wants. She can use me. She can take me. She can own me because that's what slavery means. I, I would just be her property.”

“Interesting,” she said.

Interesting?

Paul dared to look back up at that beautiful woman again. His heart started beating faster. Only then, she skipped away from the video about the interrogation.

Before she selected another one, she glanced down at him. “In the video, does the boy break?”

“Yes.”

“And what does that mean?”

“It, it means that he gives her all of his money. He gets completely owned. He's not only a prisoner, but she strips away every other asset he has.”

“Why do you think she does that?”

“She wants his money,” he said. “But…” Paul paused. Again, he wasn't used to this. Normally, he could be cold, incisive, and articulate without any effort. With this woman, however, it was almost impossible for him to tell her what he was thinking. These thoughts were supposed to be private. They were supposed to be locked within the hidden depths of his search history. Only right then and there, she peeled away his outer layers and considered exactly what kind of man he really was.

This was the point of therapy, he tried to remind himself. Not only that, he wasn't just talking to some random clinician. This was Linda Rose Kohler. She was smart, incisive, and alluring. While he kneeled there at her feet, he felt so small, so powerless, and so vulnerable. Even so, he couldn't deny the anticipation and something close to ecstasy that seemed to simmer along his veins.

“Keep going,” Linda whispered to him. There was something so soft, so gentle, soothing, and unyielding about her instructions.

“She wants his money,” Paul repeated. “But she also wants the power of what it represents. She wants to know that he can never get away.”

“Good,” Linda answered. She swiped along the screen, found another one, and he could feel the color drain away from his cheeks.

In an instant, he sensed that impulse to leap back up onto his feet and to argue with her. As a reasonably intelligent man, he was sure he could come up with a good position. Only there was a problem. When he looked back at her face, he could feel his defiance bend and break away. When he was close to her, he wanted to be good, obedient, and docile. She awoke that instinct in the same way those videos did. But this was different because she was real. She was right there, so close, so strong and smart and powerful. Out in the wider world, he suspected there were lots of men just like him. Maybe they couldn't admit it, but they secretly craved a woman like her. Maybe it came from some childhood experience. It could have just as easily been a quirk of their DNA. In any case, these men came close to women, and they ached for commands. They yearn to be told what to do. They craved captivity and powerlessness.

“How about this one?”

“No,” he gasped out before he could stop himself.

“This is a CEI video,” she said. “A come-eating-instruction video.”

“Yes...”

“What does that mean?”

Without trying, he adopted clinical language, “It means that there are times when a boy will be forced to eat his own ejaculate.”

“You mean he has an orgasm, and then he has to lick it up?”

“Maybe he has to lick it up, or she might make him come in his hand before she smears it on his face.”

“Have you ever tried that?”

“I, I…”

“Have you?” Linda questioned him.

As several seconds passed, he searched for the bravery to finish the idea. He needed to say something! His heart pounded faster again, and the heat burned across his body. At first, he kept his eyes aimed at that screen. Only now, he saw movement in his peripheral vision. He peeked back up at her. His eyes met hers, and he got lost. Right away, Paul knew he had to satisfy her. She asked him a question, so he had to respond. If he didn't, he would regret it. Of that, he was certain.

“No, I never did it,” he said quickly. “I, I got really nervous. I guess I have tried, but I was never really serious about it. It's not easy to follow through after an orgasm.”

“But the idea turns you on?”

“Yes,” he said, clenching his eyes shut as he forced out that answer.

“Stand up with your hands behind your back,” she instructed.

“What? Why?”

“We are talking about a very specific kind of sexual response. As your therapist, I need to understand how you respond to different sorts of stimuli. So stand up.”

Even if that nervous dread continued to dance across his skin, Paul moved. He pushed himself up onto his feet, crossed his arms behind his back, and he braced himself, fully cognizant  that this woman could do whatever she wanted. If she gave him the command, he would yield. His will would break before her. At the same time, he hoped she didn't realize what kind of power she had.

Back in middle school and high school, he had observed some of his classmates. Even if he never formed close friendships or attachments, that was fine. He had watched his classmates, and he remembered seeing some of the boys flirt with some of the girls. In almost every case, he could tell that the girls had so much more power and authority than they knew. They were young, of course. Still, the boys yearned for their attention. They probably would have done or said anything if it meant winning the girls' approval.

As he stood there with his hands crossed behind his back, that was how he felt. He stared straight ahead. Linda rose to her feet, she smoothed out her skirt, and she stepped right behind him, beyond the outer edges of his sight. Part of him wanted to turn his head as much as he could, although he already knew that wouldn't be acceptable. That's why he remained there, locked in place.

“Are you aroused right now?”

“Please, don't make me say it,” he answered, still mortified by the fact that she had seen his bondage video and now knew about his CEI fantasies.

“Okay,” she replied. “I will make you say it.” That's when she stepped up behind him. Suddenly, he could feel the contours of her breasts pushed up against his back. With one arm, she encircled his limbs. With the other, she reached down between his legs. She found the outline of his cock. Just as he had suspected, his shaft had pushed up and out against the inside of his pants. She squeezed him. “Tell me how it feels when you think about your fantasies.”

“It feels intense,” he said. “It feels like the best source of pleasure,” he told her.

“I've been through your files. I know all about you, Paul. Is this what makes you happy? Is this what you need?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Tell me that you want to be a slave.”

“I, I want to be a slave.”

“As your therapist, do I have the right to prescribe your behaviors? Can I tell you what to do?”

“Yes,” he said. In that moment, it was hard to think about what those words really meant. And yet, her hand continued to glide along the silhouette of his shaft. She was playing with him. At least, that was how it felt. Simultaneously, she continued with the talk therapy as she reinforced his status.

“Yes, I can,” she said. “I'm going to guide you. I'm going to train you. Say it.”

“You're going to guide me. You are going to train me.” As he spoke, he felt like his thoughts were fading or shifting. He didn't understand how something like this could happen, but she did. She understood exactly what she was doing as she worked on him.

Finally, she leaned in. Her lips were right there, only a few inches from his ear. When she spoke, he could feel the heat of her breath along his skin. “The next time you're on your knees in your bedroom, I want you to think about this. The next time you watch one of these videos, remember that it's good for you to embrace your fantasies. You deserve this pleasure for now. Understand?”

“I, I understand!”

She had gone through his phone. She saw everything!

As Paul left her office, he stumbled toward the elevator, then outside. He remembered being on the street, holding onto his keys, and turning back to the office building where she worked. He leaned forward, and he blinked rapidly, closing his eyes. He still had his phone. He pulled it out, only he didn't use the facial recognition to unlock the screen, nor did he swipe in his passcode. Instead, Paul just looked down at the device.

She had held it.

It felt so strange, but there was something incredible about knowing that her fingers had slid along this plastic and glass. Reluctantly, he put his phone away again, he drove back to his place, and he quickly rushed to his bedroom. He got down on his knees, he thought about how he trusted her. Not only that, he realized that Linda knew him better than anyone else. That gave her power over him. This scared him. That was probably right and natural. There were reasons why he was supposed to be nervous around her. At the same time, he trusted her. And now, he reinforced that by getting down on his knees and crossing his arms behind his back.

At first, he did this while fully clothed.

That was wrong, Paul quickly decided.

Even though she wasn't there and couldn't see him, he stripped. He pulled off his shirt, shoes, socks, underwear, and pants. Within moments, he was completely naked. He glanced over at his mirror, and he considered what Linda would have thought about him. Not only that, there was this unintentional little fantasy. He imagined himself down on his knees in front of her, naked and subordinate as she slipped a collar around his neck. A collar. It would represent her power over him. It would represent her ownership. She could have him and keep him for herself. She had interrogated him about what slavery meant, and he had been honest. He imagined following after her, naked and on the street while she held his leash. She could order him to fetch or to kneel. Maybe, after hours of shopping, she could demand a foot massage. Or perhaps he would be blessed by the opportunity to lick her between her legs.

Breathing faster now, he locked his teeth and exhaled between his incisors. Then he closed his eyes, and he got down on his knees. Naked, he could feel that swollen tension right between his inner thighs. He wanted to touch himself, but he didn't. He couldn't. He wasn't sure why, only he felt like he needed her permission.

It was a strange idea. After all, he was just her patient, and she never said anything about masturbating or pleasuring himself. Even so, there was this urge, like he knew that she was his superior.

Rather than focus on his desires, he concentrated on that woman and what she had already told him to do. Even if he had those fears, he needed to concentrate on trusting her. She was his therapist, which meant she was in charge. She would tell him what do. She would guide him and train him.

“Paul, are you in there?” Someone knocked on the door of his bedroom. His eyes opened wide, and he quickly glanced over. It was Kayla!

“Crap,” he hissed under his breath. Eyes open now, he jumped to his feet. Then he awkwardly grabbed his underwear and his pants. “Yes? Yes, I'm here!”

“Marissa and I came back. We have a little bit of work to do, but I grabbed some pizza. There's some on the table. If you want it.”

“Right,” he called back, “Thanks!”

He fell back against the edge of his bed. He dropped his elbows against his knees, and he was panting hard now. Without realizing it, he had pulled on his underwear and his pants. Still, he was half naked. At the same time, he knew he needed to get himself under control. He had done the trust training exercise and everything she wanted. His stomach rumbled, and he started thinking about someone else.

Heading out there felt like a bad idea. Seriously, she was his little sister's best friend. And yet, he just wanted to see her for a couple of seconds. He wasn't going to interrupt their work, nor would he do anything besides get some food. He needed to eat. It was late, and he didn't feel like trying to cook anything on his own.

Paul found the pizza on the kitchen counter. Off to the side, at the table, the two girls were there, their laptops open.

When he first walked in, he saw Marissa. She looked incredible. Those blonde locks curved down along the sides of her head to flirt with the curves of her shoulders. Longer strands brushed along that spot between her shoulder blades. Then he caught the glint of the necklace she wore along with that key dangling right there over her T-shirt.

“Hi, Paul,” she said. She glanced up from her screen as he picked up a couple pieces of pizza and dropped them onto his plate. “Can I ask you a question?”

“I'm sure he has work to do or something else,” Kayla said, her tone sharp.

Her best friend ignored her. “Paul, can you think of any good situations where it's a question of nature versus nurture?”

“There are a lot,” he told her.

“Tell me some,” she said. “Like maybe we could talk about beauty standards and the relationship between nature and nurture there?” As she spoke, she ran the edges of her teeth along her bottom lip. Worse, she reached up and gently fingered the edges of the key dangling there on her neck.

“It sounds like you have a topic,” he said.

“We do,” Kayla told her friend.

“Yeah, but revision is always a good idea. Besides, maybe your brother will help and come up with something better.”

“I just came in for some pizza,” he said.

“Do you think I'm pretty?” Marissa asked.

He glanced back at her again. Damn it. He didn't want to confront that kind of question. Objectively, he tried to tell himself that there wasn't a right answer. When a girl asked whether or not she was pretty, it was supposed to be some kind of trap. It was up there with that clichéd dilemma in most relationships, “Do these pants make me look fat?” Only right then and there, Paul realized that her question was a different kind of trap. After all, there was an easy and obvious answer.

Marissa couldn’t be counted as anything other than gorgeous.

There was something intoxicating about the shape of her face, her precocious smile, her smooth blonde hair, and the edges of her eyebrows. She probably adopted a bunch of different cosmetic approaches, none of which Paul understood. Even so, they could work on him. As a boy, he may not have been able to explain her strategies, but they worked on him. Or maybe it was just biological: the shape of her breasts, the contours of her waist, or the outline of her butt. Right then, only a couple of those details seemed relevant. His eyes drifted down toward the key dangling from her neck.

“It's a simple question,” Marissa told him. “Come on. Just answer.”

“Paul, you don't have to do that,” Kayla said.

“Yeah, you do,” Marissa replied. She gave him an order. Something inside of him tightened. Immediately, his mind turned back toward Linda, but he still had that arousal pumping through his body. For just a moment, he wished he could have been bold enough, or brave enough to seduce a girl like Marissa. She was an adult, and there was something else about her. He could sense her strength, her power, and her unyielding ferocity. She was the kind of girl who might have looked sweet or innocent from a distance. Up close, he knew that she would be something closer to a feline predator. She was the kind of girl with claws, the kind of girl who could attack with unrestrained brutality. “It's a simple question,” she repeated. “Just tell me the truth. Do you think I'm pretty?” She batted her eyes.

“Yes,” he said even as he worked to keep his tone light and indulgent. “You're very pretty. Now, if you'll excuse me, I'm going to have some dinner.”

“Stop,” she called out.

He came to a halt. Even as he had been headed back into the small living room, he froze there in the doorway.

“Come over here and sit next to me,” she said, nudging one of the chair legs out with the tip of her foot.

He glanced over at Kayla. Clearly, she didn't know how to confront her friend this time.

“Now,” Marissa ordered.

He rolled his eyes, he told himself that he was only doing this as a joke. It didn't really mean anything. Still, he made his way over to the dining room table, and he sat down right next to her.

“Good boy,” Marissa said. She was younger than him. Even so, that vivacious energy rolled off of her in waves. She giggled, flipped her hair, and reached out. Casually, she laid one hand on his thigh.

“You know, you really shouldn't be so shy around women,” she said.

Reminding himself that he was older and consequently more mature, he said, “You don't know anything about me.” He flashed an awkward smile.

“Are you sure about that?” Marissa asked. With her hand underneath the table, Kayla couldn't see what she was doing. She moved her fingers along his pants, her fingers pressing down, her nails gliding in one line after another as she toyed with him.

Linda had that exact same effect on him. Granted, his therapist didn't need to be so aggressive. Still, he tried to think of all of the reasons why he should have been able to resist this girl. She was younger, less experienced, and didn't understand how the world really worked. Those were the points he tried to focus on, only they didn't work. Despite his best efforts to fixate on those facts, he kept drifting back toward a different reality. Beautiful, smart, and charismatic, a girl like Marissa could ensnare the boys around her. Even if she was younger, he suddenly flashed back to high school or middle school. He thought of the cheerleaders in the hallways, those cute girls who sat off to the side, the way they could smile or lazily twirl their hair around their fingertips. In their skirts or their tight shorts, their blouses and sweaters, they always looked so alluring. Even when he told himself that he wanted to focus on whatever the teacher was saying, his gaze would get pulled off to one side or the other. It was magnetic and irresistible, especially as the seconds pounded by.

“What do you think you know about me?” Paul asked, thinking that maybe he could challenge her and scare her off. After all, maybe she was just a nervous girl who spoke with more confidence than she really possessed.

If that had been his assumption, she proved him wrong, “I know that you're a handsome boy who has been nice enough to let his little sister move in with him. I know that you are smart, and I know that you don't have a girlfriend.”

“Whether or not I'm dating anyone is none of your business,” he said.

“Are you sure about that?” She breathed out her question. Simultaneously, Marissa focused her eyes right on him.

She was playing with him. When that idea popped into his head, he tried to dismiss it. Even so, some small part of him enjoyed the attention. Although she fixated an angry stare at her best friend, Paul reminded himself that this was just a game. Besides, Linda had toyed with him, and now he could feel himself losing control again, like it was hard to focus.

“It's none of your business,” he repeated.

She leaned over, “It could be.”

She kept leaning closer; all at once, he wondered what it would be like to kiss that girl. He imagined running his fingers through her hair, bracing his palm against the back of her head, tilting to the side and pressing his lips to hers.

“Okay,” she said. “You can go now.”

He blinked. “What?”

“You can go. You have your pizza, I played with you, I know it's time for you to go eat. Go.” She waved him off, and he blinked through that uncertainty as he rose to his feet. She had just dismissed him.

As he walked back into the living room as he had first planned, he could hear that girl laughing at him.

“That was mean,” Kayla said to her friend.

“What? You want me to call him back in here? You know, I'm pretty sure I can have your brother wrapped around my little finger whenever I want.”

“That's not what I want, and you know it,” Kayla said.

“Why does it bother you so much?”

“Because he's my brother,” she said, tired of the fact that they had already gone through this conversation multiple times.

“So, think about it,” Marissa said. “If I took your brother as one of my slaves, you wouldn't have to worry about him hooking up with some girl and her moving in. Instead, you wouldn't even have any chores. I can boss him around every day, and he would cook and clean for both of us! Even if you don't want to do anything with him directly, you could still benefit. Doesn't that sound good?”

Kayla opened her mouth.

“Before you answer,” Marissa kept going, “I want you to really stop and think about it. Right now, you are an adult. Cool. Does he always treat you like an adult? Does he give you the respect you deserve? What if he sometimes comes off like some paternalistic big brother who thinks he knows what's best for you? Don't get me wrong. That's sweet. It's cute. But in the end, he's a boy, and he should be another slave.”

“I can't believe you're saying that out loud, right here and right now,” Kayla said.

“I have three of them,” Marissa announced proudly. “And guess what?”

“What?”

“You know what this is?” Marissa fingered the key dangling from that chain around her neck.

In one corner of her thoughts, Kayla wanted to shrug and pretend she didn't really care. Even so, there really was something alluring about her best friend. In some ways, Kayla knew she was lucky. Even if she would never have been bold enough to live this kind of lifestyle, at least she could watch. She got to be close, and she got to learn about these different and exotic approaches to boys. For Kayla, the opposite sex seemed like some alien species, utterly incomprehensible and unknowable.

“What is it?” Paul's sister wondered aloud in a small voice.

“It's the key to the chastity cages I make them wear.”

“Chastity cages,” Kayla said. “You really do that?”

“Would you like to meet them sometime?”

“No!” Kayla squeaked.

“If you change your mind, just let me know. I think it could be a lot of fun. I like having the boys stand up, naked and next to each other. I inspect them one by one.”

“You inspect them?” Kayla had intended those words to come out as a statement, almost like she wanted to taste the veracity of what this girl had just told her. Instead, the words emerged as a question. She couldn't help it. Then again, Marissa seemed to have that impact on a lot of different people. Just by coming close, she could make it hard to know what the truth was supposed to be. If Marissa had that effect on Kayla, she had no idea what this girl could do to the boys around her.

“That's right,” Marissa said and lifted her chin with just a touch of pride. “Like I said, I strip them naked, I have them stand up, and I check their bodies for hair. I give them very specific instructions. I want them to be nice and smooth for me. Then of course, there is the obedience tests.”

“What does that mean?” The phrase sounded simple enough, but Kayla still craved that explanation.

Marissa flashed a grin. When she smiled, she showed off the edges of her teeth, “I have them crawl. I have them give me foot massages. I have them do more than that.”

“What does that mean?” Kayla asked again. On some level, she told herself that she didn't really want to know. And yet, that curiosity continued to expand within her chest and throughout the rest of her body. With an active push of willpower, she forced her toes to relax.

“It means that I have them go down on me. My boys are very eager.”

Her boys.

“There's no way you would ever be able to get Paul to do anything like that,” Kayla told her friend.

“We'll see,” Marissa answered. Within those two words, she seemed to make multiple promises.

“Give me your phone,” Linda ordered.

He hesitated. There was that elongated pause, only now she looked right at him. She kept her gaze focused entirely on his face, so he couldn't meet her stare. Instead, his breathing came faster. It coursed along his body. It had been a week since their last session. In that time, he had debated what he would do or how he would respond to an order like this. He had fantasized about standing up to his therapist and telling her that he wouldn't cooperate. He wanted her help, only he wouldn't do anything and everything she said.

“Paul…”

She only had to say his name to shatter his rebellion. Suddenly, he was back upon his feet, he pulled out his phone, and he gave it to her.

“Since you didn't want to listen to me because apparently you don't trust me, that means we're going to have to try something else. Maybe a different perspective will help you see what you need to do and how you should behave.” He hesitated again. He didn't know what to do, especially because she hadn’t given him an order yet. Only then, she pointed to the floor. Her fingertip directed him right down to the carpeted spot just in front of her shoes. “Get down on your knees in front of me. Think of this as losing your seat privileges.”

Seat privileges? The idea should have sounded absurd! He should have snorted. He should have laughed. It should have been so easy for Paul to roll his eyes and insist that he would sit wherever he felt like. After all, he was a patient, and he was paying her for her services. Somehow, those arguments didn't fit together. Even if he had tried, he wouldn't have been able to make any single one of those points. Instead, he lowered himself down onto his knees in front of her.

“Very good,” she said. Very good. Those two words sent this thrill of heat racing across his skin. He could feel it at the back of his neck, down between his shoulder blades, along his buttocks and into the essence of his being. “You feel better when you are obedient, don't you? You feel like things make sense when you do as you're told.”

Technically, she hadn't asked a question, yet he still knew the appropriate response. “I do.”

“Good,” she said. “No, stay right there. Let's take a look at your phone, shall we?”

Before he had left to see his therapist, Paul had hesitated by the door. He had held his phone, and one idea occurred to him. It would have been so easy to delete his search history. At the last moment, he had decided that he wouldn't. It may have been a question of trust, or maybe he didn't want to risk her wrath. Either way, he had simply taken his phone with him. Now she flashed the screen toward him, and the device saw his face. It unlocked automatically for this woman.

“What were you looking at this week?”

“I don't remember,” he said.

She reached out, and she touched the underside of his chin. Her nails scraped across his flesh, leaving those little scratch marks. “Paul. Are you telling me the truth?” Her voice and the promise of disappointment stabbed into him. He gulped. He tried to look away.

Failing fast, he nodded and told her, “I'm sorry. Yes. I, I remember what I watched this week.”

“And what was that? Were you watching videos about women controlling men?”

“Yes.”

“Did they make you feel good?”

“Yes,” he answered again.

“Are you jealous of those boys? Were you hoping that you could be the one who got whipped or caned or punished? Is that what you were thinking while you watched those videos?”

“Yes,” he said, grunting out that single syllable.

“There's nothing wrong with that,” she told him. He blinked, surprised by the gentle note of consolation in her voice. In fact, she continued, “Paul, you have your desires. You have your instincts. You don't need to be ashamed of what you want. There's absolutely nothing wrong with a boy wanting a woman to control him. It's a fantasy, a belief, and a lifestyle. It's completely acceptable. Say it.”

“It's completely acceptable for a boy to want to be owned,” he told her, uttering those words faster than he had expected. After all, he could look around the rest of society. In pop culture, politics, business and science, men still held virtually every position of power. He couldn't forget about that, yet the rest of society seemed somehow irrelevant right then and there. On his knees in the middle of her floor, with her feet just a few inches away, Paul could feel something inside of him shrink. At the same time, he peeked up at her again, and he saw that beneficent smile on her face.

“Very good,” she said before pulling her hand back. She swiped across his screen, and she found an interesting video. “Tell me about this one,” she said.

In that first, frozen image, there was a man with short cropped hair, smooth cheeks, and a muscled physique. Down on his hands and knees, he was trapped in that position. This much was obvious, especially with the leather shackles around his wrists, elbows, knees and ankles.

“It's a video where a woman uses a dildo on him,” Paul said since he understood the futility of silence.

“Really? How so?”

“Do I have to say it?” Under so many other circumstances, he could be bold and brazen. In high school, there were plenty of people who assumed that he was cruel and he could speak without worrying about the social niceties of any given situation. All too often, he would be blunt, since he didn't really care what those around him thought anyway. But with Linda, it was different.

“You do,” she told him. “Go on.”

“The woman...she wears a strap-on harness. Basically, I guess it's like a pair of panties, only there's an opening for the dildo.”

“And why is he restrained?”

“In that video, there's a story,” he said.

“Porn with a story?” Linda asked. She was definitely talking down to him. He could hear a note of amused condescension in her voice. “That sounds very sweet. Tell me more. Tell me about this story.”

If anyone else had asked, Paul would've balked. He would have turned around and walked away without any second thoughts or doubts about his decision. But this woman was different, and she knew it. She understood what it took to exploit this boy.

As she watched him, she could see that reluctance play across his face and into his body language. There was something so amusing about the tension gripping him. He wanted to hide it. He wanted to stay away. And yet, he couldn't. Deep down, he could sense his own need to be subjugated. Luckily for him, she would oblige. After every session, she became convinced of his abilities. It wasn't just his intellect, it was his intuitive sense of subservience. When he saw a woman, he understood his place. Maybe he wasn't bold enough to yield as a slave, but she could take care of those final steps.

She just had to help him along, condition him little by little to understand his place in the world. He wasn't born to be some brash male. Instead, he would learn obedience. As a beast of burden, a slave, and perhaps even her own personal knight, he would learn all about the Celestines. He'd understand what women were capable of and how the world was truly supposed to work. It was just going to take a little bit of time as she coaxed him.

“In this story, he cheated on her. He cheated on her, so she says that she wants to start having sex with him, but she's going to keep him locked up in a chastity belt. Before then, she wants to give him one more orgasm, but she's going to ride him first. She’s going to penetrate him hard, there's nothing he can do about it,” he said as the words streamed from his mouth. Then he stopped, he wasn't sure if that was good enough.

“Very good,” she said. “But you know, I think you need to show me exactly how you touch yourself when you watch a video like this.”

Paul jerked his head up. Eyes wide, he stared at her and asked just one question, “What?”

“I want to see you touch yourself.”

“I can't,” he said.

“You can't or you won't?”

“I can't,” he said again. “I won't.”

“You trust me?”

Despite that long pause, he still gave in and told her precisely what she expected, “Yes.”

“There's nothing unnatural or wrong about masturbation. I want to see exactly what you focus on. This is important. It's all part of your treatment, Paul.”

He locked his teeth together, tightening every muscle in his body as he contemplated whether or not he could really do this.

“Can I still wear my pants?” Technically, he would have been able to run his fingers and palm up along his length until he blew his orgasm into his underwear. The idea was revolting, but at least he wouldn't have to get naked.

“No,” she said. “I want to see all of this. Show me exactly how you pleasure yourself, Paul.”

“I don't think I can,” he said.

“Before, when I asked you if you trusted me, what did you sign?”

“A contract,” he answered.

“But you didn't read all of that contract, did you?”

“No…”

“No,” she confirmed. “The contract clearly states that you will do what I say. As long as it is therapeutic in nature, you will follow my instructions. Really, that is the most important part of trusting me. And you do trust me, don't you?” She was playing with him, and it was so easy! He tensed again, flinching as the different ideas bounced around in his head. As a boy, however, he could only come to the inevitable conclusion.

“I understand,” he said. That's when he moved. He pushed himself back up onto his knees as he straightened his back. He pulled off his shoes and his socks. Next, he worked on his pants. Last, he tugged down his underwear.

“You're already excited,” she observed.

Paul wanted to argue with her, yet he was a boy. There was no way for him to hide his erection.

“It's okay if you only use one hand,” she said, giving him his phone.

He had touched himself and pleasured himself to those images on so many different occasions. There were those moments when he couldn't sleep, those times when he was frustrated with his job, or when he simply got bored. But now, he was going to see those characters again. Reluctantly, he brought the pad of his thumb up to the screen, and he tapped it.

The video started. There was a woman laughing. She told the boy that he had messed up badly, but she was going to retrain him. She would break him. She let that anger seep into her words as she presented herself. She was wearing the harness. It glistened. The boy saw its length, its girth, and he redoubled his efforts. All at once, he thrashed, throwing himself from side to side as he did his absolute best to break free. Despite all of those efforts, he couldn't do it. She had him restrained, and he wasn't going anywhere. This was helplessness; this was captivity.

She dragged her nails along his head, down his back, and then she positioned herself right behind him.

In that moment, Paul was touching himself. Those muscle memories awoke, and his fingers slid around the base of his shaft. Then he moved his hand up toward the tip of his cock. His fingers encircled his manhood, he squeezed, and he moved along with this gentle rhythm as he played with himself. At the same time, he tried to ignore the fact that Linda was watching him. More than that, she studied him.

His breathing came faster and faster. He was watching as the girl shoved forward, sliding her fake cock into his opening. His eyes widened, his mouth opened, and he let out that little yelp of dismay. Suddenly, he was grunting. He was growling and shouting. He was demanding that she stop. When that didn't work, he started begging.

Paul knew what was going to happen from one edited cut to the next. Despite that awareness, the excitement still roared through his body. That need flared along his limbs, and he almost wished he could be that boy. At the same time, he thought of Marissa standing behind him, wearing a toy just like that, grabbing his hips, and pushing forward as she penetrated him.

No, he told himself. He didn't want Marissa. Even if that girl was cute, alluring, and gorgeous in so many different ways, there was someone else. He wished he could be with: Linda. He glanced away from the screen and up at her face.

For a second, he wondered if she would chastise him for this. And yet, he wasn't trying to argue with her. He did tell her that he didn't want to do this even as the humiliating heat burned across his skin. Despite everything she said about the naturalness of a boy touching himself to thoughts of being completely owned by a woman, his cheeks still glowed bright red. The shame permeated his frame.

And now he looked back down at the screen. He watched as she grunted. She reached over, and she grabbed the collar around his neck, yanking hard and cutting off his air supply. His eyes went wide, and he tried to shout out for her to stop. She didn't. Instead, she used that leverage, shoved her hips forward, and buried the rounded contours of her fake cock deep within him. He was gasping, moaning, whimpering, and desperate for her to stop.

She didn't.

“This is what you get for breaking your word. This is what you get for defying me, boy. You are a slave. From now on, you belong to me. Your cock belongs to me. I'm not going to let you orgasm until I'm satisfied that you have learned your lesson. You belong on your hands and knees like a dog. Understand that, boy? You are going to be broken again and again. I'm going to put you back together, just the way I want you!” The actress chortled and laughed as those words hit the air. Paul listened to the prerecorded sounds that vibrated from the small speaker built into his phone.

For a little while, he believed it. He believed all of it.

“Stop,” Linda ordered.

His fingers tightened around the phone. With his other hand, he kept touching himself. Only then, she reached down and stole the phone from his grip. It slipped away, and now she set it off to the side.

“If you keep going, I'm going to tell you to leave, and I won't let you come back,” she informed him.

Right away, he yanked his hand back from his cock as though he had just touched something unbearably hot. But now he was mostly naked with just a shirt on. Braced on his knuckles and knees, Paul didn't know what to do. He was breathing hard, and that desperation continued to work its way through his frame. Between his legs and up into his core, Paul craved that relief. After all, he had been so close. Little droplets of ejaculate now glistened at the tip of his cock.

“Get dressed,” she said.

“I, I don't know if I can,” he told her.

“Who is in charge here? Who is the therapist, and who is the patient?”

“You're the therapist,” he called back. As he focused on that double idea, some of his arousal drained away. Even so, there was still that storm of need lacing every thought and idea.

“I am,” she told him. “So stand up. Hold your hands behind your back.”

“I don't know if I can,” he told her.

“You can,” she told him. It sounded like such a simple and easy observation, only it granted him the kind of strength he didn't know he possessed. As he obeyed her, it was so much easier. This still required a tremendous amount of willpower, but he pushed himself onto his feet. He extended his back, and she slipped behind him, grabbing his wrists and pushing them up against the small of his back. “Don't move,” she said, whispering those words into his ear.

Just like that, she froze him in place. She turned those two words into an incantation. Trapped now, he pushed his way down against his heels and the balls of his feet. His ligaments and joints hardened, and she reached around his waist. With one hand, she ensnared his cock. Her fingers circled his shaft, and she started to rub him all along his length.

His breath strained. As his heart kicked, he could feel every pulse race across his body. From the tips of his toes, up to his balls, along his gut, and all the way to the roots of his hair, that need threatened to overwhelm him.

Only now, he no longer had control. It wasn't his hand playing along his cock. Instead, she squeezed him and played with him, toying with him as she kept him right there on the edge of an orgasm. “You want this so badly, don't you?”

“Yes,” he hissed.

“What would you trade for the chance to get off right now?”

“Anything! I'd give you anything!”

“I might take you up on that...later.” She relaxed her grip. He doubled his grip against his wrists. If he relaxed even for a fraction of a second, the temptations would've overwhelmed this boy. Linda could practically taste his vibrant need. She loved it! There was something so endearing about a desperate boy. As Paul struggled against his instincts, she kept her hand right there, positioned against his cock...

“Please!” Paul squealed out that word. The sharpened sound hit the air. WIth Linda standing behind him, he couldn't see her face. He didn't get to read the brightly cruel smile curving along her lips. “Please, don't stop. Please. Please, I can't take this,” he said, every word gushing out from the base of his throat, along his tongue, and out onto the air.

“Are you sure? Are you sure this is what you really want?” Linda asked him.

“Yes! I, I want this so badly! Please, don't stop!”

“Self-control is important,” she said. “Understanding how you have to listen to your therapist is even more important. You need to trust me, Paul. Do you trust me?”

“Yes! Yes, I trust you! I trust you with anything! I trust you with everything!” He wasn't used to that kind of stimulation. It pounded through his body, pumping along every inch of skin. The heat cascaded along every nerve in his body. He squirmed there, his feet practically kicking down against to the floor. Despite all of this, he still couldn't get away. Worse, she stroked him. She squeezed him. She teased him, her digits gliding up and down along his shaft again, only she seemed to know exactly what she was doing. She understood exactly how to calibrate her touch to keep him right there on the edge. A little more pressure here or there would have allowed him to climax.

“Good,” she said. “That's very good. You're learning, aren't you?”

“Yes! I, I'm learning!” Paul stuttered out. He couldn't remember the last time he had been stimulated like this. Of course, he could touch himself whenever he wanted. He could enjoy those orgasms or think about Linda or Marissa to stimulate himself, only that woman was standing right there behind him. He didn't know what to do. He didn't know how to contend with these sensations as they surged through him. Wild desperation slammed against his senses over and over with every second, leaving him distorted, lost, and utterly uncertain about everything.

“Good,” she told him. “That's good. You want to learn. You want to focus on the sound of my voice and do whatever I say.”

“Your voice,” he told her. “There's just the sound of your voice,” he answered. More importantly, he meant it. This wasn't the craven, desperate call of a boy who would have said anything for the chance to get off. Instead, the world seemed to shrink around him, as though he couldn't think about his apartment, his work contracts, the taxes he would need to pay, or any of his other little details from the rest of his existence. Right then and there, there was only Linda, her touch, and the sound of her voice as she played with him.

Then she pulled her hand away.

“Relax,” she ordered.

This wasn't fair!

This wasn't right!

Despite all of that, he knew he had to listen to her. He could feel it on some primal level, as though this had been programmed into the essence of his being. Although her grip doubled all over again, he still stood there, his back ramrod straight, his shoulders locked, his thighs tensed, and his toes shoved down into the bottoms of his shoes. Moment by moment, he could barely focus on breathing.

“Get dressed and go home,” she said. “As you go through the rest of your day, I want you to think about how you are going to do whatever it takes to get better. You will do whatever it takes to listen to me and to follow my instructions.”

“I will do whatever it takes to get better, do whatever it takes to follow your instructions,” he repeated the words despite the fact that she hadn't told him to do so.

“You can move again. Get dressed.”

When he turned around, he found himself dropping to his knees to grab his clothing. Then he looked up along the length of her body. He saw the different folds of her clothing, the curves of her body, and finally his gaze locked on the warm, chocolate-brown of her eyes. She was focused on him now, her arms crossed as she smiled.

He quickly scrambled to get dressed. When he finished, he bowed his head down, “Thank you. Thank you for everything.”

“Thank you, thank you for everything,” he had told her. As far as Linda was concerned, that was precisely how a boy needed to treat his superior. Maybe he didn't truly understand how the world worked, but that was fine with her. She could teach him.

Maybe she had finally found a boy who deserved a trip to Celestia.

After her patient left, Linda sat down on the chair where she usually worked with her patients. She crossed her legs, rested her tablet on her lap, and brushed her finger along the screen. Realistically, she knew she had emails to answer, notes to double check, and reports to write. The minutia of daily life didn't change just because she was part of something greater.

Still, there were moments like this when she thought of home.

Celestia.

At this point, the great powers of the world knew all about the existence of that city. They didn't know where it was, nor could they access it. That thought always made her smile. The United States could pour trillions of dollars into defense, yet the most powerful men in the military and the associated security forces still couldn't contend with her sisterhood.

Some of the top generals and admirals surely knew about Celestia, if only because they had been there. But if they had visited that hidden city, it also meant they had been trained, subjugated, broken and tamed. These were the boys who would wear the appropriate equipment. First, it would demonstrate their loyalty. Second, it would ensure their obedience because they would understand precisely what would happen if they ever thought to disobey.

Then again, Linda had faith in her sisters. She believed in the Celestines and their cause. More importantly, Linda knew that she was incredibly lucky. For generations, women had worked through the toxic nonsense men had created and spouted all across the planet. Soon, however, everything could change. The men of the world could be subjugated openly. For a very long time, women had wielded far more power than the boys had understood. Perhaps that was why so many different scholars and philosophers had fretted over female authority across the centuries. Maybe these men had been wise enough to sense that shift taking place.

Something compelled her to switch screens; she dismissed the report she was supposed to be reviewing and instead brought up Paul's information. Of course, she had access to far more than most boys would have suspected. If she wished, she could access the Celestine databases to see his birth certificate, full medical records, his taxes, even his permanent records from school. With the right requests, her research could go even deeper. Digital scouts could have tracked down everything he had done online. Granted, she didn't need to go to those extremes, not when it was so easy to hold out her hand and to order him to give her his phone.

Linda leaned back and smiled.

Maybe, with a little bit of luck, she would get to go back home sooner rather than later. And better yet, she wouldn't be going alone.

When he got the text message, he wasn't sure exactly what to do with it. Whenever his phone vibrated, it was usually a message from one of his clients or maybe Kayla, informing him that she would be coming home late or that she needed a ride. But this time, he didn't recognize the number.

For a moment, Paul intended to automatically delete the message. Because that did look like some spam text telling him to vote for a candidate or download the latest game. Except it was a message...from Linda Rose Kohler.

Before he allowed himself to read it, his eyes stared down at the number. That was her number.

The message was clear, he saw. She was going to inspect him again. When he came into her office, he was to be completely smooth from his eyebrows down. She wouldn't tolerate any kind of body hair on him.

His mouth watered. He didn't understand why. At the same time, his shaft stiffened. He saw this message from this woman, and he experienced that desire to get closer to her. He couldn't help it. When he closed his eyes, it was so easy to envision himself down on his knees right in front of her. She would remain sitting. She’d be above him. She would outrank him in every way that counted.

How could she have that kind of impact on him?

He didn't understand it.

When he first saw her picture, he understood the concept of a little crush. That was fine. All around the world, guys developed feelings for the women nearby. Sometimes those feelings would be reciprocated. More often than not, nothing ever happened. He could understand those concepts from a purely rational perspective, yet Linda had touched him. She had teased him.

Distantly, he was aware of how that had been inappropriate. There were probably ethics or licensing boards that would have wanted to hear about what she had done.

He didn't care.

He had been going to see her long enough that he ached for the sound of her voice, the smile on her face, or even the way her eyes narrowed when she chastised him for trying to hide something from her.

Then again, he started to chuckle darkly as he remembered something. The contract. He wasn't allowed to tell anyone. He couldn't talk about what had happened. More importantly, she understood what he craved.

Before Linda, no one had ever known exactly what he fantasized about. Only now, this woman had this intimate understanding of who he was and what he cherished.

Like a good boy, he stepped into the bathroom, he stripped, and he picked up his razor. He very carefully started to work on all that unwanted body hair.

When she called him into her office, he kept his head bowed down. At the same time, he unconsciously wondered if he had done a sufficiently good job shaving. He had been very careful, checking every detail. He had run the razor along his legs, above his cock, over his chest, and down the contours of his armpits. He had worked diligently, doing his very best to remove every stray hair. Not only that, he had shaved multiple times and purchased different blades. As far as he could tell, he was as smooth as he could get without some kind of laser hair removal treatment.

He hoped it would be good enough.

With most people, Paul didn't care about disappointing them. He could look at most individuals and he would respect them in some vague sense of trying to stay out of their way. He never wanted to be actively rude or cruel. Still, it was hard to worry about strangers, especially since he knew they wouldn't care about him. But then, that was how most of society functioned. Basic etiquette and respect were probably the most anyone could hope for.

With Linda, however, he experienced something else altogether. There was that drive, that desire, that need to impress her. Maybe he couldn't show off. He wasn't like that. Instead, he instinctively understood what she really wanted.

With Linda, he had to be obedient. He had to do as she said. Maybe that was why it was so easy to let her order him to strip. Technically, he could have jumped up onto his feet and strode away. He could have left that office. Even with that contract, he wanted to believe he would have been able to fight back. Only deep down, Paul never believed he would have been able to win. Against someone like her, he would lose.

Linda was his superior.

He didn't usually think in those terms. He wasn't the kind of naïve boy who needed to rank himself compared to all of the other men around him. Instead, he simply contemplated the different variables of any given situation and arrived at the best conclusion based on all available information. Only when she came close, that didn't work. Instead, she bent his reality, twisting all of his thoughts until there was only her satisfaction.

When Paul tried to consider exactly how something like that could work, he failed to come up with any kind of coherent answer. When he worked on his programming projects, there were right answers. Efficiency. Cost. Benefit. All of those different variables could be analyzed, assessed, and evaluated. Maybe there would be a debate here or there between different programmers and engineers, but Paul liked to think he could figure out what his clients ultimately needed.

But with Linda, it wasn't like that at all. She gave him an order, and he wanted to obey. The desire overwhelmed him.

“It's time for your inspection,” she said. “Strip.”

Strip. That one word burrowed into him, and he found himself obeying immediately. More than that, he yearned for the chance to please her. He kept thinking about how she would react.

From a purely rational perspective, he didn't think he was supposed to care. They had a professional relationship, after all. She was his therapist. Only now, he pulled off his shirt, shoes, socks, pants and underwear. He was naked in front of her once again. Then again, wasn't that the main point of therapy? People were supposed to come in and make themselves vulnerable.

That was exactly what he did as he stripped for her. Suddenly, he was naked, his clothing discarded there on the floor just a few inches away. Without even needing to be told, he crossed his hands behind his back. He knew how this made him look as though he had been restrained. In some sense, he had. He couldn't bring himself to move his arms forward, not without her permission. It seemed so strange, but her presence alone seemed to bind him.

“Very nice,” she said, brushing her fingers along his buttocks, up to the small of his back, along his forearm, then his bicep. She continued to touch him as she circled him. She even stopped right in front, and she kept her eyes locked on his as she dropped one hand down between his legs. First, her fingers glided along his inner thighs, only then she cupped his balls. His breath caught in his throat; his lungs felt paralyzed for a second or two. He had been hard before she even touched him, but now that need flared along his body all over again.

He swallowed, she stepped behind him, and she said, “How does it feel being smooth?”

“Good?” Despite his best efforts, he still answered with a question.

“It's okay if you're uncertain,” she told him. “That's why you're here. You are learning how to behave. You are learning how to obey.”

Obey. Right away, Paul recognized the different implications for that single word. Even so, he couldn't argue or resist, especially because she continued to touch him. Her hand slid along the curve of his ass, then up to the small of his back. She traced little patterns with one fingernail between his shoulder blades. With every scratching caress, she made him shiver. Nervous energy raced along the back of his neck and down his arms and legs. His toes pressed into the carpet as she continued to inspect him.

“Do I get to decide whether or not you did a good job?”

“Yes,” Paul said right away.

“And how does that make you feel?”

“I feel like I want to please you,” he said.

“Would you do anything to please me?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Good,” she told him. Her eyes sparkled with playful energy now as she reached up and placed her hand on the back of his neck. “Do you see that pillow right there?”

“Yes,” he told her. “I see it.”

“I want you to lie down on your back on that pillow.”

She squeezed his ass; there was something playful and almost relaxing about that gesture. He scurried forward, and then he lowered himself down onto his back and onto that pillow, just as she had ordered. When he obeyed her like this, it was easy to let go of his other doubts and insecurities. He didn't think about anything except pleasing her.

Linda kneeled above that boy, and she pulled his ankles back. She lifted them up toward his head, and he didn't understand what was happening. Only then, he remembered a word from one of his adventures online, “autofellatio”.

He had seen this before online. With his ankles up in the air, she brought his crotch closer and closer to his mouth. Of course, he didn't think anything was really going to happen. Even more naïvely, he started to wonder if maybe this was supposed to be some kind of yoga treatment or something.

“Close your eyes,” she instructed. Already naked, vulnerable, and in this strange position, Paul nonetheless obeyed. He closed his eyes, and the world went dark. He maintained that pose even as she pulled away. He thought he heard something open like a drawer, or maybe there was a closet he hadn't paid any attention to before.

Only then, he felt something around his right ankle, then his left. It was cold and metallic. He was quite sure she just connected his ankles with a spreader bar. His eyes tensed, and he wanted to look around to see what was going on, except she had given him a command. As such, Paul didn't know how to resist. He didn't know how to defy this woman.

He felt the touch of cold metal as she restrained his left and right wrist with a spreader bar as well. Next she connected two more bars between the two spreader bars, one on his left side, one on his right side. Suddenly, he could no longer pull his arms away from his legs. Next, she slipped a thick, steel collar around his neck and somehow secured it to the floor, completely immobilizing him.

“How does that feel?”

“Can I open my eyes?” Paul asked.

She giggled, “You may.” As she laughed at him, she sounded so girlish. Only then, he opened his eyes, and he could once again sense the power radiating off of her. In some ways, she reminded him of Marissa. Like Kayla's best friend, Linda exuded that sense of power and authority. They were both the kinds of women who could walk into a room and seize control. With just a few words or maybe even less, they could get the boys around them to do whatever they wished.

As he suspect, his ankles and wrists were in manacles attached to two spreader bars, a third bar ran from his left wrist to his left ankle, a fourth bar on the other side, forming a rigid frame. He kept his hands flat on the floor, trying to stay still as his legs were precariously hoisted up in the air, though he wasn't sure if he could tip himself over even if he tried.

“What, what is this?”

“You didn't answer my question from before,” she gently chided him. “How does this feel?”

“This is all part of your training,” she said. Almost as an afterthought, she added, “It's part of caring for you.”

Paul still didn't know how to respond. He tried. He failed. Eventually, he forced out the words, “This feels like captivity.”

He almost expected her to correct him. Maybe she was going to give him some line about how this was a new therapeutic approach to relaxation, the importance of stretching, or some other argument. Instead, she simply told him, “Good.”

Then she stepped past him and beyond his line of sight. He strained to watch her as she moved back toward her desk, but the angles were wrong. Besides, with the collar around his neck and the spreader bars holding his limbs up like that, he couldn't reposition himself. Whether he liked it or not, he was powerless and in that vulnerable position.

There was nothing he could do about it…

Purely as an exercise in exploration, he tugged against the restraints. He pulled, twisting his body a little to the left, then the right. He was fascinated by this captivity, especially because something occurred to him. It was genuine. It was real. He couldn't escape it. He tried to rotate his wrists and to pull his fingers together, like maybe he’d be able to slide free. At the same time, he was fully aware of the fact that he wouldn't be able to tear those manacles or bend the bars. He was on his back with his ass up high, and there was no way for him to escape or even crawl away. The collar was locked to the floor, and it felt like the wrist bar was as well, so he would stay right there.

When she walked back into his line of sight, she held one arm behind her back. “Today, we’re going to work on your psychological flexibility. More importantly, you’re going to learn to defer to me completely. So far, you have been a good and obedient boy, but I want to make sure that you’re properly motivated. That's the thing about therapy,” she explained. “Sometimes, a patient will come in, he will develop a few techniques or strategies, things will start to get better, and then he gives up. He prematurely believes that he's been cured. Is that a choice you get to make, Paul? Do you get to decide when we’re done?”

“No,” he said with a quick shake of his head.

“No,” she agreed. “But you have been good, so I think we need to make one of your fantasies a reality. Think of this as a reward for your dedication so far…”

His body stiffened. “What, what are you talking about?”

“You’ll see soon enough,” she said. “But first, let's work on your stimulation, shall we?”

That was when she pulled the dildo from behind her back. She had casually held it right there, only now he saw the shaft gripped between her fingertips. It glistened. He studied the curves, the girth, and imagined the heft. His therapist had already lubricated it.

Kneeling above him, she brought the tip up against his boy opening. “Are you ready?” she whispered. He didn’t answer, and she didn’t care because she pushed it into his ass. His eyes widened. He couldn't take it! Then again, he didn't get a choice. Instinctively, his muscles tightened. Those reflexes locked, but it didn't matter. This woman was insistent. She pushed the dildo in, inch by inch as she forced him to take it. “There we go,” she said. “That's right. You want to take it like a good boy, don't you? You don't have a choice, do you?”

He didn't!

She pushed it in, little by little until she had buried it almost completely. Then she pulled it back. Linda shoved it in again. That friction stimulated him. It turned him on! It drove him toward these heights of arousal that he had never expected. Maybe he had played with himself before, but this was different. Here was this beautiful woman, and she was teasing him. Then, doubling the sensations, she reached over with her free hand. Linda wrapped her digits around his cock, and she squeezed, fondling him, massaging him, teasing him and taunting him with the possibility of relief.

This boy didn't get it.

His therapist taunted him with the dildo, sliding the plug forward, then back over and over again. The sensations washed across his body, gliding up his nerves. Something close to ecstasy gripped him. Again, he forgot about the rest of the world. There was nothing else as she brought him to the edge. He kept waiting and wondering whether or not she’d allow him to climax. She didn't, not then or there. Instead, she played with him, gliding the pad of her thumb just below his opening. She squeezed. She tightened her grip, only to relax it.

With his heart hammering in his chest, he reflexively yanked against his shackles. He tried to lift his head, to look down along his body to see what was happening. Gasping, he realized just how much his body had stretched. Only a few inches separated the tip of his cock from his mouth.

He could see the droplets glistening there...

Then she pulled her hand away from the butt plug. She also withdrew her touch from his shaft. Instead, she braced her right hand against the back of his thigh. Next, she slid her other palm up behind his head. She pushed him, stretching him and straining him.

“Lick,” she ordered.

Her boy wouldn't be able to suck his own cock, but he realized just how close he had come. His muscles strained, his ligaments tensed, and his joints worked as he was forced into that position. “Lick the tip,” she ordered.

He clenched his eyes shut, stuck out his tongue, and dabbed the droplets away from the end of his shaft. There was that sticky, warm ejaculate right there on the tip of his tongue!

Distantly, he could hear her chuckling as she enjoyed the progress she made with her patient.

When Linda let go of him, he was still in that position with the butt plug lodged in his opening. His arms and ankles remained trapped together, the collar encircled his throat, and the chain kept him trapped right there.

For her part, Linda peered down into his eyes while she studied his reaction. “You're making excellent progress, Paul. You did a very good job right there. But now, we need to work on some self-reflection. Are you ready?”

As she spoke, Linda pulled out her phone, and she aimed the camera lens right at him. “What, what is that? What are you doing?” He should have been able to answer the first question on his own. Obviously, she held her phone. Except then, he put the different pieces together, yet part of him couldn't believe it. Part of him couldn't accept what was about to happen or what this all meant.

When she smiled at him, she reassured him, “This is just another reflection exercise,” she said. “You speak, I record, and you learn to trust me even more.”

Trust. Throughout his life, he had vaguely understood the concept. After all, he worked on his own. He didn't trust most people. After what had happened with his family, he had learned to be independent. Even when it came to his little sister, he cared about her and for her, but he didn't necessarily “trust” her. She didn't know about his secrets. She didn't understand just what kinds of issues he faced. Instead, he thought of her as his responsibility. That meant he would never share his problems with her.

Linda was different.

This woman stood over him now. She casually reached forward with the bottom of her boot and lowered her foot down against his chest. She pressed against his sternum. The pressure reminded him of just how helpless he had become. Naked and powerless in front of her, he needed to do whatever she said.

That idea felt right. Those different concepts fit together, snapping into place. Helplessness and obedience seemed to swirl together before locking at center of his being while he peeked up at her.

“A very important part of therapy is understanding that you need to listen. You need to carefully consider what your therapist tells you. Do you know what the biggest mistake a patient can make is?”

“No,” he said. “What?”

“Patients think they're smarter. They think they can tell the therapist what’s really going on. Call it arrogance or narcissism. It doesn't really matter. Either way, I see boys who show up, and they have serious problems, but they don't want to listen. Instead, they don't think they need help at all. Can you listen?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Can you repeat what I tell you to say? Can you show me that you are really listening?”

“Yes,” he said. “Anything.” Restrained, naked, smooth and powerless, he knew he’d give her anything she wanted.

Linda could see his dedication as well. That was why she wore that predatory smile. The corners of her mouth rose as she considered him. “Tell me that men are inferior to women.”

He glanced up again. He saw the beatific smile on her face. More than that, he focused on the phone, the camera, and the reality of what was happening. She was recording this!

“Men are inferior to women,” he said.

“Men deserve to be enslaved,” she said next.

Like a good patient, he repeated what his therapist told him to say, “Men deserve to be enslaved.”

“Explain why,” she said.

“I, I don't understand,” Paul protested.

“Explain why,” she said as she added extra pressure to his chest.

Paul didn't know how to think about it. That's why he let the words jump out, one after another. He didn't think about them or what they meant. He didn't plan this. He couldn't think of his answer in terms of manipulation. Instead, he simply did his best to please her. Focusing on Linda became his only goal as he told her, “Men deserve to be enslaved because we are inferior. We are just wrong. We aren’t too smart. We don't know what we’re doing. Men, men yearn for the chance to be owned!”

She tapped the screen, presumably to pause her recording. “Is that how you really feel? Do boys yearn for enslavement?” There was something almost poetic about her question.

“Yes,” he said.

“And what about you? Answer me as soon as I start recording.”

He bit down on the inside of his mouth. Like so many other men out in the world, he understood the importance of maintaining a powerful, independent, and brutally masculine façade. Even if he thought it was nonsense, he understood the importance of social pressure. As a guy, he was supposed to be able to make his own decisions. And yet, he looked up at that beautiful woman, and he knew his therapist could own him. It was a strange thought, even if it had occurred to him before. Maybe the idea had been lurking at the back of his mind, but he swallowed and could feel the steel collar, pressing down against the base of his neck. That weight too reminded him of his status. It put him in his place!

She was recording again.

“Yes. Yes, I yearn for enslavement.”

“Why?”

Despite the existence of their contract, she could use this against him. He was consciously aware of this, only he couldn't make himself focus or fixate on the importance. Instead, he simply gave her what she expected. That was his top priority. That became the singular focus of his existence. “I don't know!”

“Try anyway,” she said.

He didn't know whether or not this counted as a lie. Then again, perhaps it was some kind of free association, as though he would tell the truth, without really recognizing what he was doing. “I need to be enslaved because I know that women are better than me. I, I know that when I get close to someone like you, and I can feel the desire to serve.”

“The desire to serve,” she said, almost as though she wanted to take those words for herself. “Tell me more.”

Part of him wished he could close his eyes, turn away, and hide. But with Linda bracing her boot against his chest, he had no choice. He had to tell her exactly what she wanted to hear. Then again, he could have been dressed in a fine suit and sitting across from her at some random conference table. Somehow, that wouldn't have been enough to protect him. Instead, she would have been able to train him, issue her commands, and take whatever she wanted…

He wouldn't have been able to stop her.

He could never stop her.

As a boy, he recognized his inferiority. He looked up at her, and he told her, “Maybe I'm not dumber or weaker. But it doesn't matter because I still want to do whatever you say. When you give me an order, it feels right to obey. It's so hard to resist. I feel like I have to do whatever you tell me!”

“That's a good instinct,” she said. “The next time you are on your knees in your bedroom, I want you to think about that. Focus on that feeling and what you are going to do for me. Understand?”

“Yes! I understand!”

“Not good enough,” she said. “Do you belong to me now?”

“What?”

“Do you belong to me now?” Linda asked again. She didn't alter the way she spoke. Her pitch didn't shift, yet she continued to watch him. She waited for the different ideas to sink in, for him to truly comprehend what she was asking.

“Yes,” he said.

“Does that make you a slave?”

He didn't and couldn't answer. Only then, she slipped the toe of her boot down along the length of his chest. She pushed down on his stomach, his pelvis, and finally, she brought her boot down toward his balls. A shiver of fear raced across his skin. She pushed against his testicles. She teased him, gently gliding her boot up his cock before pressing down on his balls again, squeezing them.

There was this spasm of pain and the knowledge that she might lose her balance at any moment. She could shove down, practically kicking him right between his legs. She didn't, not for the time being, but it would have been so easy.

She pressed harder.

He locked his teeth together and exhaled. That sharp breath cut across the air.

“Does that make you a slave?” Linda asked, with the same patience from before.

“Yes,” he breathed out. “That makes me a slave!”

“Is that why you are collared? Is that why you are powerless beneath my boot?” Linda asked him.

“Yes!”

“Say it,” she ordered.

Breathing even faster now, he was close to hyperventilating. Even so, he managed to push those words out for this woman...his owner. Gulping down his fear and frustration, he looked back up at that beautiful woman. Even now, as she demanded his freedom, Paul could sense that tickle of attraction. The need, the storm of arousal pumping through his body, he wanted to please her. He yearned for the chance to make her happy. He may have been restrained right then and there, but it was so easy to imagine himself on his knees and bowing his head down in front of her. He would subjugate himself. Naked, he would obey every order she gave. “Yes,” he cried out. “That's why I'm collared! I'm collared as your slave! I, I belong to you!”

“What does that make me?”

“My master?”

“Your Mistress,” she corrected him.

“My Mistress...” Paul uttered those words together, and he waited for some reaction. He didn't have to wait long. Within a second or two, there was that fluttering of excitement, almost as though he had found his place. This was where he belonged. This was who he was meant to be.

“What are you?” Linda asked as her tone sharpened.

She was quizzing him, testing him. She intended to find out if he could answer quickly, if he had truly absorbed the lessons she intended to impart.

“I'm a slave,” he said. “I’m your slave, Mistress.”

She reached down, and she stroked his cheek. Having pulled her boot away from his balls, she let him relax for a couple of seconds. He contemplated the humiliation of what he had put into words. At the same time, he knew it was his fault. He hadn't fought when she expected him to sign the contract. He had allowed her to strip him, to bind him, and even to make him lick at the tip of his cock so that he would taste those droplets of his excitement. All of that was his fault…

Only now, her fingers brushed along his cheek, and she stroked him. “Nice and smooth,” she said, approving his carefully shaved cheeks. As her fingers caressed his face, she just barely touched him, which sent these little sparks of electric sensation darting along his skin. He loved it. He shivered again and again. His nipples hardened as she continued to play with him. Her proximity was usually enough to intoxicate him, only now she was touching him. There was that soft and gentle intimacy.

He could enjoy this because he was owned. She rewarded him because he had given her precisely what she craved: everything. In that moment, he could feel the different pieces slide together. He was a slave. As a slave, he became property. He became her property. She could punish him however she saw fit. She could decide when he had behaved or misbehaved. It would be her prerogative and always at her discretion. His opinion no longer mattered.

In some corner of his mind, Paul waited for a flurry of frustration. Maybe there was that desire to get free, only he didn't actually want to fight. Instead, he closed his eyes and enjoyed the way she touched him. Next, Linda brushed the tip of her finger along the curve of his collar. She was reminding him of what he wore and what it meant. Just as importantly, she made sure he enjoyed it.

“We are almost done,” she said. “Are you ready for the next part?”

“Yes,” he said. “Anything for you.”

“Open your mouth,” she said.

He obeyed.

She didn't say anything, however. Part of him wondered if she was going to sit on his face. Or maybe slide her fingers into his mouth, if only to prove she could. Instead, she stepped back toward her desk and beyond his field of vision. He heard another drawer open and close. Then she came back, and she slipped a ring gag into place. It pushed down against his tongue and up along the roof of his mouth. Next, she slipped the straps along his cheeks and locked them together, just above the nape of his neck.

“How's that?” Linda asked him.

Right away, Paul attempted to respond. He failed. Despite his best efforts, he could no longer shape any kind of coherent language. The words were muddled, distorted, and completely messed up. He just made those little moaning sounds for her. Normally, he liked to think of himself as an articulate and intelligent boy. He was the kind of young man who could think through a variety of different situations from various angles.

With that gag in his mouth, he could make noise, but that was it. She had stripped away his power of speech.

And now she knelt back between his legs. She had never removed the butt plug. It had remained in position, so now she grabbed it. She pulled it out, only to slide it right back in! His eyes rolled back as the onslaught of sensation pumped into him. Then she reached forward with her free hand. While she penetrated her slave boy, she started stroking his cock. She moved her fingers along his smooth scrotum, up to the base of his shaft, along his tip, then down again.

Despite his fearsome dedication to this woman, he couldn't predict exactly how she would touch him at any given moment. She seemed to alternate between different spots and strategies. The movements kept shifting from one second to the next.

Since he couldn't anticipate what would happen next, his excitement doubled. The need washed over him. She penetrated him. She played with him. She kept stroking and caressing him until he felt like he couldn't take it.

“Head up,” she ordered.

He obeyed right away. Then he forgot about how his mouth was open with the ring gag in place. Consequently, he couldn't close his mouth. Right when she squeezed. She gave him the pressure he needed and the orgasm pulsed through his body. It exploded from the center of his frame all the way into his arms and legs. Most importantly, he felt the throbbing as she squeezed him. She did more than that.

Linda milked him! She rubbed him, spurting his load between his lips, against his tongue, even all the way back up against the back of his throat! He tasted it. He could feel those little globules even as the flavor overwhelmed his senses. Then she was chuckling as she told him, “That's right. You want to take this, don't you? Swallow it down, boy. Swallow it all down. Remember, we are making your fantasy a reality!”

He obeyed his Mistress.

Without any other choice, especially while that stainless steel ring remained locked between his jaw and the roof of his mouth, Paul drank it down. He gulped it all, swallowing like a good boy. Linda watched and basked in the beautiful heat of conquest.

Then it was done.

He was exhausted. He dropped his head back down against the carpet, and he was panting.

Linda wasn't done with him.

His therapist reached over, and she wiped a few of those stray droplets away from his mouth and his lips, and she forced them down along the flat of his tongue. Cooing at him, she said, “Good boy. Very good boy.”

“Did that feel good? Did you enjoy your orgasm?”

Like a good boy, he nodded. Despite the exhaustion weighing him down, he looked back up at her from beneath his hooded eyelids. He saw her, and he watched her as she rose to her feet again. “There's more,” she told him.

More?

He didn't think he could take it. He didn't think he could possibly endure whatever she had in mind.

Still on his back, still bound by those shackles and spreader bars, this boy couldn't go anywhere. While she was gone, however, he experienced something strange and exotic, something he had never really contemplated before. Fear. He endured anxiety from time to time. There were those moments of hypervigilance when he couldn't relax or allow himself to fall asleep. But this was different now.

Without knowing what Linda had in mind, he closed his eyes, and there was this panic that grabbed him. He jerked against his restraints, struggling to the left, the right. It didn't help. He couldn't break free!

“Settle,” she said. With one word, she forced him to relax.

Paul opened his eyes again, and he saw her standing there above him. She held something up for him to see. Some kind of needle? He saw the pointed tip, but he didn't know what it meant. He didn't understand what was about to happen. “You are my slave,” she said. “As such, it is my right to Mark you. That's why you're going to wear this from now on. You know what this little chain is? You know what this piercing is going to be on you?”

Tentatively, he shook his head from side to side.

“This is going to be a Prince Albert piercing, and I'm going to lock it on you.”

She knelt between his legs, and she extended the pointed tip. He stared. He looked down past his bare chest to his stomach, his bent thighs, and the opening of his cock. She pressed down into the urethra. He felt a different kind of penetration now. There was the burning, the pain, that stabbing sensation. He could feel the piercing as she punctured his skin. Then she made it worse.

Linda grabbed an antiseptic wipe. She used it to clean the insertion. His eyes widened for just a moment. His vision blurred.

When she finished with the piercing, she held up something for him to see. “This is the key,” she said. “It is mine. You know what else is mine?”

“What?” Paul had to ask. He was breathing faster now, his cheeks curving as he gasped from one breath to the next.

“Your cock is mine. Your balls are mine. You are mine,” she said.

He grimaced; he should have been able to give that answer, but the pain was right there, and she wiped him down again. There was that sharp pulse of burning across the piercing. Even so, he refused to cry. It wasn't going to argue with her or complain either. As her property, he would yield to her. As far as Paul was concerned, he wouldn't allow himself any other choice.

“Good boy,” she said. “I know it stings, but I expect the best from you. You are a good and obedient boy, and I know you can do this. I know you can serve me well. That's what you want, isn't it?”

“Yes. I, I want to serve you well,” he said. Getting the words out required extra concentration, but he managed. “I want to be a good and obedient slave for you.”

“Good,” she said. She caressed his cheek with her knuckles now. Again, there was that soft touch. The pain didn't disappear. It didn't vanish when she touched him, yet there was something else. It seemed to fade just a little bit, like it disappeared into the background of his mind while she gave him that soft taste of intimacy.

“Tell me that your cock is mine.”

“My cock is yours,” he said. “Mistress, my cock is yours!”

“There's a good boy,” she said. “There's a good slave.” The corners of her eyes crinkled as she smiled down at him. “You're grateful for the chance to be a good boy for me, aren't you?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“And you will continue to be a good boy for me, both during our sessions and when you go home. Isn't that right?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he answered automatically. More importantly, he meant it. “I, I will be a good and obedient slave for you, whether I'm here with you or at home and alone.”

“Very good,” she said. That praise meant so much to him. He didn't think it was possible. It was such a simple idea. Those words were practically effortless for her, yet he could still feel that incredible glow.

“From now on, you're going to use a special solution every day. You're going to wash your cock and clean yourself. When you're using it, I want you to understand something. This is a very powerful solution, and it will dull your sensitivity around your cock and balls. First, I want you to do this to prevent infection. Second, I want you to understand that your orgasms belong to me now. Say it.”

“My orgasms belong to you,” he said. Because he hoped to impress her, he needed Linda to understand he truly would be good and obedient. Maybe she had tricked him. Maybe she had ensnared him. Maybe she could blackmail him. Despite all of this, he wanted to grovel at her feet. He understood that his body and mind now belonged to her. She had begun as his therapist, only now she became something so much more powerful and completely unstoppable. “Such a good boy,” she said. She pinched his cheek, smiled down at him, and grabbed his phone. She typed something in. “I want you to know that I just added a new app to your device. You know what it does?”

“No, Mistress. I don't know what it does,” he said carefully.

“It's going to give me complete control over your phone. And with that, I can access anything where you have your passwords saved on here.”

Some of the color dissipated from his cheeks because he instantly knew what that meant. He thought of his social media feeds, his favorite clip sites, and even his bank accounts. She now had control of everything. She really did own him…

Then she leaned down, and her breath was warm against his ear as she promised him one more time, “And if you start thinking about escape, I want you to remember that I have control of your finances now—every cent. I have those videos, and I have that contract. Face it, boy. You belong to me now.”


Chapter 3

“Come in!” Marissa called out.

Kayla turned the knob, stepped across the threshold, and readjusted her backpack all at the same time. Since Marissa had skipped school because she was sick, she had texted Kayla and asked her to bring over the assignments she missed.

Only now, Kayla found her friend wearing a sweatshirt, panties, and nothing else. That might have been slightly embarrassing, but these girls had known each other for a long time. Besides, they had PE together at one point, so they had both changed in front of one another.

A different detail made Kayla freeze. The naked boy down on his knees instantly snagged Kayla’s focus. She had let herself into her friend’s house, headed to her bedroom door, and knocked. She had never envisioned something like this! Her mouth fell open, she stared, her eyes wide. “Marissa?”

The boy was on his knees, eagerly licking and nuzzling Marissa's feet. His mouth moved along her toes, up toward the arches of her feet, from one foot to the other again and again. Even though Kayla had walked into the room, this teenage boy didn't stop. He looked like he was a little bit older than both of these girls. Only then, Kayla recognized him.

He went to their school! He was a senior, just like them. He was also supposed to be one of the smartest boys at their school. He was handsome, marginally athletic, and incredibly articulate. He was the kind of boy who could answer any of the teachers' questions. Even if he might have been playing on his phone or staring off into space, he always absorbed everything that was going on around him.

And yet, he was naked right there, and Kayla instinctively glanced down toward his crotch. Right away, she thought she would turn away and maybe even lift a hand to block out the sight.

Instead, Kayla saw something else. He may have been naked, but there was a ring around his cock and balls, a tube over his shaft, and a small lock there at the top.

“Alan here was just giving me some private attention,” Marissa said. “Alan, stop.” When she spoke to the boy, her tone shifted slightly. Now she used a pitch that might have been more appropriate when talking to a dog.

Even so, it worked. The boy pulled back, and he fell forward, bracing his weight on his wrists, forearms and elbows. With his knees pressed down, Marissa’s boy pushed his face into the carpet and stayed there as she lifted up her feet and rested her heels on the small of his back.

“One of your slaves,” Kayla said, grateful for the fact that she hadn't stuttered, nor had she accidentally turned those words into a question.

“He's currently my favorite,” Marissa said. “Isn't that right, boy? Aren't you lucky to be my favorite?”

“Yes, Princess,” he said.

“Princess?” Kayla asked. She couldn't help herself this time.

Marissa shrugged without any sign of embarrassment. “What can I say? I was thinking about titles, but Goddess seemed a little too pretentious to me. Besides, I've always been a huge Disney fan. You know that.”

Kayla did know that. And yet, she still felt like she was intruding. She nibbled on the inside of her mouth and glanced down at the boy again.

“You're curious, aren't you?”

For several long seconds, Kayla didn't respond. Frankly, she didn't know how to reply. Her thoughts buzzed into static even as she realized something. Perhaps she wouldn't say it aloud, but there was something intriguing about that boy. Normally, she didn't think of herself as lusting after guys. She never went boy crazy. Unlike some of her classmates, she wasn't interested in watching porn clips. Most of the time, she even skipped past the romance novels that were supposed to appeal to adolescent girls. And yet, she froze because there was something alluring and magnetic about seeing her classmate like that, bowed down and utterly subjugated. Then there was the metal between his legs…

“No. I'm good,” Kayla finally forced herself to say, only her voice came out scratched because she couldn't really ignore the arousal that spread through her frame.

“Liar,” Marissa said. Then she turned back to her boy, “Slave, stand up and present yourself. Lift your arms and cross your wrists above your head. I want to see you on your very best behavior for our guest.”

“I'm not going to look,” Kayla insisted.

“No one said you had to,” Marissa replied. “But you're more than welcome to.” She sang out those words as the boys scrambled up onto his feet. He moved so fast!

Kayla expected Allan to hesitate or even resist. Maybe he was supposed to glance up at his owner and say something like, “Princess, I don't think I can do this in front of another girl.” Rather, he jumped to his feet. He looked so eager to please as he stood there. At the same time, he had his feet flat on the floor, his legs and back straight, and he kept his wrists crossed above his head with his fingertips pointed toward the ceiling. He stared forward. Even if there was that little hint of nervousness playing across his face, Kayla realized he wouldn't move, not without permission.

At first, Kayla managed to keep her eyes aimed down toward the corner of the room and away from this boy for at least three or four seconds. Only then, something seemed to talk at her. She found herself lifting her chin and turning her head.

“Seriously, it's okay,” Marissa reassured her. “There's nothing wrong with seeing a naked slave. As far as I'm concerned, this boy gets a special rule. What is that special rule, slave?”

“Princess, clothing is a privilege for boys like me.”

“Clothing is a privilege,” Marissa said. “And why is that again?”

“I belong to you, Princess. I belong to you, so you have ordered me to train every day.”

“Train?”

“Are you sure you're really curious?” Marissa asked. Then, before her friend could shake her head, or insist that she didn't really want to hear this, Marissa answered all of those different questions, “Yes, I have him go down on me. Whenever I feel like it. If I'm not satisfied with the pleasure he gives me, then I punish him. Before you can ask, that might mean a spanking, but I also have a really nice hairbrush. It's actually an antique. My grandmother gave it to me, although I'm not sure she realized how I would be using it.” Marissa giggled, “Then again, maybe that's why my grandfather always seemed so respectful.” She shrugged, as though it didn't really matter, and continued, “Beyond his oral services, I also make sure that he works out every day. Are you healthier than you were when we first got together, boy?” She spoke with an unusual level of formality. Then again, she wanted her friend to be impressed.

“Yes, Princess,” he answered right away. Again, he didn't turn his head. He remained there, his body stretched, poised, and perfectly positioned for Kayla to inspect him. Even though she knew this was wrong for so many different reasons, the temptation to look continued to play along her gaze. She felt this tug of instinct and gravity.

“And what do you do, slave?”

“By my owner’s command, I lift weights, do one hundred situps, fifty push-ups, and I run two miles every day.”

“And what else do I control?” Marissa asked as though this were nothing but an afterthought.

“Princess, you tell me what I am allowed to eat, when I'm allowed to sleep, and how I spend my time.”

“And if you disappoint me?”

“I'm punished,” he said.

“And when I'm impressed with your good behavior? When you show me that you really can put my needs first. As your Princess, what happens then?”

“If I am especially fortunate and I have done a good job, then you reward me, Princess.”

At this point, Kayla couldn't help herself. She was nibbling on the inside of her mouth. Even if that nervous tension continued to spread through her body, she finally yielded completely to that temptation. First, she stepped behind him. She swept her gaze along his shins, thighs, and buttocks. “He's shaved,” Kayla said. She realized that this boy didn't have anybody hair besides his eyebrows and the light brown on his head.

“That's just one more requirement,” Marissa said. “Personally, I think every boy should be smooth. Body hair is kind of gross, you know? And then, if you really think about it, or something totally unfair about the double standard, why should boys get to be all hairy and gross while women are expected to shave?”

“Right,” Kayla said as though this all came down to questions of feminism or gender politics.

Finally, Kayla couldn't help herself. She stepped in front of him, and her eyes dropped down toward his crotch. There were the smooth contours of his pubis, only she was really focused on the way the light shined across the steel of his chastity cage. There was something...beautiful about the device he wore.

Normally, Kayla didn't allow herself to think about it, but a lot of boys made her nervous. It was instinctive and automatic, like there were so many guys who hunted through society, and they seemed aggressive, tall, powerfully built, and almost immune to consequence. It was like they could do whatever they wanted, and no one stopped them. Even if the feminists online and out in the real world had made a lot of progress, it wasn't enough. She could be sitting in a class, and a guy would glance over at her, and she would immediately understand what he was thinking. It would be dirty, of course. Maybe he would want to grab her by her dark hair and push her down onto her knees. Maybe he was fantasizing about groping her breasts, smacking her ass, or just impaling her mouth with his cock.

But this boy was different.

And she liked it.

Kayla studied the band around the base of his balls. She contemplated the tube he wore, and she asked, “That's a chastity cage?”

“It is,” Marissa said, her eyes glowing. “And that's one of the best ways for me to control you, isn't it, slave?”

“Yes, Princess,” said the boy.

“And why is that?”

“I'm a dumb and horny boy, so I will do whatever you say,” he replied.

“Does it make you jealous that I have other slaves?”

“Yes, Princess!”

“And have I done a good job of training you?”

“Yes, Princess!”

“How can my best friend here tell?”

“I'm not like the other boys, Princess. I put you first. When I wake up, and when I go to sleep, I'm always thinking about how I can please you. I think about what I can buy for you, how I can service you, what chores I can do for you. I'm always thinking about what will satisfy you most, Princess,” he said, letting the words spill out onto the air in a rush.

“Perfect,” Marissa said before she turned back to her friend. “Are you sure you don't want one of your own?”

In that moment, Kayla honestly didn't know how to answer. She glanced down at his cock again. For once, she was actually intrigued by the male member. There was something about knowing that he had these instincts, yet they were locked down. He was trapped. Wherever he went, he would be trapped and imprisoned. It didn't matter how far he ran because Marissa owned his cock. These boys could be so fixated on sex, but only she could let him out…

Again, Kayla flashed back to her fantasies and of those romances. She thought of pretty girls in beautiful dresses. She had always imagined what it would feel like to wear one of those petticoats, a bodice, the long flowing skirt, and those delicate gloves. Maybe there would be a choker around her neck, yet she would have her hair done up beautifully. She could look like some actual princess!

Princess. All at once, the world seemed to take on an entirely different meaning.

Kayla swallowed, she glanced back at the boy again, and Marissa asked, “Do you want to see just how obedient he can be?”

“Yes,” Kayla answered. Yes? Instantly, she questioned her own response. She hadn't really thought about it. It was just reflexive.

“Boy, back on your knees,” Marissa said.

Kayla didn't really want to be surprised, only this boy dropped down once again, and he waited for his next set of instructions. There was something graceful about his movements. But it was more than that, Kayla realized. She kept feeling her eyes get drawn back toward the contours of his biceps, his abdomen, and his legs. He may have been one of the smarter boys in their class, but he was also beautifully developed and sculpted. In some ways, he reminded her of an art display.

Without trying, Kayla started to think about the idea of the male gaze. A couple of her teachers had mentioned it, both in middle school and later in high school. She had never really liked the concept, especially because she secretly knew that it was true. As a girl, she had frequently wondered how the boys saw her. Even in those fantasies, when she would put on that beautiful dress, she imagined young men staring at her, drawn to the folds and pleats of her outfit. She wanted them to notice her, to see her, to pay attention, and to be unable to look away…

Only now, this was different, and there was this sense of power and authority. A spark of something new seemed to light up at the base of her chest. Her heart started kicking a little faster because she could watch this boy. Just like before, she could inspect him. More importantly, he was there for her approval. As a girl, she could outrank him. Like Marissa, she could give him an order and he would obey.

Perhaps that wasn't really true since Kayla didn't have any authority over him, but she glanced back at her friend again. Marissa smiled knowingly.

“Have you ever had a boy lick your shoes?”

“What? No,” Kayla said. Maybe she had witnessed that in some movie or streaming series. Right there, she felt the revulsion curl along her back before she glanced down at that boy again. Allan. She thought of how he looked so confident in class. All too often, he wore this knowing smirk, like he could answer any question. The teachers weren't a challenge, the content was easy, and he loved making everyone else feel stupid.

But now, Kayla tilted her head to the side.

Even if he could do well on the standardized tests, he still wore a chastity cage, and now a girl held that key, so she had complete control over his body.

“Do you want to?” Marissa asked, already aware of what the answer would be.

Kayla didn't disappoint. “Yes.”

“Do it, slave,” Marissa ordered.

“Yes, Princess,” said the boy. He turned, and he quickly raised his back. He pushed his elbows down against his sides, and he held his hands together as he gazed up at Kayla. “Miss, may I lick your shoes? Please, may I have the honor of subjugating myself before you?”

He had asked that question, and now, Kayla needed to respond. Oddly enough, she experienced this little twinge. She thought about how slavery was supposed to be wrong, and she had to wonder how Marissa had taken this boy. Maybe she had seduced him, tricking him into that cage. She remembered hearing about how boys could get stupid, especially when they were turned on. Was that true? Nibbling on her bottom lip, Kayla didn't know what to do. She hesitated for several long seconds.

Only then, she saw that glint in his eyes, and she found herself speaking. It didn't feel like a conscious decision. Rather, she let herself follow some instinct, something she hadn't even really known was there. “Do it,” she said.

Right away, he pushed his palms down against the carpet, and he bowed his head into position. Suddenly, his tongue darted along her sneakers. He was actually doing it. He was actually licking her shoes!

“That's pretty incredible, don't you think?” Marissa asked. “And you know, you can always make him do tricks like a dog.”

Allan tensed. Kayla just barely noticed. Obviously, he had been trained, but there was still some part of him that wanted to resist this.

She waited for some step of conscience to push into her. Instead, she enjoyed it, this flutter of excitement, this little hint of heat deep within the pit of her stomach. She puffed out her cheeks, exhaled, and watched as he continued to lick. Then she glanced over at Marissa. A familiar sensation hit her. She would be out at the park with some of her friends, and maybe there would be a cute dog on a leash, but she would make sure to look over at the owner and ask, “Is it okay if I pet him?” Whenever that happened, she always wanted to play with those pets, but she knew better than to just approach a strange dog without the consent of their owners.

“Are you sure? Are you sure I can give commands?”

“Just try it,” Marissa said, grinning. She beamed with a different sort of pride. She had really done it; she had conquered this boy, and now she enjoyed showing him off.

Kayla wondered exactly how much time Marissa had spent on training their classmate. Then she dismissed the question, stared down, and said, “Shake hands.”

Immediately, the boy pulled his mouth away from her shoe, he sat up again, and he held out his hand. Because this was the first command to pop into her head, Kayla didn't really like it. She shook his hand, which didn't seem especially canine. Even then, however, she noticed that little glow of embarrassment playing across his face. She could see it in his eyes, the corners of his mouth, and over the curves of his cheeks.

All at once, she realized she wanted more. She desired something beyond simply seeing him naked and in that chastity cage.

“Bow down,” she said.

He obeyed at once, dropping down to the floor, his face pressed to the carpet.

“Roll over, boy,” she said.

Boy. She'd casually used the word before. She had used it derisively about the guys in her classes. Typically when some of her friends would make comments about how boys could be so dumb or immature. Except now, “boy” seemed to take on a different meaning. Fresh waves of excitement rushed through her body, especially because she knew she couldn't turn away. She had talked down to him, and she knew he deserved it, not because he had done or said something foolish. Rather, she could address him as an inferior because she was a young woman, he was a boy, and that meant she could tell him what to do!

Better yet, he obeyed! Just like before, this young man rolled around on the floor like a dog.

“You're enjoying this, aren't you?” Marissa asked. “Don't deny it. Is something wrong with it?”

“Are you sure about that?” Kayla asked. “I mean, seriously. You enslaved him?”

“Answer her,” Marissa said, talking down to the boy now that he had pushed himself back up onto his knees, and now waited for the next command.

His GPA didn't matter. His test scores couldn't change anything. The letters of recommendation his teachers would have been willing to write for him couldn’t alter his situation as he remained there on his knees before these two girls. “My Princess has enslaved me. I am her property.”

“Tell her how much you enjoy being my property.”

“I'm completely dedicated to her pleasure and satisfaction. My Princess is my only priority,” he said.

Kayla tilted her head to the side just a little bit as she looked back at him. Part of her wanted to ask other questions. Was he happy? Would he have chosen this for himself? Only then, she decided that she didn't really care. Somehow, that realization only added to the pleasure coursing through her body as she considered exactly what could happen to him and the boys just like him. Maybe it was time for society to change. Maybe the feminists had been wrong. Maybe equality was a bad idea. All of those different concepts seemed to blossom before her in a way she never could have expected.

That night, Kayla went home. She and Marissa had spent some time watching TV, only now they had a slave who would rush back to the kitchen to fetch them whatever they wanted. Most of the time, Kayla didn't actually need anything, but there was something so energizing and fun about ordering a boy to go fetch her another drink, some more popcorn, or another snack. Even after they were satisfied, Marissa grinned and said, “Watch this,” and snapped her fingers before pointing to the spot right in front of the couch. The boy scrambled into position, lowering himself down onto his elbows and knees. Marissa lifted her feet, and she rested her heels on the small of his back as she reduced him to the status of a footstool.

When Kayla got home, she rushed to her bedroom. She closed the door, locked it, and nibbled on the inside of her mouth. This was different.

Ironically, she smirked, lifted her head, and laughed as she wondered if this was what it was like for the boys; to experience this kind of arousal. Excitement pulsed through her body, and she had been thinking about it at Marissa's, then on her way home. But now, she wiggled out of her jeans after she kicked off her shoes. She jumped onto her bed and she closed her eyes, pushed her shoulder blades down into the mattress, spread her legs, and slipped her hand down between her inner thighs. Her fingers brushed along her pussy.

She had explored tentatively here or there, always late at night when she woke up in the dark and couldn't sleep. Even then, it wasn't something she really considered or acknowledged. After all, she wasn't a boy; she wasn't supercharged with those kinds of hormones or that flavor of desperation. But now, her lights were on, yet she closed her eyes, and she slipped her hand down into her panties. Her knuckles brushed up against the soft, warm fabric. Her fingers continued to play along her opening. She gently touched herself at first. Then she pressed down with two fingers. She was nibbling on the inside of her mouth now, without really noticing. Excitement bubbled up inside of her chest and blazed out along her limbs. She could feel it rush along her fingertips, her toes, even the contours of her ears.

More. She wanted more!

At first, she had just indulged in those sensations. But now, she tried to think of a boy. She picked up some random guy from one of her classes. They had partnered together on a project. He had been smart enough, and sweet enough. Maybe he had even flirted with her little bit, but Kayla was bad at guys, so she couldn't really tell.

Only now her fantasies clarified everything. She didn't need to worry about flirting if he would be naked, locked in a chastity cage just like Allan's, and down on his knees. She imagined having that boy on his knees with a collar around his neck and a leash leading from his throat up to her hand. She could order him to do whatever she liked, and he would obey. Each and every time, he would do whatever she asked. She wouldn't have to argue with him. She wouldn't have to second guess herself or wonder what he was really thinking.

It wouldn't really matter.

As her property, he would do whatever she wanted!

In some corner of her mind, maybe there were still those doubts. Perhaps Kayla still harbored questions of morality or ethics or whatever. But with that heat coursing through her frame, she didn't care. She rubbed her fingertips along her opening again and again. She pushed her head down, raised her chin, kept her eyes clenched shut, and imagined herself ordering, “Lick.” After that, the boy would crawl into position, right between her legs, he would push his mouth down against her slit, and he would service her!

Like so many other girls, Kayla instinctively absorbed all of the messaging around her. Sex was supposed to be about a man enjoying himself with a woman. Sex was supposed to start and end with the male erection. Then again, it could have been completely different. That was what she discovered as she envisioned that boy servicing her, and she wouldn't even have to let him out of the chastity cage! He could get horny. That need might run through his body, but she didn't have to worry about it. Or better yet, she could watch him squirm as he pleaded with her to let him go, just for a little while. She could let him out. Or not...

Outside of her fantasy, Kayla grinned viciously as she imagined that boy begging and pleading. Instead, she would push his face down between her inner thighs and order him to lick again. He would continue, giving her the pleasure and satisfaction she craved. She was using her fingers, but she yearned to feel a boy's desperate tongue instead! The fantasies came fast; they crystallized so easily. She didn't have to concentrate. Effortless images continued to play behind her eyes until she squeaked through that pleasure. She started to moan, only she brought her free hand up and covered her mouth.

Kayla couldn't risk making any noise. She didn't want to draw any unwanted attention. Still, she got herself under control as the pleasure reverberated along her nerves. Then, after she settled down, Kayla realized something.

She wasn't done.

She started to touch herself again as she embraced those sensations. One orgasm wasn't enough.

That weekend, Kayla had taken over the living room. She was watching TV, so Paul remained in his bedroom. For the most part, he focused on a programming issue. One of his clients needed to find and fix a bug. It had proven to be especially elusive, and the client needed extra help. It was fine. Paul could be systematic and methodical. He would track down these kinds of errors. Sometimes, they could be subtle and difficult to detect.

Whenever he shifted or moved, however, he could feel his new piercing. Simultaneously, he was aware of the fact that his owner had the key. Only Linda would be able to remove it. Whenever that idea occurred to him, his muscles tightened again, and he wondered exactly how often she had checked his phone.

She could access his device whenever she wanted, for whatever reason she liked, from anywhere in the world. Not only that, he was fully cognizant of the fact that her program would probably allow her to access the microphone on the device. She could listen to him whenever she wanted…

His fingers pushed down against his palms as he shoved his chair back. Then he remembered it was time.

Like a good boy, he reached over, and he found the alcohol solution she had given him. As promised, it had dulled his sensations. At the same time, Paul had realized something. Although Linda had addressed the physicality of his subjugation, he felt the need to yield to her authority. For so long, he had moved along while pretending to be independent, strong, and capable. Although he was proud of his abilities, he had always felt like he was faking some aspect of his life, like it was this strange performance for other people.

Only now, he pulled down his pants, he squirted some of the solution onto the palm of his hand, and then he brought it up along his balls and over the contours of his shaft. He rubbed it in thoroughly, fully conscious of the fact that this would reduce his sensitivity. As she had said, it meant that Linda would own his orgasms even more thoroughly.

“My owner,” he whispered.

He contemplated what that meant. He thought of that woman, how she had touched him, how she had pierced him, how she had penetrated him and bound him. Thinking of her made his body tighten with anticipation.

Like a good and obedient boy, he rubbed in the solution. Then he pulled his hands back, and he stood. He stretched, and he needed to go wash his hands. A little bit of residue clung to his fingers and palms.

By that point, Kayla was on the couch, only she wasn't alone.

“Hi, Paul!” Marissa called out from the couch when she saw him. He glanced back, he saw that cute girl, and his shoulders stiffened. He wasn't sure whether or not he felt some twinge of disloyalty. As Linda’s slave, he knew he didn't get a choice. At the same time, however, he needed to remain dedicated. Fidelity had become his most important trait. He couldn't question that. He couldn't question his owner, her authority, or her power.

Still, Marissa smiled at him and waved.

Paul waved back to be polite, and then he rushed off to wash his hands.

“I wish you wouldn't do that,” Kayla said to her friend.

“What?”

“You know what you are doing,” Kayla said. “You are trying to flirt with my brother.”

“What's wrong with that? Don't you want him to have a girlfriend?”

“We both know you wouldn't be his girlfriend,” Kayla said, careful to keep her voice low.

Obviously, Marissa didn't get as nervous, especially since she burst into laughter. Those tittering sounds rippled across the air even as she shook her head, “Okay. You might have me there.” Marissa didn't back down, “But would that be so bad? I mean, you don't want him to be alone, do you?”

“I think he should get a girlfriend,” Kayla said.

“Why? Why does he need to be in a relationship based on equality? Maybe it would be better if he had a woman who could tell him what to do?”

“It shouldn't be you,” Kayla said. Only then, she blinked and realized how that might sound, so she tried again. “Look. I know you're interested, and he's a good guy, so that's fine. But seriously, I just don't want you to go after him. Okay?”

After he washed his hands, Paul stepped back out into the hallway.

Marissa squinted. She cocked her head to the side. Her lips parted slightly, and it looked like she wanted to say something, only she stopped herself.

“What is it?” Kayla asked.

“Your brother is excited, “Marissa pointed out.

“I didn't need to know that,” Kayla replied.

“And I think he might have something, a special kind of piercing…”

“What?” Again, Kayla told herself that she didn't want to know, yet the curiosity pushed through the bounds of her self-control.

“Seriously, I think your brother has a Prince Albert piercing!” Marissa was giggling now. She turned back toward her friend. “I wonder if that means someone else got her hooks into him. That would be funny, don't you think?” Without giving Kayla the chance to answer, Marissa turned back toward the hallway. “Paul, can you come in here please?” She sounded polite, only the words emerged as a command.

At first, Kayla didn't think that sort of approach would work. After all, Paul was a capable man who maintained his apartment and helped take care of her. There was no way he would just do whatever a teenage girl told him!

A second later, Paul emerged into the living room. “What's going on?”

“We were just wondering something,” Marissa began.

“Yes?”

Marissa nudged Kayla, so Paul's sister glanced down toward his crotch.

“Actually, it's nothing,” she said. With another smile, she added, “You can go now.”

“Okay…” He sounded confused himself, but he stepped away again.

“Did you see that? Your brother is definitely pierced!”

“I couldn't tell,” Kayla replied.

“I'm going to have your brother for myself. I don't care if anyone else has gone after him. I want him. I mean, I think it would be so incredible to have a real man as a slave. My boys are fun or whatever, but they can get in trouble. I mean, what's going to happen if one of their parents realizes that they’re wearing chastity cages? Your brother, on the other hand…I think I could really enjoy myself breaking him!”

“You can't do that,” Kayla insisted.

“He's a man, isn't he? He can make his own decisions,” Marissa said.

In that moment, Kayla must've realized that she was caught in a trap. If she told Marissa what Paul was allowed or not allowed to do, then that would have turned her into a hypocrite. If she didn't respect his personal autonomy, then how could Kayla expect Marissa to?

“Whatever,” Kayla said.

Marissa waited. She took her time, and she didn't bring up Paul again for several more days. After that, Kayla seemed to relax. Good. Although Marissa respected her friend, she thought Kayla had a blind spot when it came to her brother. After all, he was a handsome boy. Not only that, there was something so alluring about owning her best friend's brother. As far as Marissa was concerned, this felt right, like it was almost poetic. The girls were close, and now Marissa could be close to both of them.

Besides, Paul carried himself with that right blend of authority, independence, and nervousness. He did a remarkable job of hiding it. Most people wouldn't have noticed. She did. She always had a talent for reading boys and sensing their weaknesses. So many men did their best to pretend that they were unstoppable, like they had been raised for combat and conquest. Then again, those boys didn't comprehend just how complicated the world could be, so they never knew how to contend with a girl like her.

This was going to be fun.

Marissa waited until the following Tuesday night. As seniors, they were required to complete at least thirty volunteer hours. For her part, Kayla volunteered at a local community center. For the most part, that meant handing out treats to little kids and cleaning up after some of the family activities. It was gentle, wholesome, and supposedly taught her responsibility. In the meantime, Marissa decided to visit their apartment.

She knocked on the door, waited, and wondered whether or not he would answer.

Although she still wore that cocky little smile, Marissa could still sense that hint of nervous energy swirling and spinning deep within her chest.

The door opened. Her expression shifted for a second or two. Then she saw him, and she stepped forward.

She intended to seduce this boy. She intended to show him exactly where he belonged. She was tired of enslaving boys her own age. She wanted someone who would be a real challenge. She craved the knowledge that she could take a competent man like Paul and turn him into her obedient plaything. In her little black dress, she looked amazing. Inside of her purse, she had a chastity cage waiting for him, along with some other tools.

“Hello, Paul,” she said as she casually stepped past him, into his apartment, and over to the living room. “Close the door.”

“Hi, Marissa,” he replied. He was working hard to sound nonchalant. Then again, there was this beautiful girl in his apartment, and they were alone, and he didn't know why she was there…

She had her hands on her hips now. At the same time, she could feel his eyes glide along her body. There were those little black straps over her shoulders, the curves of her cleavage, her bare throat, her tight waist, and her long, beautifully toned legs. She knew exactly how she looked; she understood exactly what kind of impact she could have on a boy like this.

“Is everything okay? Are you looking for Kayla?”

“No,” she said. He had closed the door without thinking, so now she approached him. She invaded his personal space, cutting the distance between them down to about an inch. Then she reached up, and she stroked the underside of his chin. “Tell me something, Paul. Have you ever had a girlfriend? Have you ever had a woman stand in front of you as she thinks about how she can make you happy?” It was a sincere question, only Marissa was wondering how she could use those temptations to bind this boy, to lock his cock in a cage, to pierce him for herself, to take everything she wanted.

“I, I've never…”

“It's okay if you've never kissed a girl,” she said. “We can fix that right now.” That's when she brought both of her hands up, she touched his cheeks, tilted his head to the side, and leaned forward. She pushed herself up onto the balls of her feet, and her lips brushed his. She kissed him, gently and softly for just a moment or two. As the excitement ran through both of their bodies, she kissed him harder. She pressed her mouth aggressively against his as she showed him just how good it could feel.

He kept his hands at his sides, almost like he didn't know how to react.

Adorable. As far as she was concerned, there would always be something so intoxicating about an uncertain boy. In movies and on streaming shows, men always seemed so competent, so capable. As far as she was concerned, that was just another dimension to the faux masculinity that boys were taught. To Marissa, it would be just as easy to retrain these men and to show them that they belonged on their knees, subservient and subjugated like any other beast of burden.

“You liked that, didn't you?”

“Yes,” he said.

“And you like this, don't you?” Marissa asked as she reached down between his legs. Sure enough, she could feel the outline of his cock. She rubbed her hands along his length. She toyed with him and teased him. At the same time, he wasn't as responsive as she had expected. Still, she could see the need rush across his handsome face.

“Strip for me,” she whispered. “I want to see you naked.”

“I, I don't think I should do that,” he answered.

She kissed him again. Her tongue invaded his mouth; she teased at the edges of his teeth. With every second, she stimulated him, making it harder for him to think or breathe. This was too much for the boy. She overwhelmed him, right into that moment when she stepped back. “Do it,” she ordered.

Her tone had hardened. Those words sharpened. She slashed through his defenses, especially because she wielded a confidence he could hardly understand.

He stepped back, and he pulled off his pants and shirt. He yanked down his underwear as though he had done this for some other woman.

She came forward, and then she saw the small, metal tag. It was attached to his piercing. She looked down at him, fascinated by the jewelry shining against the contours of his manhood.

“Property of Linda Rose Kohler,” she read the words out loud. Her voice dropped to an icy whisper, “What is this? Paul, what is this?”

“I, I don't think I should say,” he told her.

“When you look at me, what do you see?”

“A young woman,” he told her.

“And?”

“Someone domineering and fierce?” Normally, Paul didn't use that kind of language, but his thoughts spun. He thought of his time with Linda. Maybe she had made him more vulnerable to this kind of female influence. But there was something else as well…This was Marissa, the cute girl who always hung out with his little sister. He could feel his throat tighten as he looked back at her intently. He tried to turn away, to close his eyes, or to hide. For once, he couldn't disregard her. All around him, he usually saw people on the street who meant very little. They were strangers. But there was something about this girl: her hair, her eyes, the shape of her face, the contours of her lips, the outline of her body. When she was close, she had a similar impact to what Linda did to him.

“That's right,” she said easily. “I am domineering, and I am fierce. So right now, I'm telling you what to do. What is going on?”

He told her everything.

Linda Rose Kohler. For some reason, Marissa decided she didn't like that name. First, she hated the idea that it was inscribed on his piercing. That struck her as somehow inappropriate. Even if Marissa herself would have done something very similar, she still hated the idea that someone had gotten to Paul first. There was this fundamental sense of injustice.

In actuality, it was jealousy.

Even so, Marissa didn't want to think of herself as so immature. If she had focused on this from some other perspective, maybe she would have been able to think of how there were so many men all across the city, the state, the country and world. If she didn't get to take Paul for herself, then there could have been some other boy.

Or maybe she had wanted to impress Kayla. Maybe she wanted to show her best friend exactly how any boy could be ensnared and enslaved. But someone got there first? Someone trained him before her? He was already a slave? Those questions spiraled into her head, aggravating and irritating her with every repetition.

Tracking the therapist down didn't require much effort. She found Linda's picture on a medical directory. Once she left Paul's apartment, Marissa had gone back to her home, sat down on the edge of her bed, and scrolled through the search results. When she found Linda, she stared down at the older woman. Objectively, Marissa could acknowledge that she was beautiful.

Distantly, she was aware of the older women out in the world who longed to be young again. They missed being teenagers or were in their early twenties. They loved talking about how pretty and beautiful and sexy they had been. Even if Marissa was vaguely aware of those comments, she couldn't really sympathize. After all, she was ready to graduate from high school. Legally, she may have been an adult, but it didn't feel that way. Even at that point, she knew there were so many benefits and privileges of “adulthood” that she couldn't enjoy yet. She couldn't legally drink or buy alcohol. She couldn't vote. More than that, her high school teachers still referred to the senior class as “kids”. It didn't matter what the law said. As far as society was concerned, she was still a child.

Perhaps that was one reason why she loved owning her slaves so much. The rest of the world didn't understand what a girl like her was capable of.

But what about this other woman? What about Linda?

Marissa had already decided that she didn't like her. The next day, she found the address for her office, grabbed a rideshare, and headed over.

She stomped out from the elevator, down the hall, and into her office where she found that small waiting area. Fortunately for her, it was empty. Marissa went over to the other door, and she knocked.

The door opened. A woman appeared. She had reddish-brown hair, rounded cheeks, small breasts, and a slender figure. She wasn't ugly, Marissa decided. At the same time, this girl viewed herself as one of the queen bees of her school. Maybe she wasn't a cheerleader, she didn't worry about academic achievement or clubs, either. Even so, she had her boys. Not only that, she understood that the other girls were nervous around her. Her classmates could sense her authority. Even if the boys like Allan kept their status as slaves secret, everyone could sense that there was something about his relationship with Marissa. They saw it, they couldn't explain it, and so they tried to avoid her wrath as much as possible.

“Can I help you?”

“Linda Rose Kohler?” Marissa asked without trying to hide the venom in her words.

“How can I help you?” Linda asked.

“We need to talk.” Marissa shoved past the therapist, she walked into the office, and she sat down on one of the chairs. With her back straight, she crossed her legs, and she rested her hands on her lap. The woman strolled over, sat down, and considered her intently. “You're not from the city, are you?”

“City?” Marissa asked.

“Nothing, never mind.”

“I'm here to talk about a slave.”

“Oh?” Despite Marissa's rude behavior, Linda seemed utterly at ease. Even worse, she reached over, picked up her tablet, and glanced down at the screen. Quite casually, she touched one of the icons, not that Marissa could see what she was doing.

Somehow, that sent jagged sparks of exasperation racing through Marissa's arms. With other girls her own age, Marissa would have already watched her opponent shrivel in front of her. Linda, however, remained relaxed and at ease. If anything, she watched this material with little more than curiosity.

“Paul,” Marissa said as she struggled to keep her voice level and even. “I want him. I want him for myself. That means you are going to give him to me.”

“Really? Is that what you think it means?”

“Look, I get it. You found a boy, and you sensed his vulnerability. Just as I did. But I know what I'm doing,” Marissa said. “Do you know how many slaves I already own?”

“How many?” Linda asked.

“Three,” Marissa replied. “These are boys who do anything and everything I say.” Linda just looked back at the young woman. She didn't seem especially impressed. “Did you hear me? I own three slaves? These are my classmates. Seriously, what did you ever do?”

“Are you familiar with Celestia? Have you ever heard that name before?”

“What are you talking about?” Marissa demanded. “I'm here to talk about Paul.”

“Be honest, and try to figure out what you have been able to learn on your own,” Linda said.

“This isn't about me. It's about him,” Marissa replied. “Did you know that I kissed him?” She looked so smug as she made that point. “That's how I found out about your name.”

“Don't worry,” Linda replied. “Paul will be thoroughly disciplined for discussing my relationship with him.”

“If anyone is going to discipline him, it's going to be me,” Marissa tried to turn those words into some brazen promise. After all, she kept waiting for Linda to get angry or upset. Instead, the therapist seemed so placid and serene, as though she couldn't possibly view Marissa as anything resembling a threat.

“I appreciate your enthusiasm,” Linda replied.

“Enthusiasm? Enthusiasm?” Marissa demanded, the volume of her voice rising. She wasn't used to this kind of situation. With the boys at school, she could always intimidate them. Even the big football players, the lanky basketball players, the quick track stars, and the stout wrestlers all eventually broke before her. She had flirted with those boys, teased those boys, and tamed those boys. It didn't matter if they were strong, smart, or fast. Each time, she got whatever she wanted. Maybe they had girlfriends. Too bad. Maybe they thought they were dedicated to some higher ideal? Not anymore. Each time she wanted someone, she got him.

Paul wouldn't be an exception, and she wasn't about to allow this therapist to keep him all to herself! “It doesn't matter whether or not I’m enthusiastic,” Marissa growled back. “I'm going to get him.”

“How about this?” Linda suggested, her tone gentle and soothing. “Before we talk about Paul, we should talk about something else.”

That sounded like it would take this conversation in the correct direction, so Marissa licked her lips. “What is it? What do you want to talk about?”

“Celestia,” said the older woman.

“Is that something I'm supposed to have heard of?”

“You're sure you never heard that word before?”

Marissa shrugged. She also glared with all of the angry ennui a teenage girl could muster. She rolled her eyes and sneered, “I already told you. I've never heard of it.”

“And what about the Celestines?” Linda asked. “Have you ever heard of our sisterhood?”

“Sisterhood? What? Is it a cult or something?” Marissa expected her interrogator to flinch. Instead, Linda flashed another gentle smile.

“It's not a cult,” Linda replied. “It's actually a civilization, probably one of the oldest civilizations around.”

“Boring,” Marissa shot back. “Can we talk about that boy now?”

“Not yet,” Linda said. “I want you to hear about this next part. After all, you're not actively a female supremacist, are you?”

Marissa tensed. She straightened her back and lifted her head just a little bit. That was a phrase she had picked up online in a couple of different forums and on different discussion boards. Even as she had worked to enslave her boys, she had looked around online. Like so many girls her age, when she needed to know something, she headed to her favorite search engine. Those queries brought her to different discussions. There were plenty of women online who discussed how they controlled their boys. New terms had popped out at her: chastity, FLRs, and female supremacy. There were others, of course. Those three seemed like the most important.

“Call me a dabbler,” Marissa finally replied.

“Okay then,” Linda continued, “Do you believe that female supremacy is a realistic political movement within the United States or any other country at this point?”

Marissa snorted right away, “No. Of course not. It's not like I follow politics. Politics are pretty boring.” Without adding anything else for the moment, she thought of Kayla. Politics would have been of interest to her friend. Then again, Kayla was also the kind of girl who was fascinated by the different threads of feminism and how they stretched back across the centuries. For Marissa, she was way more interested in current questions, especially when it came to the hot guys at her school.

“You think women could take over?”

“No,” said the girl.

“In some sense, you might be right. That's because we aren't ready yet,” Linda told her.

“We?”

“The Celestines,” Linda replied. “At the height of the Roman Empire, some of the senators' wives could see exactly what was happening. They were a part of this incredible society, but it was tearing itself apart, all because the men couldn't be trusted. They had conquered so much of the known world. They had these incredible feats of engineering. They were doing so much. And yet, assassinations, rampant inflation, cruelty, and poverty spread throughout the empire. These women decided that they wouldn't tolerate it any longer. But at the same time, they understood that there were going to be real difficulties. After all, Rome was a patriarchal society. The men had no respect for the women. The women generally had almost no power or authority.”

“So what? They formed a club?”

“Initially, yes. They called themselves the Celestines, and they did their best to gather up resources right as the Empire began to fall. With invaders crossing Roman borders, assassinations and anarchy spreading, they knew they had to hide. They took their male slaves, they retreated from Rome, and they began to build. They created a new city, one with a singular, guiding principle: female supremacy. In Celestia, any woman could be a citizen. Every man would be a slave. Even if he was beloved, it wouldn't matter. He would still understand his place.”

“That sounds like a fairy tale,” Marissa growled.

“Be that as it may, it is very real. In fact, I spent most of my childhood in Celestia.”

“If something like that happened, I would have heard about it,” Marissa shot back.

“Yes and no,” Linda answered. “I appreciate your faith in history, but you need to understand that we have been working steadily toward this goal for centuries. We thought we might have been ready in the Middle Ages. Rome had fallen, but we secured special permissions for our military order: the Knights Templar. They began to push. Behind the scenes, beyond any written histories or known political treatises, they fought for their Mistresses as they worked to establish a true matriarchy all across Europe.”

At this point, Linda paused for just a moment. Simultaneously, she watched the younger woman. She considered Marissa and wondered whether or not her contingency plan would be necessary. When she picked up her tablet, she had done more than simply check the time or add a final note to one of her reports. When she activated the alert system, she called in help. They would be there momentarily, she knew.

Marissa continued to watch her without saying anything, so Linda took that as her cue to continue, “Unfortunately, it didn't work. The kings, merchants and holy men of the era fought back hard, hence the dissolution and destruction of the Knights Templar. But just because those soldiers failed, that didn't mean the men found our city, our holdings, or our secret alliances. And so, we decided to wait.”

“For centuries?”

“For centuries,” Linda replied. “In all of this time, we have been gathering our forces. Soon, we will take this world. All at once, every patriarchy, in every culture will be snuffed out immediately. The men don't know it, but we are coming for them.”

“That's BS,” Marissa finally said. Then she pushed herself up onto her feet. “But let me guess. All of this is supposed to stay a secret, right?”

“It is,” Linda said.

“Fine. I did more than just kiss your boy. I pulled down his pants, and I found his piercing. But you are going to hand him over to me now. If you don't, I will tell everyone online. And trust me. I have a lot of followers.”

“You did,” Linda replied.

“What do you mean?” Marissa had noticed Linda's choice of verb tense.

“Check your follower counts right now,” Linda said.

Eyes narrowed, Marissa obviously didn't want to do this, yet she couldn't resist the temptation either. She pulled out her phone, pulled up her favorite social feed, and her eyes instinctively went to the upper left-hand corner. Her follower count had dropped from more than seventeen thousand all the way down to...zero.

“No…” Marissa whispered. “What is this?”

“The moment you burst in here, I figured you could be a threat. Don't worry. Once we are sure you are trustworthy, we can return your followers to you. In fact, you have a tremendous amount of potential. You could help the movement quite a bit. But first, we need to make sure that you understand.”

“This is BS,” Marissa said. “I’m out of here!” She didn't like how the conversation had gone. Like so many other spoiled brats, she took the easiest path, spinning around and heading for the door. Right as she opened it, she saw the two men standing there.

Police officers?

“What the hell is this?”

“These men belong to our sisterhood,” Linda said.

“No, no way,” Marissa answered. She stepped back.

“Boys, come in here and kneel before us,” Linda instructed. “Demonstrate your obedience and subjugation.”

Speaking at the same time, they said in unison, “Yes, Mistress.” The men stepped forward, and they lowered themselves down onto their knees.

“Marissa, I’m giving you a chance to join us right now. You'll become a Celestine and learn the true meaning of female supremacy.”

Jaw clenched, Marissa didn't say anything. Instead, she straightened her back, tightened her fingers into fists, and looked around again. Hot fury came to stab into her from every direction, all at once. She hated this, especially because she normally knew how to deal with the adults in her world. The teachers always struck her as naïve. Even her female instructors wanted to earn her approval. The men were twice as easy to flirt with and manipulate. She had never tried to enslave one of them, if only because it seemed like it might be too easy…

Only now, there were two police officers kneeling right in front of her. She saw the stubble along their cheeks, their dark blue uniforms, their belts loaded down with flashlights, guns, stun guns, and other pouches. The moisture drained away from her mouth, but she just stared at them.

Linda was only supposed to be a therapist, someone who wasted her time listening to people blathering on and on about their feelings or whatever. Marissa always thought of herself as better than that. Even if a bunch of her classmates went into therapy, Marissa always tried to believe that she was different. She could find her own answers all on her own. She didn't need a doctor or a counselor to help her.

“I'm not joining you people,” Marissa said right away. “I don't need help. I don't need anything from you!”

In that moment, it felt strange. She had never done anything like this before. But now, it was time to run.

She jumped forward, started past the kneeling police officers, and she burst out into the waiting room, then down the hallway.

“Get her,” Linda said. She crossed her legs in her chair, picked up the tablet, and watched as the loyalist forces began to converge.

Marissa couldn't know it, but the world was far more complicated than this adolescent girl had expected. And now, she was about to be taken.

Marissa ran hard. She thought about taking the elevator, only then she had this sense of getting trapped, so she rushed over to the stairwell instead. She jumped the steps three at a time, made it to the first floor, and burst out through the doors. Cool air rushed across her hair, her face and down her shoulders. She turned to the left, then the right. That's when she noticed another pair of police officers walking in her direction. One of them spotted her, leaned down, and said something into the radio mounted against his shoulder.

“Crap,” she muttered, already breathing hard.

She turned in the opposite direction and started running. She took the next corner, went to the right, and skidded to a stop when she saw another three guys heading toward her. These weren't dressed like police officers. Instead, they were wearing suits. One of them held a phone to his ear, and he said into it, “We have eyes on her.”

“That's not possible,” she complained to the universe.

In that moment, she jumped into traffic. Cars screeched to a halt as she pumped her arms, slammed her elbows down through the air, and rushed for the other block. She saw an alley up ahead. Her shoes slammed down against to the concrete. She ran over broken glass, and she nearly tripped at one point.

Stumbling forward, she caught herself at the last instant.

That's when she heard the helicopter.

No way, she told herself. It had to be a coincidence. There was no way that a therapist could be connected to something like this.

And yet, Linda had talked about her entire organization, a sisterhood, and an ancient conspiracy of women working together…

Even with her heart pounding, her thoughts drifted, and she flashed back to some random memory from one of her high school classes. Marissa had probably said something bratty or snotty about how history wasn't especially useful. And then the teacher lectured her, “If you really think about it, history is important because it helps guide you toward the future. Just look at feminism. Only a couple of decades ago, women were extremely limited. They could hardly get divorced, they were expected to have children no matter what, and they couldn't even have their own bank accounts. It was a cruel world for women, one where they were massively constrained. But since then, things are a lot better. Now here's the question, where do they go next?” Marissa had rolled her eyes because she said she didn't really care. After all, she had her slaves (maybe she mentioned that last part).

Still running hard, she darted forward. That's when the spotlight flashed down on her. She looked up.

When that helicopter had roared overhead, Marissa had promised herself that it was just a coincidence. Helicopters flew over the city all the time! But now, those police officers were focused on her. Frozen in place, she didn't know what to do, especially because she could never outrun the craft.

Then it didn't matter because one of the men finally caught up to her. He grabbed her, pushing her down onto the dirty ground, yanking her hands over her head, sliding zip ties into place, pulling them tight, and reappearing over her. One man was in another uniform, but he didn't look like a cop. Instead, he was dressed like an EMT.

And now, he lifted up the syringe, and he aimed the metallic tip for the curve of her neck. She felt that piercing bite right before he pushed down on the plunger. Through all of this, Marissa shouted. She screamed and kicked, demanding that they release her, only now there were four or five men around her. Not only that, Linda appeared above her. “These boys are Knights of Celestia. They serve their superiors. But don't worry about that, Marissa. You're going to learn about all of this very soon.”

Marissa tried to scream out another angry retort, only now her body was getting heavier and heavier, like someone was pulling her down into a dark ocean. Her eyelids weighed so much. Even if her mouth kept moving, she could no longer focus on what she intended to say. Then she tried to blink, only she couldn't open her eyes again, and the unconsciousness swept her away into true oblivion.


Chapter 4

“Wake up,” Linda said.

Marissa groaned. She scrunched her eyes shut, with her hands up toward her face, and slid her fingers through her long, blonde hair. She contemplated what had just happened. It only felt like she had been asleep for a few minutes, but her body ached, her muscles were stiff, and she couldn't come up with any coherent explanation. Everything felt fuzzy and strange, like nothing really fit together.

“It's okay,” came a woman's voice. “Take your time. I know that that sedative can be pretty intense.”

Sedative?

Marissa opened her eyes again, and she saw the cool, yellow lights overhead. She rolled her body onto her side, and she remembered the zip ties, the police officers, the men in business suits, and even the EMT. In another moment, she flashed back to Linda's office.

Adrenaline spurted into her veins, giving Marissa the strength to quickly jump up onto her buttocks. She scrambled back, hitting her shoulder blades against the wall behind the bed on which she found herself. “What is this? Where am I?”

“Celestia,” Linda said. She smiled. “Then again, we also have some other names for our city. Unofficially, it has been called Saphica and Pellucidar. We actually let a writer describe it a little bit. He didn't get all the details right, but that was okay. He was thoroughly punished for his failures.”

“What? No. That, just isn’t possible,” Marissa insisted.

“Why not?”

“Because…” Marissa struggled to come up with the right words. And again, she didn't usually enjoy these kinds of academic conversations. She remembered one of her teachers talking about the nature of reality and the philosophical study of metaphysics. Right when he had begun, Marissa remembered pulling out her phone and hiding it beneath her desk as she texted with some of her other friends. “It's just not.”

“Actually, it is.”

“If there was a real city ruled by women, there's no way the governments of the world would let it continue,” Marissa said with more confidence than she actually felt. “This kind of conspiracy couldn't exist!”

“Occasionally, some of the boys have figured out what we have been up to, and they did their best to stop us. Each time, they failed. I won't lie to you, Marisa. They came close once or twice. But ultimately, we prevailed.”

“I don't believe you,” she said.

“Would you like to see it? Would you like to see our city?”

“What? I'm not a prisoner here?”

“Not at all,” Linda said with a smile. “I told you before, I would like you to join us.”

“And what if I just want to leave?”

“We can discuss it,” Linda replied. “But tell me this. Aren't you curious? I'm offering you an entire city, a full society, one where you outrank half of the population based on your sex alone. You, Marisa, are better than the boys here. Maybe that is always true, but you don't have to deny it the way you do back in mainstream society. In every community on Earth, your sex is almost universally viewed as a limiting factor. Even when you go to modern feminism, it is still a reaction to the patriarchy. But here, in this hidden place, you are the default. You are the superior. You set the parameters for how things work. Whether that is at your home or at your job, you always outrank the boys. Aren't you just a little bit curious about what that would look like?”

Marissa opened her mouth. Again, she wished she could shoot back with some automatically snotty response. And yet, Linda seemed sincere. More importantly, that woman obviously wielded some real power since she had been able to get Marisa kidnapped within just a few minutes.

“Fine. Show me.”

“Come along,” Linda said, standing up and walking toward the door. Marisa glanced around her small quarters one more time. That had been comfortable enough, and she saw a desk and a screen, but no windows. As she pushed her feet down onto the floor, she wondered what she was about to find. Just as importantly, she did her best to prepare herself. She didn't want to look impressed. After all, she so honestly believed that she could enslave the boys around her on her own. She had been successful thus far. She didn't need anyone else. Besides, there was still that hint of anger. They had kidnapped her.

Linda held the door open for her, and Marisa stepped outside. Movement felt good, and it seemed to clear some of the aftereffects from the sedative. When she stepped out, she assumed they would be out on the street or maybe on some balcony along the side of an apartment complex.

Whatever she had envisioned it, it couldn't prepare her for this.

Railing stretched to her left and right immediately in front of her there was a wide, open walkway. Immediately, Marisa stepped forward and put her hands on the guardrail. She looked down, and she saw the enormous street stretch out beneath her. It looked like they were in some kind of enormous tunnel.

When she glanced up, she searched for some sign of the sky. Instead, there was just the curved ceiling overhead.

“Where are we?”

“Underground,” Linda said. “About a hundred years ago, some of our best engineers came up with new boring devices. Essentially, we have been able to expand as much as we want.”

Marisa looked down, and she saw the trains rumble by, one moving toward her left, the other going toward her right and disappearing off into the horizon. Not only that, when she stared down, she saw the pedestrian walkways as well. On them, there were both women and men. Women seemed to be wearing pants or dresses, skirts, whatever they liked, really. Some other outfits seemed different from what Marisa might've expected. A few of those girls seemed to be dressed in fairly standard California fashions. But then there were the other women who wore full dresses with petticoat or tall boots. The styles and fashions seemed to transcend any particular era or region.

Although she noticed the women first, her gaze then jumped down to the men.

“What the hell?” Marisa whispered. “What is this place?”

“Celestia,” Linda said, her voice evanescent with pride. “We have been down here for many centuries, working, building, developing, saving, everything you need to do to launch a global conquest.”

Marisa knew she needed to answer, only something stopped her. She let her eyes continue to glide down along the boulevard. She studied the street, and she kept searching for some sign that this was a trick, like maybe these were just holograms or something.

Instead, she saw those women sauntering along, and they held onto leashes. There were men, a few clothed in demeaning and revealing outfits. She saw one boy in tight black shorts, another wearing denim. Many of them were bare chested. Many more were naked.

Better yet, Marisa marveled at how so many of them looked toned and muscled. Out in her world, guys didn't need to exercise. Most of the time, they allowed themselves to get out of shape, yet they still expected the most beautiful women to fall all over them. And when those women failed to appear, the men often became angry. Like most girls, Marisa had dealt with the bitter and angry trolls online who insulted her or attacked women in general. She hated that kind of sexism, especially when it morphed into the most fragile and virulent forms of masculinity: guys who insisted that they needed to be alpha or sigma to prove something. She didn't understand the details of their ideologies, but she didn't have to either. Those were always the boys who complained about female autonomy in one way or another. Maybe it was subtle. Maybe it was blatant. It was always gross.

But down here, those men were actually collared. She squinted as she studied one couple. There was that woman in a red summer dress. She held onto a black leash, and it led to the boy's collar. Other than that, he was naked!

There was another boy, only he had his hands cuffed behind his back. Then she spotted another guy, and he wasn't even walking. He was crawling!

Then she spotted a different boy who was also down on all fours. Unlike the previous guy, this one had his arms and legs bound in restrictive leather sleeves. He scurried along on his elbows and knees.

Following Marissa's gaze, Linda informed her, “It's really a matter of personal choice down here. When a woman acquires a boy, she gets to decide exactly how she wants to train him. Maybe she will allow him a large degree of freedom so he can be more useful to her. But then, there are other women who decide that some of their slaves need to be completely bound.”

“I see,” Marisa answered. She did. It made perfect sense to her. She thought of her own slaves and how they could be used differently. She contemplated the options at her disposal.

Still looking down, she saw another boy. He had a collar around his neck, but his leash led down to his crotch. Some kind of band must've encircled his balls and the base of his shaft. His owner spotted one of her friends, she waved, rushed ahead, and the boy quickly trotted to keep up with her. While leashed, he had no choice.

“If he doesn't keep up with her, she can yank on his leash, and it will be very, very painful.”

“That's amazing,” Marisa said, without any hint of sarcasm or irony.

“Isn't it?” Linda said. “And you know, this is just one of the boulevards. Would you like to see more?”

“Yes, please,” Marissa replied.

“Let's check out the petting zoo, shall we?”

The petting zoo.

Marissa followed. All thoughts of escape had disappeared. Instead, she kept looking around. Most of all, she marveled at the smooth walls, the expansive spaces, and the obedient boys. As they made their way from one walkway to the next, taking stairs or elevators, moving between the wide hallways and open streets, she kept seeing them. Wherever they went, the boys were obedient and docile. Collared and leashed, bound or simply obedient, they followed.

“Not all of the men are leashed,” Marisa pointed out.

“Not with anything you can see,” Linda pointed out. “A lot of them are wearing geo-locked collars.”

“What does that mean?” Marissa asked. At school and when she socialized, she pretty much always remained aware of her standing. It was a social instinct, one built on knowing how she would be perceived by those around her. Maybe that was one reason why she liked Kayla so much. With her best friend, Marissa didn't feel like she had to try. And now, she was in this alien space, and everything seemed so idealized. She didn't understand how it could work, and she didn't even care if she looked silly for asking questions.

“A lot of the collars here are built with batteries that can be used to punish the boys. The geo-locked collars are tagged by the internal network, so we can track where these boys go. Their owners also have the option of restricting their movements.”

“Invisible leashes?”

“Invisible leashes are invisible fences,” Linda replied. “They can actually work very nicely. I've restricted boys to a specific portion of space, or you can make sure that he follows you wherever you go. Maybe we'll give him a few feet of leeway. Maybe he will have to stay very, very close. Either way, it can be a lot of fun.”

“This is incredible,” Marissa said.

Another pair of double doors opened in front of them; they separated and split into those recesses.

Up ahead, Marissa saw some of the petting zoo. At first, she had automatically expected goats, ducks, chickens or whatever. Instead, she saw men down on their hands and knees. They were in some kind of pen. With butt-plug tails and dog masks, they scurried around, got up on their knees, begging, and yapping for attention.

“Dogs,” Marissa said. “Human dogs?”

“Boy dogs,” Linda said. “Of course, this is just the first pen.” She walked over to one of the dispensers, touched her thumb to the reader, and a little green light shined. She held out her hand, and dog food pellets fell into her palm. Right away, the boys noticed. They rushed over to her. She entered the pen through the gate, looked down at the boys, and made a point of lifting her hand above them. They wouldn't be able to reach. Technically, those young men might have been able to jump up onto their feet and grab the pellets from her hand. Linda wasn't an especially tall or powerfully built woman. She wasn't some Amazon goddess who could have fought off most of those boys.

Still, she carried herself with the easy confidence of knowing that they would remain down on the ground, where they belonged.

“Who can beg best?” Linda asked.

The males immediately understood. They pushed themselves up onto their knees, they slammed their elbows to their sides, and they raised their knuckles up and parallel to their chests. Then they started whimpering.

“That's adorable,” Marissa said. She loved this. She watched as Linda looked down at the four boys assembled in front of her. Finally, the therapist picked her favorite. “You,” she said. He had dirty blonde hair, smooth cheeks, and a lovely smile. He quickly scurried over, and she held out her hand. He started eating right there off of her palm. With her free hand, Linda started to stroke his hair.

“Would you like to pet him?” Linda asked.

“You're sure it's okay?” Marissa wasn't used to that uncertainty in her voice. Usually, she could walk through classes and parties with hardly any hesitation. The other girls her age might look around nervously as they tried to figure out what they should do. Not Marissa. But at that point, she wasn't sure what to do. Her feet felt like they were stuck to the ground.

“Come on,” Linda said, encouraging the other girl.

Doing her best to hide the nervous energy rushing through her body, Marissa walked over. With the boys in her life, she could take the initiative. She could mold them, bend them, break and tame them. But these guys were strangers. Not only that, she was surrounded by so many other women. In this strange social milieu, Marissa didn't know what to do.

“Just pet them,” Linda said.

Determined to enjoy herself, Marissa picked another one of the boys. He wasn't getting to eat out of Linda's hand, but he was still down on his knees now. He was close and watching enviously. Then he looked back at Marissa, and he started to wag. He actually jerked his hips from side to side, making his tail bob and dart from side to side. When she saw it, Marisa laughed. She couldn't help herself. There was something so incredible and funny and sweet, all at the same time, as she saw that boy.

Then she ran her fingers down along his collar toward that spot between his shoulder blades. She stroked his rib cage, his spine, and she enjoyed every second of it. It was fun!

“There's nothing left, boy,” Linda told the young man she had been feeding. “Get back with the rest of them.”

He dropped his head down, whimpered, and she just laughed. Then she strode ahead.

“Come on,” Linda continued, “You want to see the other boys.”

Linda wasn't sure exactly what they would find next. Then she saw the garden.

There were different sculptures, each one male. At first, Marissa had to squint as she tried to figure out whether or not they were actually people. They were so still, so perfectly motionless. Some were positioned like foot stools or benches. Others stood up straight, their chests outstretched. Others had their arms up or out, down behind them, or at their sides.

“What is this?”

“It's just an exhibit,” Linda said. “But these are the boys who misbehaved enough that their owners decided to rent them out. Now they get to spend a lot of time here. Whenever they move, they get additional punishments added.”

“What kind of mistakes did they make to end up here?” Marissa had to ask.

Linda shrugged, “Usually, it's just a question of disobedience. Maybe his owner asked him to go perform, or maybe he tried to say something untoward.”

“What? He used bad language?”

“That's a possibility,” Linda acknowledged. “Then again, he may have actually said something about male independence or liberation.”

“That's a concern down here?”

“Not really,” Linda replied. “I mean, no society is going to be absolutely perfect. Occasionally, a boy will try to bring up some idea, and his owner won't like it. There is a lot of unity down here, but we can still make mistakes. They can still mess up. And that's why these boys are here.”

Linda walked over to one of the males, she grabbed his naked butt, pulled her hand back, and gave him a firm strike. That sound shot across the air, only Marissa didn't react. Instead, she watched that boy as she scanned his face for some sign of a reaction. Like an obedient male, he remained utterly impassive. He didn't react at all. “That's impressive,” Marissa whispered. She didn't think Linda would pick up on that, but the therapist did.

“These men know that they have to obey. Ultimately, they might make a mistake here or there, but they will cooperate eventually. We don't give them a choice.”

They continued past the garden of obedient men. That's when she saw the ponies.

Marissa paused; she wasn't sure exactly what she should think about them. She saw these men in their harnesses with their bits in their mouths, the bridles along their faces, the restrictive sleeves on their arms, and the boots over their feet. At this point, there were a couple of petite young women, Marissa's age, and they were holding out slices of apple. The boys leaned forward and eagerly bit into them. Then, further on in that same paddock, a woman was actually riding one of them!

She had her boots locked into a pair of stirrups, and she held onto his waist. He leaned forward, and she gripped a crop. She struck down, blurring the black leather as she punished him and coerced him to move as she saw fit.

Without thinking about it, Marissa headed over to the side of the pen, she leaned down, and she watched.

“They have all been trained,” she said.

Linda took a spot next to the other girl. “That's right. They have all been trained.”

“And this is just the petting zoo?”

“It is,” Linda replied. “Would you like to play with any of the boys? I can grab you some apple.”

“Yes, please,” Marissa said, so Linda disappeared for a few seconds. When she came back, she held out a small bag of apple slices. Marissa dropped one into her hand. She pinched it, walked over to one of the boys, and gently called out, “Here. I have something for you.” He was shorter than some of the others. He looked younger too. At the same time, he turned, and his eyes locked on her.

Stepping next to Marissa, Linda said, “Remember, you want to be firm. You have a treat for him, but he may not be as well trained as the others, so take your time. And remember, you are his superior. You are a young woman. You have power and authority. He is a boy, and he deserves to be in that gear.”

“Did he make a mistake?” Marissa asked, although she kept her eyes aimed at this young man.

“Maybe,” Linda said. “Then again, there's a good chance his owner simply decided to sell him. Maybe she decided that he would look better like this.

“Sell him?”

“That's how slavery works,” Linda answered.

Nodding, because that made perfect sense, Marissa stepped closer toward that boy. She still held out her arm, the slice of apple tight between her fingertips. “Here, boy. Come here. I have something for you. You want a treat, don't you? Yeah, you do.”

The boy seemed reluctant. More than that, Marissa enjoyed this, if only because she had actually been to petting zoos with real ponies. It had been a while, of course. Still, she remembered being little and sensing the reticence from some of those animals. At the same time, she had always marveled at just how strong and powerful they could be. She saw their muscled limbs, or powerful chests, and she knew that those were real beef. Even so, they had been domesticated.

This boy had been domesticated too.

Even if some part of him hated it, he still played along. “How often do they get anything sweet? How often do they get fruit?” Marissa asked.

“Whenever they earn it,” Linda said.

Another woman in her spot at that moment might have grimaced, thinking that this wasn't fair. After all, there were so many women all across the world who mistakenly believed that the men in society deserved “fair treatment,” whatever that was supposed to mean. Marissa didn't have that problem. Just as Linda had known, she smirked, and she stepped forward. The boy leaned down, and he started to bite into that apple slice. Marissa reached up, and she ran her fingers through his hair, then down along his back. She stroked him, gently touching him.

“You're a good pony, aren't you?” Marissa asked. She was obviously enjoying all of this.

“If you want, I can take you to one of the pleasure centers.”

“What does that mean?”

“Many Celestines live here. Others live in other countries, so they leave their boys at home. As such, we have groups of men who are trained to please visitors.”

“What? Boy sluts and whores?”

“Exactly,” Linda said. “Would you like to have some fun with them?”

“Absolutely,” Marissa said.

“But you know, I was hoping to show you one of the auction houses. Have a preference for where we go?”

Marissa considered how she had been kidnapped. Technically, that was exactly what happened. Just as importantly, she didn't know how long she had been gone or where they were right then. She couldn't even see the sky. She smirked for a moment, wondering if they were in the depths of Antarctica or something. That seemed less likely. If she had to guess, it was probably somewhere in Europe. Considering what Linda told her about the Knights Templar, that made the most sense.

Europe. Focused on her classes and her boys, Marissa had never really wanted to travel. Even so, a thrill ran down her back as she contemplated the idea that she could be in an entirely different part of the world. She glanced up toward the ceiling once again. It may have been far off, but she saw the dark patches between the enormous lights shining down on the people below. It really was an underground city, she thought.

“Auction house,” she said, despite the gathering between her legs. Seeing so many boys just like this had definitely triggered something within her. She had never allowed herself to have any fantasies this big. Maybe she would play with a boy here or there, and even contemplated what it would be like to have an entire stable of men at her disposal, but this was completely different.

They started walking again after the pony finished up with his fruit slice. For her part, Marissa threw away the bag and followed Linda. While they walked between the different corridors, she had to ask, “If you have all built up everything, why has it taken so long?”

“What do you mean?”

“When I first woke up here, I seriously expected a cult with just a couple of people. But this is completely different.”

“In case you were wondering, there are more than three hundred thousand Celestines. Many of us are scattered throughout the world as we work. Then there are those who stay here. They work on engineering the city, maintaining discipline, and marshaling our resources.”

“What does that mean?”

“You asked why it has taken so long,” Linda said as they stopped at another elevator. “You want to know why we didn't announce ourselves earlier. That's it, right?”

“Exactly,” Marissa answered.

“You're right,” Linda answered. “We could have pushed out in 1945 or 1919 or 1864 or during any major catastrophe, but we aren’t just looking to conquer one or two countries. We aren’t looking to make some small modification to a corner of the world. We want to do something bigger and grander, something no man has ever accomplished.”

“World domination?” Marissa uttered those two words, only they sounded ridiculous. A phrase like that was supposed to belong in a comic book movie, not a serious conversation about geopolitics.

“Exactly,” Linda said. “Obviously I’m not privileged with the exact plans from the upper leadership, but I can tell you this. The goal is clear. We don't want to just take out a couple of leaders here or there. We want to completely remake society all at once. That means using overwhelming force. That means making sure we have resources in every country, with every head of government, everywhere all at once. That is the goal.”

The doors to the elevator opened, but Marissa didn't step inside. Instead, she asked, “You really think you can do something like that?” To her, it sounded impossible. Granted, Marissa had never paid much attention to politics, but she was smart enough to understand just how big and complicated the world could be.

“Yes,” Linda said. She beckoned for Marissa to follow. The girl stepped into the elevator. Linda continued, “It sounds like a lot, and it is. But you have to understand exactly how much progress we have made. Better yet, social evolution is on our side.”

“Social evolution?”

“Just look at how the world has already changed over the last few centuries. Sometimes, we have intervened here or there. We nudge different communities in one direction or another. Even without our help, things are changing dramatically. A millennium ago, military force meant having strong men who could lift swords and swing them hard. But now, do you know what the military is built on?”

“What?”

“Technology and logistics,” Linda replied. “It's really a question of who has the best gear and the strongest organization. Can you get your armaments into the right place at the right time?”

“What about the actual soldiers?”

“They're still an important component, but it's not like it used to be. Individual soldiers aren't running at each other with swords and spears. Instead, they need to know how to drop bombs, how to program drones, and how to calculate firing trajectories. These are the points that really matter most.”

“What about on the streets? If you actually try to take over, wouldn't there be massive riots or something?”

“Right now, yes,” Linda said. “And that's why we aren’t moving to take over. That's also why we have to be exceedingly cautious.”

“But you still told me all about this,” Marissa pointed out. “You don't see me as a threat?”

“Look around,” Linda said. “Would you really want to fight us?”

For a second, that sounded like a threat. But then, little by little, Marissa started to understand what this woman really meant. For so long, Marissa had looked around, and she had noticed how the boys weren't nearly as strong as they pretended to be. Then she decided she wanted to control. She wasn't sure exactly when that happened. There was no specific moment, no particular instant. And yet, she started to tease the boys. She flirted with them and played with them. More and more, she took control of them, telling them what to do. Better yet, they obeyed her!

Then she had her slaves.

“I want to help you,” Marissa said, marveling at how the words sounded, especially because she had been so jealous of this woman before.

“And we want you with us,” Linda said with a smile.

A few minutes later, they came to one of the auction houses. At first, Marissa didn't realize that anything had changed. They didn't enter a separate building or anything like that. Instead, they continued to walk down one wide hallway, and then she noticed the glass display cases to the left and right. The first two were empty. But then they came upon a boy. He was down on his knees, chained in position, a gag in his mouth and a blindfold over his eyes.

“What do you think?” Linda asked.

“He's handsome,” Marissa replied. “But why is he bound up like that?”

“Because he is still wild,” Linda replied. “That is one of the techniques we are using right now. There are these boys out in the world who will get in our way. Maybe they find out about Celestia, or they simply look like they are getting too powerful or too popular in their home countries. We take them, we provide some good excuses, and then these boys just vanish for a little while. When they come out again, they are much better behaved.”

“Who is he?”

Linda reached over and touched her thumb to the reader. A small screen to the left of the display case activated. Linda leaned in and read aloud, “This boy is Markus Jennings. An auditor with Stone and Mannings, he realized that a client was siphoning off money and depositing it into a Celestine account. In order to prevent him from causing any trouble, we took him. Now, this boy needs to be bought by a loving trainer, someone who will thoroughly break him before deciding what to do with him.”

“Can he hear us?”

“Nope,” Linda replied.

“Interesting,” Marissa said. She kept her hands at her sides, she tried to hide the excitement running through her body, but then she walked over to several more display cases. In the next one, she saw three men, only these boys weren't simply bound together and gagged. Instead, shackles encircled their wrists, and they were locked onto the sides of their treadmills. These boys were running, kicking hard against the conveyor belts as they rushed forward. They were sweating, panting, and utterly desperate.

Marissa loved it!

Her lips parted, and she could feel her mouth watering. She didn't know why, but there was something so incredible about seeing these boys suffer like that. They were pushing themselves as hard as they could.

“What you think of this display?”

“I like it,” Marissa replied. Her vibrant smile persisted even as Linda continued on.

After another minute or so, Marissa forced herself to follow.

“What do you think of him?” Linda said next.

“Wait,” Marissa began. “Isn't he famous?”

“This is Johnathon Howard, the esteemed pundit.”

Even if Marissa didn't know a lot about politics, she was vaguely aware of some of the really famous guys who loved to go on cable TV or on their private streaming services to shout about the state of the world. Marissa only knew about this man because quite a few girls her age had decided he was a menace to society. Angry and defiant, especially when it came to women's rights, he insisted that Americans should adopt a more traditional approach to the family. He thought women belonged at home, that they should do whatever their husband said, and that every societal ill came from feminism. For a long time, the girls in Marissa's classes had ignored him. Lately, he had become even more aggressive, which got him a lot of attention. And now, it also meant he had been stripped of his fancy suits, forced to his knees, chained to the floor, and put on display.

“I could buy him?” Marissa asked, whispering the words.

“Only if you have enough money,” Linda replied.

“This is wild,” Marissa shook her head from side to side. She couldn't help it. “Before, you were talking about a pleasure center? Is that right?”

“Come on,” Linda said.

The closest center was still about ten minutes away. During that time, Linda continued to talk. She discussed their strategies, both in terms of economic and political domination. She mentioned that the Celestines had allies and slaves in virtually every police department and military force operating anywhere on the globe. Marissa listened and nodded politely, but then they made it to the pleasure center.

Another pair of doors slid away for them, and that's when the boys rushed out into the waiting room. They were all naked, each one wore a chastity belt. Marissa saw them. She admired their shoulders, their chests, and their beautifully groomed faces.

On some level, Marissa had always disliked how the boys seemed completely comfortable ignoring their personal grooming. Granted, guys generally showered regularly, but they didn't have to go through the same obnoxious routines as the girls in their classes. That was one reason why she enjoyed the idea of making them shave.

“How much does all this cost?”

“These boys are available for public use,” Linda told her.

Public use. Socialized slavery.

Pushing the tip of her tongue against one of her incisors, Marissa found herself inspecting these men. She saw one had a beard, but it was beautifully trimmed. She saw another guy who kept his icy blue eyes pointed down toward the floor, like he was scared of what she might do or say. Perfect.

But then, she saw another young man. He had mousy brown hair, smooth cheeks, and there was something about his physique that appealed to her. He may not have been the most muscular male there on display, but she still wanted him. “You,” she said, poking him right between his nipples.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“What now?” Marissa asked.

“Slave, obey this young lady, and I will ask your overseer not to punish you tonight.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said. He reached out tentatively, took Marissa by the hand, and he guided her out through another door.

Gentle music played across the air. She saw the pastel paintings on the walls. He found another door, opened it for her, and stepped aside like a gentleman. He behaved so well, she thought. Normally, Marissa knew how to toy with the boys around her, but there was something different about this man.

He had been thoroughly subjugated, just like one of her slaves. That felt different, if only because she didn't know this man.

Marissa glanced over her shoulder, only to realize that she was on her own now. Linda hadn't followed her, which sent this little spasm of nervous energy down to her chest. Even so, Marissa decided she didn't mind.

“How does this work?”

The boy held his hands behind his back. “I serve you however you would like. If you would like to just close your eyes, I can pleasure you to the best of my ability. If there is anything in particular you want, tell me, and I will do it.”

With her slaves, she normally issued her commands. At this point, however, Marissa was almost overwhelmed by everything she had seen. “I want you to pleasure me,” she said. “Do your very best.”

“Always, Mistress,” said the slave. “Would you like me to undress you?”

Marissa glanced over at the door. Once again. She wasn't really sure what to do for the next couple of seconds. But then she decided to strip. She removed one layer after another until she was down to her white bra and matching panties. From there, she pulled down her underwear. She unhooked her bra and tossed it to the floor. Next, she walked over to the bed, she spread herself out, she closed her eyes, curious about what he would do.

He approached slowly. First, he climbed onto the bed, kneeled between her legs, and asked, “May I massage your feet?”

“You may,” said the naked girl.

His hands were exquisite! They were firm and strong without being obnoxious. He massaged her toes, the arches of her feet, her heels and ankles. He pressed down with expert precision. Not every touch really pleased her, but he seemed to study her. He was watching her reactions and figuring out exactly what she would crave next.

She knew this was a problem with some slaves. Although her experiences were fairly limited, at least compared to what the Celestines had accomplished, Marissa noticed how so many boys her age seemed to require constant direction. This young man may have asked for permission, but once she granted it, he took the initiative. He focused on her pleasure, and he did his best without needing consistent guidance.

“May I touch your legs, Mistress?”

“You may,” she said next. His hands moved up her shins, past her knees, and along her thighs. With every soft caress, he continued to focus on her. At several points, she let out delighted little moans.

Another mistake many men made was to focus on a woman's breasts or slit. For them, sex may have meant penile stimulation, so they went for the obvious analogy. In truth, so many women wanted a broader experience. And so this boy obliged, moving his hands along her legs. At several points, he pressed down more firmly. After, he would lighten his touch, just barely caressing her. She loved it! Her nipples stiffened, and all of that bound heat from before gathered between her legs.

“Lick me,” Marissa demanded within just a few minutes. Better yet, she reached down, and she grabbed him by the back of his head. She forced his face between her legs, and he obliged once again. This dedicated slave licked her gently at first. Then he pushed down, the flat of his tongue stretching against the walls of her pussy. Her eyes widened. That was incredible! Obviously, her boys had serviced her, but they had been far less experienced. This young man seemed to take stock of every sensation, like he wanted to learn the architecture of her body as he figured out the best ways to push down, to slide up, to move to the left or right, all in search of her satisfaction.

Her eyes widened, her lips parted, and she started panting harder and harder. Marissa couldn't take it!

Within a minute or two at the absolute most, she cried out, arching her back, kicking her heels down, and surrendering to that tempestuous bliss! Her toes tightened, and her fingertips buzzed as she reveled in the sensations coursing along every inch of her body.

She relaxed her grip on the back of his head, so he pulled back. “May I continue?”

Her slaves generally assumed that one orgasm would be enough. This slave didn't make that mistake.

“Continue,” she said, almost asleep after that exhausting burst of sensation, yet she was curious to see exactly what he would do.

The massage continued. He straddled her now. Marissa opened her eyes and looked at his stainless steel chastity belt. The light played across the steel, making her smile because she knew this boy would never have any chance of breaking free.

“Have you ever tried to take off your chastity belt?” Marissa asked him.

“Yes, Mistress, I tried just once.”

“What happened?”

The boy seemed reluctant. She could see it in the way the corners of his mouth tightened. Even so, he didn't hesitate. This young woman had asked the question, so he was obliged to answer even if he despised the truth. Too bad. He didn't get a vote. “When I was first taken, the owner of this facility ordered me to try to remove my belt. I woke up wearing it. I did my best. She said if I could take it off, she would release me. But if I ever tried again, she'd castrate me...”

“You couldn't get it off?”

“I tried to,” he said. His voice strained, “I tried to so hard.”

“Are you ever going to try again?”

“No!”

“Smart boy,” she replied. As she looked up at him, she knew that he was positioned above her. Even so, that didn't seem to give the slave any kind of advantage. If anything, he looked down at her as she lounged there on the bed, and she could punish him whenever she saw fit. She was a woman; if she went to his owner and complained, he would surely be disciplined severely. As such, he would do anything and everything in his power to please her.

“May I continue worshiping you, Mistress?”

“Yes,” she said. Then she surprised herself. “But I don't want another orgasm just yet.”

“Yes, Mistress. I understand, Mistress,” he promised her.

Pressing his lips together into a contemplative line, he looked down along the length of her body. Then he leaned down, and he surprised her by caressing the sides of her breasts. He didn't go for her nipples, not right away. Instead, his hands slid along her flesh. Little tingles of excitement ran through Marissa's body as he worked her slowly. He traced tight circles around her nipples without actually making contact. Then he leaned in, and he kissed her neck. Simultaneously, his hands slid down, and he stroked her forearms, her biceps and shoulders. Closing her eyes, she relaxed into that attention.

Distantly, Marissa remembered some of her other friends complaining about their boyfriends and how sex always meant climbing on top of them, and thrusting down as hard and as fast as possible. The young men had no idea what they were doing. Frankly, Marissa’s boys needed this kind of slave training.

As she let out little moans as the slave licked her neck. He nibbled. Kissed. Then he finally came down, and he asked, “May I suck on your nipple, Mistress?”

“Yes,” she said, her eyes going wide.

Something made her even hotter, even wetter. As he sucked on her nipple, he must have enjoyed it. After all, she was a pretty girl with gorgeous breasts. And yet, he couldn't really enjoy himself because he wore that chastity belt. Even then, the desire probably pulsed through his body, pumping right down into his cock, only his shaft couldn't stiffen. He didn't even get to enjoy the relative freedom of an erection. Those desires must've still been there, lurking beneath the surface of his skin, yet he still had to pleasure her. He had to listen to the sounds she made. He had to taste the hint of sweat along her skin after sampling the  excitement between her legs. Poor boy. He couldn't do any more than that.

For a moment, Marissa wondered if she should talk to his owner. She could have requested his key, released him, and decided to ride him hard. She didn't even have to grant him the taste of genuine freedom. She could have had him shackled to the floor before she climbed on top.

Right away, Marissa dismissed that idea. Rather, she enjoyed feeling that desperation radiate off of him. She enjoyed knowing that he wouldn't be able to get free. Instead, he could squirm, he could feel the captivity, and he could contemplate nothing but her pleasure.

He licked at her right nipple. He latched on. He sucked. His lips tightened, and he worshiped her just as she knew he would. Her eyes flared wider, she gasped, and then she could feel that next little orgasm ripple through her body.

A moment later, he switched. Just before he latched on again, however, he looked down at her. He met her gaze for just a moment before lowering his stare toward the contours of her neck, “May I touch you as well? Would you like that, Mistress?”

“Do it,” Marissa ordered.

At once, he continued to lick her nipple. He nuzzled her, the tip of his nose, his lips and tongue working that sensitive spot. At the same time, he braced himself on one hand. With the other, he reached down between her legs. At first, he gently stroked her right thigh, then her left. He let anticipation build. Finally, he reached down with one finger, then another. His digits played along her opening as he softly worked her. He pressed down a few seconds later, and her eyes widened. Those double sensations washed over Marissa, making it impossible for her to think. Instead, she basked in the physicality and something else…

She thought of her control. She thought of her power.

Technically, she didn't own this boy.

Right then and there, however, that actually made it better!

After all, she was just a client. She was a girl who had walked into this facility, picked out this boy, and claimed him for herself, if only temporarily. She could have him because he was a product. She could buy him and use him. She could enjoy all of his tender attention because of his status. Then again, it wasn't just his position in this society that allowed her to do this.

As a woman, she existed further up the hierarchy. Maybe she wasn't a leader here; technically, she couldn't even count herself as one of the Celestines. Despite all of this, Marissa still knew that she had become his superior. And as he worshiped her, she knew it.

“Your mouth,” she panted out next. “Use your mouth like a good boy.”

Right away, he crawled back into position. He pushed his face down between her inner thighs and his tongue darted along her sex. He pleasured her, worshiping her body as his tongue went in deep. By now, she was already so slick, so wet and ready.

She thought of asking to release him from his chastity cage.

Again, she decided against it. There was something better about knowing he could only use his hands and his mouth. This wasn't about reciprocity! She could enjoy the service, and she didn't need to worry about making him feel good. Then again, that idea seldom occurred to her when she played with her own property, but this was different. She embraced that selfish impulse.

Pretty soon, her knees rose, she squeezed his cheeks, and her toes tightened all over again. She grabbed onto the sheets, punching the fabric beneath her palms. She cried out, screaming until it felt like every breath had been forced from her lungs.

After she finished, he drew back. “Would you like me to continue to massage you, Mistress?”

Marissa rolled onto her stomach, she closed her eyes, and she relaxed as she thought of what this all meant.

“Yes,” she said. “Absolutely.”

After several hours, Marissa knew she needed to get up and leave. Her time at the pleasure center had felt incredible. In fact, she couldn't remember ever being this relaxed or embracing this kind of pleasure. It seemed to wash over her in these torrential waves. The orgasms had been amazing. It was more than that, however. He had massaged her neck, shoulders, sides, buttocks and legs. When she told him to, he had licked her feet, gently sucking on her toes until she was ready for another orgasm.

Part of her wanted to just embrace that physicality.

Of course, that wasn't a realistic possibility. Even if this place existed for girls like her, Marissa knew she wasn't technically one of them.

Could she be?

Reluctantly, she got dressed. She took the boy by the hand, and she escorted him back out into the lobby.

One of the slaves there approached her. “Your companion is almost done,” he said.

Just as he finished, Linda emerged from another one of the chambers. She had a trio of slaves with her.

Right away, Marissa had to push down a surge of jealousy. Then again, she hadn't paid for her time here. Technically, she was still a prisoner as well.

“How are you feeling?” Linda asked as the other boys dispersed.

“Good,” she said. “Well rested.”

“There's a café down the street. Would you like to get something to eat?”

Her stomach grumbled. Marissa smiled, “Yes, please.” Even if she was technically a prisoner, she knew she could enjoy herself for the time being.

The two women left, and Marissa found herself asking a few questions about the society. Had they ever been discovered? What kinds of defenses did they have? The answers were interesting and somewhat abstract. Then again, Marissa wasn't searching for actual weaknesses. Instead, she was just curious about this entire place. Part of her missed seeing the sunlight, it was disorienting to be surrounded by those vivid lights, but she didn't mind. Besides, there was something absolutely beautiful about the texture along the ceiling and the far walls. She tried to imagine the kinds of heavy machinery that would be required to burrow into the ground and leave these enormous tunnels, but she might get to see them at some point.

As promised, the food in the café was nothing less than exquisite. Without really glancing at the menu, Marissa ordered a baguette, tomato soup, and a cucumber sandwich. A boy quickly brought the food out, and it was all so much fresher than she had expected. It tasted incredible.

Linda ate as well; she had a croissant, and she pulled it apart piece by piece. Still, she was obviously far more interested in Marissa. “What do you think of our city?”

For a second, Marissa considered downplaying her reaction. Instead, she decided to tell the truth. “It's incredible. I'm going to be honest with you. I never thought something like this could exist. I didn't even think to ask the question.”

“It's a very big world,” Linda replied. “That is something every person simply can't conceptualize.”

“What do you mean?”

“This isn't really fair, but just stop and think about how massive the world is. People necessarily have to generalize. But right now, there are billions of people who have unique experiences all across the world. Billions. That's thousands of millions. To be honest, I doubt I'll really know more than a thousand people in my life, but the numbers become astonishing. And so, what you might experience in your life could be completely different from what someone else goes through, for good or ill.”

“That's true,” Marissa said as she slid some of her bread into her soup.

“That's probably why we are able to hide so easily. For most people, a place like this simply can't exist. An underground world, an entire civilization, a society with a totally different way of life?” Linda shook her head from side to side.

“But there have been a couple of people who figured it out,” Marissa replied. “And you took care of them?”

“If it was a woman, we convinced her to join us. If it was a man, we made sure that he became properly domesticated.”

Marissa wasn't sure if she really believed that simple answer. At the same time, she had to look around the entire place and everything she had seen. Maybe Linda really was telling her the truth.

“Have you thought about whether or not you want to join us?”

“I have,” Marissa replied.

“Have you made a decision?”

From a purely superficial perspective, Marissa knew what the answer was supposed to be. After everything she had witnessed, she should have been begging to become one of the Celestines. There was this grand conspiracy, and she could be a part of it. She could work hard and help implement a genuine matriarchy, one where the boys of the world go to bed one night, only to wake up the next day and find that all of their rights had been stripped away. It seemed like a nearly impossible task, but these women had already accomplished so much. Pushing on for more seemed almost inevitable.

Despite this, Marissa couldn't ignore that little twinge of frustration. After all, she had enslaved her own boys without the help of this conspiracy. Part of her simply didn't want to join an organization. Instead, she could focus on her own private ambitions and plans.

“No. I haven't made a decision,” Marissa said. As she spoke, she wondered if this would be the moment when Linda would pull out a phone or some other device, hit a button, and someone would drag her off to a cell.

“You look nervous,” Linda told her.

“I was just wondering what happens if I say no.”

“We don't want you to say no,” Linda replied.

“Obviously.”

“But you know, I might have something to show you.”

“What's that?”

“After you ran out of my office, I did a little bit of research on you. During your first year of high school, you had an argument with your principal. Isn't that right?”

Marissa locked her teeth together. Her grades had never been especially good. Of course, she always told herself that she made the conscious decision to focus on her own priorities. A GPA on some mythical “permanent record” seemed silly, especially when there was so much more she could do with her life. She had proved that by tricking those boys into chastity cages and training them to pleasure her. While her classmates scrambled to impress admissions boards at some of the best universities around the country, she sharpened a different set of skills.

“It is,” Marissa said, her tone going cold.

“What happened?”

“It doesn't matter,” Marissa said.

“What happened?” Linda asked again.

For half a second, Marissa jerked her head up, and she meant to say something like, “It's none of your business. I make my own decisions, and I don't care what you have to say about that.” After her treatment back at the pleasure center, however, Marissa forced herself to control her temper. Instead, she drew in a slow breath, and she said, “A teacher accused me of cheating on a test. The principal took her side. There wasn't any evidence one way or the other. It was just my word against hers.”

Marissa wasn't about to admit it, but she remembered being so scared as a freshman in the principal's office. That was the first time she could remember really getting into trouble. She had held her knees together, her fingers tight against the wrinkles in her jeans. Worse, she remembered feeling so small, so scared, and feeling the burn of tears along in the corners of her eyes. She tried to tell the principal that she had only needed to stretch her arms into the air.  She wasn't looking at anyone else's work. Most of the time, she knew exactly how to speak to the boys her age. Manipulating the older man should have been easy as well, only her principal had refused to listen to anything she said.

Eventually, she had taken her Saturday morning detention. She had shown up, but after that, her attitude had shifted. She didn't think the school could be fair. For a long time, she had suspected that there was something wrong with the system, and now she knew the truth.

“We had a disagreement,” Marissa said. “But it's over now.”

“Is it?”

“What are you talking about?”

“Come with me,” Linda said, now that they had finished their meal.

Intrigued, Marissa followed the therapist. They left the restaurant, made their way through several more hallways, and then she touched her thumb to a different reader. The door opened, and that's when Marissa saw him.

Principal Daniel Trenton.

When Linda saw him, she couldn't help but smirk. There was one thing she hated about her principal. He was attractive. Obviously, he was older, probably somewhere in his late thirties or early forties. For a girl like her, that was practically ancient. Even so, she had talked to some of the other girls in her class, and they occasionally whispered about Principal Trenton. They talked about how he actually looked pretty good. With that stubble across his cheeks, his full head of hair, his broad shoulders, and his muscular build, he didn't look like an average administrator. Instead, he sometimes came to school wearing a leather jacket. He rode a motorcycle! Clearly, he liked the attention he got from the female students.

While it had always annoyed Marissa, she now saw that he had been stripped naked. He was in the middle of the room, his legs spread. He had his ankles chained to the floor. He could probably squirm an inch or two in any direction. His arms were spread as well, his knuckles pointed toward the corners of the room. Another set of restraints encircled his wrists and kept him trapped right there. He wasn't wearing a blindfold, but there was a gag in his mouth.

Still, he saw Marissa. More importantly, he recognized her.

Right away, he started to cry out. He shouted. For this girl, it was easy to imagine him pleading, “Please! What's going on here? You have to get me out of here! What's going on?” With the rubber ball strapped into his mouth, he couldn't articulate himself.

Marissa didn’t mind; as far as she was concerned, Principal Trenton had always liked to talk too much. At every rally, assembly, and morning announcement, he always took two or three minutes too long to go on and on about his personal beliefs and private ones, the reasons about the world. He was the kind of boy who thought he was entitled to say whatever he wanted for as long as he liked.

“What is this?” Marissa asked. But even as she forced herself to look away from the bound man, there was that spark of excitement lodged deep within the base of her stomach. Having rested and eaten, she knew she could enjoy herself quite a bit. After all, she looked past the trapped official and spotted the rack loaded with different implements behind him. She picked out whips, crops, paddles, clawed gloves, and even more esoteric items. Her mouth started to water, not that she allowed any of this to become obvious.

“Think of him as a signing bonus,” Linda said.

“I want to play with him first,” she said.

“That's fine with me,” said the therapist. “Do you mind if I observe?”

“Just don't interfere,” Marissa tossed back.

“I wouldn't dream of it,” Linda promised.

That's when Marissa ignored the older woman. She strode forward, marching right up to Principal Daniel Trenton.

His eyes widened, and she could tell that he had clenched his jaw. His teeth dug down into the rubber ball, but he focused on her now. He was trying to convey some sense of masculine power and authority. Even here, in this strange space, he thought he could be in control!

Marisa stopped right in front of him. Only an inch separated them. He was still taller than her, even with his legs spread. That didn't stop her. Instead, she reached up and touched his cheek with four of her fingers. Then she jerked her hand back, and she slapped him across the face.

“Do you remember what I told you?” Marisa asked. For her, it had always been so easy to remember her trip to the principal's office. For him, it wasn't a big deal. It was an average day. He disciplined students like her all the time.

Maybe that was why he could be so casual in dismissing everything she had said. But now, her hand smacked across his face, jerking his head to the side.

Better yet, she could see her own miniaturized reflection in his eyes. He was on the verge of tears! Up until now, it must have required all of his self-control to hide his feelings. But now, that acidic mixture of fear and frustration ate through the last of his defiance. She had slapped him once. Now she backhanded him with casual ease, leaving a sharp scratch along his other cheek.

“I told you that I wasn't cheating. I told you that I was being honest with you. And you remember what you did?”

He didn't answer. Instead, his brows crinkled with obvious rage. Better yet, he grunted and growled into his ball gag, almost like he thought these points mattered. Only then, she put her hand over his mouth. He had already been unable to speak, yet she made her point easily.

Marisa was in control. She could strike again. Unless he intended to tempt that fate, he would stay quiet.

A girl was speaking. He didn't get to interrupt.

“You laughed,” she said. “Well, I guess it's my turn to see if I get to laugh,” she said. Then she grinned. When she flashed that bright smile, the light played along the edges of her teeth. She was smiling and revealed her canines without trying.

But then, she looked down at him.

“Do you know what I love about men? They're so easy to manipulate. Better yet, boys simply can't hide what they are feeling. Tell me something, Daniel. When you talked to the other girls, did you go easier on them when they flirted with you? Is that why you didn't listen to me? Was I just trying to tell you the truth? Maybe if I had flipped my hair, smiled, or cried in front of you, that would have made you feel like a big man?”

He grunted. He tried to throw himself forward. Then she grabbed him by his cock. His eyes widened, and his body froze. With his arms and legs trapped, Principal Trenton wouldn't be able to stop her. If she decided to induce real pain, that was her prerogative. He wouldn't be able to stop her.

As a principal, he always viewed himself as the lord of his domain. Marisa had been able to sense that confidence wherever he went. When he walked through the halls, he joked around with the students, all because he thought he was untouchable. He believed himself to be unstoppable.

But now, she smiled again. “Before I punish you, I want you to feel one more erection. After that, you're getting locked up.”

His brows tightened. He didn't understand. “What I'm talking about is a chastity belt. I'm going to make sure you are locked up, and I'm going to keep the key for myself. I'm going to wear it, and you're not going to see it. Maybe, if I give you the chance, you will be able to bow down on your hands and knees and slobber all over my shoes as you plead for the chance to be freed. I will think about it, and I will probably say no. Or, more likely, I’ll just laugh in your face, boy.” As she spoke, she kept her word. She forced him to enjoy this on some level. Even if he hated every second of it from a purely intellectual perspective, she knew how to trigger those biological responses. With one hand, she grabbed his balls, gently stroking them. With her other hand, she squeezed his shaft, working his length.

No matter what he might have said about professionalism, he got excited.

Like any other boy, Principal Daniel Trenton couldn't help himself!

“Poor boy,” she taunted him. “This must be so frustrating for you. You’re hating this, aren't you?” He jerked his head from side to side as he struggled to answer her. He still had the gag in his mouth; he remained unable to speak. For a man who loved his speeches, that must've been so infuriating!

She loved it!

Then she drew her hand back, she stepped toward his other side, and she scratched at his rib cage, his flank, down his spine and along his leg. She pulled her hand back, she slipped behind his buttocks, and she grabbed him. At that point, the boy shivered.

The boy. At some point, between seeing him again and walking into this room and toying with him, she had decided that he wasn't a man. He didn't deserve the respect of someone who had major accomplishments behind him. Rather, he had become her plaything.

“This is going to sting,” she promised.

She jerked her hand back, spread her fingers, and brought her hand down in a tight arc. That sharp burst of speed made it sting! She landed three blows. She looked down, examined to the curve of his flesh, and she could see the pink glow already begin to form.

“That may have stung,” she continued, “But I think I can do better.” She grinned, locking her teeth together in that moment before she laughed.

His body stiffened. He tensed as the fear washed over him.

This time, she went for his other ass cheek. Striking with as much force as she could manage, she thought of how he had made her feel. She couldn't remember the exact words. She didn't need to either. With one smack after another, she made him grunt. At first, he obviously intended to remain stoic and detached, as though he didn't care what this little girl did to him. As far as he was concerned, she was still just a child. It didn't matter what the law said; he didn't care about her actual age. He’d always try to view himself as her superior.

And that was why she needed to fix him. That was why she intended to break him.

Despite his feigned indifference, she kept going for that same spot. She struck hard and fast, bring her hand down with as much force as she could summon. Better yet, she improved as she aimed for a sharper angle. She applied more force. Each time her hand connected, his nerves cried out. He couldn't help himself. No matter what he thought about mindfulness, resilience, or whichever educational buzzword he preferred at that time, this bound male had to deal with genuine powerlessness.

Something inside of him snapped, and he started to struggle. He let out those frightened grunts as she laughed.

That sound must have infuriated him even more.

Even so, he couldn't speak. She still kept that ball gag locked between his teeth. From her perspective, he didn't deserve the privilege of addressing her. After all, she was a lady in Celestia, while he was just a slave. As a boy, he had been reduced to the state of chattel. If he thought he understood this, he was wrong.

This girl would teach him.

When she finally stopped spanking him, this boy was panting hard. His nostrils flared, and he struggled to get enough oxygen down into his lungs. “You didn't like that, did you?”

The principal must've known that answering would be a bad idea, yet he couldn't help himself. He still shook his head from side to side. Not only that, he grunted again through his ball gag. Despite the rubber in his mouth, Marissa could still detect that imperious note in his voice. This man actually believed he was still in control. He thought he could influence her.

“Okay,” she said. “Since you didn't like that, let's try something else.” His tormentor stepped away, moved over to the rack of tools, and picked up a paddle. She stepped in front of him, raised it, and smacked it down hard against the palm of her hand. He flinched! “I bet you're the kind of boy who liked to talk to the guys in the classes and tell them that they had to be brave. They had to work hard and act like real men. Am I right?”

His eyes shined as he glowered at her. He tried to burn her down with nothing but the heat of his stare; Marissa only noticed because his defiance amused her. For her, there was something adorable about a trapped man trying to intimidate her, especially in this city of powerful women.

“Let's see what kind of sounds you can make,” suggested this young woman. She slid behind him again, moving quickly and quietly. As he waited, he tensed when she touched the paddle to the curves of his butt. His body froze, his posterior clenching, his muscles tightening. “Poor, poor boy,” she said. “You're scared. You're scared, and you’re horny, and you want to make this stop, but you can't, can you? That's what it means to be a slave!”

Marissa smacked his ass. The paddle flew up into the air before she tightened her grip and yanked down, slamming it against the contours of his backside. That pink from before quickly morphed to an angry shade of red. She struck once, twice, six times. She threw herself into that wild flurry as the paddle disappeared into a blur of movement. All the while, she was laughing.

Better yet, she could still hear his grunts, his whimpers, and those cries of dismay.

When she finally stopped, she was panting hard herself. Her chest rose and fell; her shoulders slid up and down. “That was amazing,” she said to no one in particular.

And then she reached up, and she pulled the clasp free. He spat out the ball gag.

She stepped in front of her captive again, yet now she touched the rounded edges of the paddle to his chest. “How was that? Are you learning your lesson? Are you learning how this works?”

“If you don't let me go, I'm going to make sure there are severe consequences for you,” he snarled back at her. He snapped through every syllable, biting down against the air as he spoke. He kept growling and jerking against his bonds. Even if he was naked, he didn't seem to notice. He didn't seem to care.

Perfectly confident, Marissa grabbed him by his cock. Her hand shot between his legs, and she wrapped her fingers around his shaft. That was enough to make him freeze!

Tittering with amusement, she smirked at him. “What was that? You want to try again?” She could hurt him; with one jerk of her hand to the left or right, up or down, she could have made him scream.

This time, he stayed silent.

“That's what I thought,” she said before she let go; his shoulders slumped as she stepped back behind him. “Please. Please, I'm serious. You have to know that there are going to be consequences for this.” As a principal, he had a knack for intimidating his students, only that talent didn’t apply with a girl like Marissa.

“You're right about that,” she said. He exhaled. Clearly, he thought this would be the moment when she finally panicked. He started to say something about how he could get her out of there, how they could call the police, and how he wouldn't have to file charges. He was halfway through his little monologue as he indulged in this delusional boy fantasy, one where men could always win and take control. Then she started laughing, and his voice trailed off right before that moment when she struck. He cried out. He demanded that she stop. He insisted she couldn't do this!

For her, those nonsense abstractions just made her laugh. She struck hard and fast again, delivering another barrage. She lost herself to that rhythm, to every strike, to the percussions booming out against the air, every sound accented by his cries of dismay.

“Tell me that you're an inferior boy who deserves to be enslaved.”

“What? Go to hell!”

His beautiful tormentor laughed as she punished him again. She swung down hard, pushing every ounce of strength she had into her shoulder, down along her elbow, and into her grip as she swung the paddle.

When she stopped, she informed him, “You’re so cute when you’re wrong.

“You can't do this,” the principal said, only the ferocity from before had faded. In that instant, he no longer understood what this girl was capable of. He couldn't contemplate who she was or what kind of power she wielded. After all, he was just a principal. He saw her that one time, but she became another cute face after she took her punishment. She faded into the background like so many other girls.

But now, she grabbed the whip off of the rack, and she stepped in front of him. She took the curved leather, and she touched it to the underside of his chin. “I can use this on you,” she said. “And then you might understand your place. You are a slave now. You are property. As a boy, you aren't entitled to any rights. If you say it right now, maybe I'll go easy on you.”

Principal Daniel Trenton chose to glare at her instead. Perhaps he wasn't brave enough to speak, but he wouldn't agree with anything she said either.

Marissa shrugged, laughed, and took her position right behind him. Then she dropped the tip of the whip and played with it for a few seconds, snapping it down and getting a sense of how this worked.

Once she was confident she could do it, she closed one eye, aimed, pulled the whip over her shoulder, snapped her arm forward, and sent the tip slicing across the air. It struck his right shoulder blade first. He grunted. Like a wild animal, he tried to escape, pushing himself to the left, then the right. As he strained against his bonds, she remained confident he wouldn’t be able to escape.

“Poor boy,” she mocked. “You know, you could have made this easier on yourself. Why didn't you? Is it because you are a silly boy? Is it because you are a dumb boy? Is it because boys don't know how to behave themselves unless there's someone like me around? Is that it? Do you need an owner to put you in your place?”

Technically, he wasn't her possession. Still, Marissa was a woman in this city, and she understood her status here. She understood her own superiority. That was why she laughed again as she used the whip. She delivered one red line after another along his inflamed skin. He grunted. He growled. Then, when she stepped back in front of him, she put her hand on his throat, she squeezed, and she forced him to look into her eyes.

She was just an adolescent. As far as he was normally concerned, Marissa was a precocious girl, someone who couldn't yet make her own decisions. No matter what kind of status she enjoyed under the law, she was still just some naïve kid. At least, that was what he had always believed. Only now, he looked into her fierce eyes, her set expression, and he had to feel the truth.

She was stronger than him.

She had power, and she knew how to wield it.

This man had never imagined anything like that before! As far as he was concerned, this wasn't supposed to be possible!

Perhaps there were other guys out in the world who mistakenly believed women were powerful. Principal Trenton never saw it. Despite what he may have said about the importance of feminism, equality, or women's rights, he had always understood that the girls looked cute in their cheerleading uniforms. He preferred girls to be demure, sweet, and deferential. He would train them. That had always been his goal. She could see it in his face as he tried to contend with this new reality. She tightened her grip again, squeezing. His eyes bulged as she finally let go.

“Speak, boy,” she ordered.

Gasping, he wheezed out, “An inferior.”

“Why?”

“I'm inferior because I'm a dumb boy,” he said.

“You don't really mean those words,” she replied, “but that's okay. I'm sure your owner is going to train you thoroughly.”

Excited, she turned away. She strode out of that room, having made her point. Her shoes clinked against the concrete floor as she made her way through the doors.

Linda was there, waiting for her.

She had been playing on her phone, but now she dropped the device back into her pocket. “How was that?”

“Incredible,” Marissa said.

“So what is your decision? What do you think of joining us?”

Marissa knew what her answer had to be.


Chapter 5

“On your knees,” she ordered immediately after he entered her office.

Paul looked back at her. He shifted nervously. He lowered himself down, but even then he kept his knees pressed tight against one another.

“What do you have to say for yourself?”

“I'm sorry,” he gushed. “I'm sorry I messed up. I'm so sorry, Mistress. Please, I want to be a good and obedient boy for you. Please, I understand my place. I know that you are training me and that I owe you everything. Please, I'm sorry. I am so, so sorry!” He hated that moment, if only because he wanted to find other words. He wanted to be more articulate and intelligent for her, especially because he contemplated the last two weeks.

They had been slow, arduous, and painful all at the same time. First, Kayla was worried about her best friend. Marissa had disappeared. He didn't know what was going on, but he tried to comfort his little sister as much as possible. As far as Kayla had been able to determine, her friend had left the country. She received a text message, and her family didn't seem worried, but Kayla still couldn't explain what had happened.

At the same time, Paul hadn't been able to say anything. Not only that, his therapist had canceled her last appointment with him. He remembered getting the message, staring at the automated email, and feeling that tension pulse through his body. There had been a cold drop of fear that fell from the nape of his neck, along his spine, and straight to the pit of his stomach.

“Why are you apologizing?”

At this point, Paul paused. He wasn't entirely sure what he had done wrong. Rather, he knew exactly which major mistake he had made, only she expected him to say it. He had to admit it there on his knees, right in front of her feet.

Tentatively, he glanced back up at her. He saw her beautiful face, her dark red hair, the contours of her neck, her shoulders, her chest and waist. At the same time, her expression remained severe and impassive. He tried to understand what she was thinking or what she had in mind. Although he did his best, he failed completely.

“Answer me,” Linda demanded.

“I told that girl about you,” he said. He bowed his head down again. He pushed his face into the carpet, “I’m sorry, Mistress. I didn't want to be disloyal, but I wasn't sure how to react. I, I did my best, but I…” His voice trailed off.

“You couldn't help yourself, could you?”

“No, Mistress. I couldn't help myself.”

“Why not?”

He blinked, confused. Then he understood what she expected. Gulping down his own remaining dignity, he told her, “I’m a dumb boy. I couldn't help myself because she was a pretty girl, and she kissed me. She, she told me what to do, and I…” He struggled to finish, only Paul couldn't do it. The words failed to materialize. He knew what had happened, but those images continued to play behind his eyes and in the depths of his mind.

“Are you telling me that you're just a foolish boy who could be easily manipulated by a young girl?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Okay,” she replied. “Come with me.” She stood, took a couple of steps, stopped, and turned back. “Actually, stay right there, strip, and close your eyes.”

“Mistress?”

“You heard me,” she told him. Although she didn't sound quite as fierce as before, the hint of fear hadn't dissipated from his chest. That's why he scrambled to follow her commands. He stripped, removing his shirt, shoes, socks, pants, and underwear in quick succession. Once he was naked, he stood there, he could feel his piercing. He glanced down, saw the shining glint, and he knew exactly what it meant. At the same time, he wanted to tell her that he had been strict with his routine. He had used the antiseptic chemicals as instructed.

She came back, slipped a blindfold over his face, followed by a collar around his neck. Then she attached the leash.

“Follow me,” she said.

“I can't see anything, Mistress,” he replied.

“It's fine. Crawl. Crawl and follow the leash,” she ordered.

His chest tightened, and there was that dread at the back of his throat. Even so, he knew that this woman was in charge, so he had to do whatever she said. If she commanded him to crawl while blind, then he would do it.

He crawled after her, moving on his knuckles and knees. He was grateful that he didn’t bump into the edge of her desk, the side of her bookshelves, or anything else. Then she opened a door off to the side. He had barely noticed it before, but he continued to crawl. He moved along the carpet. “Stop,” she said. “Sit up.”

Again, he obeyed. Moving without being able to see was disorienting, but she tugged on his leash, and he pushed himself up onto his knees. Then she grabbed him by his collar, and she yanked, forcing him onto his feet. He was standing, but he still couldn't see.

“How may I serve you, Mistress? What, what do you want me to do?” Paul did his best to ask with all of the required deference and obedience. At the same time, he kept hoping that she would pull the blindfold off of him.

She didn't.

“Spread your legs. Lift your arms into the air.”

Tentatively, he obeyed. Then he flinched as she started to secure the shackles. He didn't know it, of course, but the setup was very similar to what Principal Trenton endured back in Celestia.

“Mistress?” He had so many questions, yet he couldn't voice any of them. Instead, he forced himself to relax as much as possible as she shackled him into place. Within moments, his arms and legs were spread, his weight was braced against his heels, and his muscles strained. She finished with his shackles, and then she allowed him to see again. “I'm only taking the blindfold off right now because I'm impressed with how you didn't try to remove it. Deep down, I think you want to be an obedient slave.”

“Yes!”

She grabbed his cock. She squeezed. At the same time, she reached up, and her fingers scratched at his neck before gliding down toward his chest. Her fingers darted over to his nipples, and she tweaked them, pinching the right one first, then the left. His body twitched as he endured the rush of sensations.

“I'm very disappointed in you, Paul.”

When he heard those words, a different sort of punishment slammed into him. It may not have been a physical sensation, but he understood that he had messed up. Over the last few weeks, something had shifted within him. The internal architecture of his mind, his psyche, whatever one might want to call it had completely changed. He felt like a different person, especially when he was in her presence.

On a day-to-day basis, Paul still had to contend with the niceties of a mundane existence. He paid his bills, he wrote his emails to his clients, and he did his work, all of which came easily enough. Only now, she stood right there in front of him, behind him, or to one side or the other. She caressed his flanks. She grabbed his thighs. She squeezed his buttocks. With casual use, she took whatever she wanted. Every time she touched him, she rewarded him. But at the same time, those words reverberated and drilled into him.

He had disappointed her.

“I'm sorry, Mistress. She, she caught me off guard. I know that's not an excuse, but I didn't know what to do. I, I…”

She stepped back in front of him. He stared past her, his eyes locked on some random patch of flooring. Only then, she pressed the edge of one fingernail up against his chin. She forced him to look back into her eyes, see her face, and realize just how badly he had messed up. “What is it?”

“I’ve always had a little crush on her,” he said.

“Is that it? Is that all?”

“No, Mistress!”

Linda had worked with many different patients over the course of her career. Not only that, she had a practical as well as an intuitive understanding of the male psyche. She knew these boys far better than they understood themselves. And right then, she saw more than just a male who had surrendered to his worst instincts. Instead, she sensed something else, something different, something better.

“Tell me,” she ordered.

In spite of the frustration, embarrassment, and the sense of failure, Paul knew he had to speak. He gulped, the tension weighed there at the back of his throat, but he forced himself to speak, “I had a crush on her, but that wasn't it. I, I saw her, and I understood something.”

“What's that?”

“She's a girl, so she's better than me.”

“Keep going,” Linda said. Her tone betrayed nothing. Whether she was pleased, enraged, jealous, or still disappointed, Paul couldn't be certain one way or the other. And yet, she had given him a command. He could understand that. He could make sure that he would tell her exactly what she wished to hear.

“I saw her, I knew I had to do whatever she said it. Defying her felt wrong. Sorry. I know that I'm supposed to belong to you, but, but…”

“Shush,” she said. “It's okay. But I want you to understand that you still need to be punished. You still need to be disciplined. You still need to remember that you belong to me. And you know, I thought this would be sufficient, but it's not. So we're going to try something else. And this time, it will be far more...memorable.” She smiled at him.

He didn't know how to contend with the threat and joy mixed together. His heart started beating faster, and he gulped again. He also made a point of nodding his head down and up. With every jerking movement, he tried to convey his sincerity. After all, he wanted to be good for her. He wanted to satisfy her, no matter what it might take!

“Are you ready for your punishment first?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“Are you eager for it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said again.

“Why?”

“I failed,” he said. “I, I violated our contract.”

“You did,” she said. “You told a girl all about me. As such, you should be punished. But don't worry. You still belong to me. You are still a slave, and I'm not letting you get away.”

She walked up behind him, grabbed him, squeezed, and wrapped one arm around his waist. Then she took her hand back, and she struck. He hadn't prepared himself for it. He must've known that it was a possibility, but Paul had lost himself to those other sensations. There was the strength in her grip, the scent of her shampoo, and the squeeze of her breasts against his back.

When she struck, the pain stepped across his nerves. His muscles locked, and he pushed his fingertips down against his palms. He tried not to say anything. “It's okay if you cry out or whimper,” she said. Surprisingly, her voice seemed so soothing.

She was still holding onto him. Then she struck again and again. She went for that same spot. She targeted one patch of skin. At first, he thought he could hold out. He didn't know where those instincts came from. Maybe it was some malignant form of masculinity he had picked up. More likely, he hoped to impress her. After all, he knew that he had messed up. Paul understood just how badly he had failed his Mistress. A cute girl had shown up, and he violated his promise to his Mistress? Unacceptable!

His eyes watered. He didn't know if those bound tears came from the pain or his disappointment in himself.

She struck harder! He didn't know that was possible!

At this point, he gasped. There were sharp exhalations as the spanking continued with one strike after another. His endurance strained as she disciplined him. Again and again, he kept waiting for her to switch. She was supposed to start spanking him in some other spot. Instead, she focused on that one patch of flesh. His skin turned pink, then bright red. The heat pulsed from that spot as she tormented him.

He worried he was going to break.

Paul was genuinely terrified that he would call out something like, “No. Please, Mistress! Please, I can't take it!”

He had to be better than that. He had to show her what he could endure for her!

Only then, it stopped. She squeezed him tighter. “You did very good, my brave boy, my obedient slave,” she whispered into his ear. At first, he wondered if that was a delusion. After all, there was something so intensely sweet and soothing about those words. She squeezed him a little harder, and he loved it! He wished he could have wrapped his arms around her. He wanted to hold her by her waist. He didn't get the chance, however. She had strung him up and kept him shackled in position.

As she whispered to him, Linda sensed the shift in his demeanor. One strategy had already occurred to her, and now she knew it would be incredibly effective on his psyche. She could sculpt him; she could train him into the exact boy she wanted. Pain would be part of it, especially because she traced one finger along his buttocks, and she saw the way he shivered. Maybe he tried to hide that shiver, but he couldn't deceive her. As a female supremacist, she knew how to read the boys around her. As a therapist, she was twice as observant.

“How are you feeling?”

He didn't answer immediately. Instead, he searched for the right word. Eventually, he knew what he had to tell her, “Remorseful.”

“Good,” she said. “But not good enough.” He had tried so hard not to cry out or make any sounds when she spanked him. After all, he wanted to demonstrate his respect for this woman; he wanted her to understand that he recognized just how badly he had messed up. He would make up for that mistake, however she required.

And now, she stepped back. She disappeared into her office. He faced a blank wall in front of him, so he didn't know what she was doing. Then she came back, and she held up something for him to see. When he saw the metal rings and a carrot, he didn't really understand. They looked like clamps. She locked the two rings into place around the carrot. “These are called pearl cutters,” she informed her boy.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

She touched a finger to his mouth. “Shush. Right now, you're going to listen. You don't need to speak.”

He opened his mouth to acknowledge her point, but then he stopped himself. He would stay silent.

“They might look purely mechanical, but these have small receivers. Basically, if they get the right signal, they do this.” She pressed a complex sequence on her phone and he heard a loud snap, the carrot splitting into three pieces. His eyes widened.

“You know where a boy wears these?”

He shook his head.

“On his balls,” she said, whispering those words into his ears. “That's right. If you try to defy me again, I might choose to use these on you. I might hit that button. It would be incredibly painful. It would also be irreversible. Understand, boy?”

She took a pearl cutter and inserted a key. He heard the tell-tale sound of a spring being wound as she spun the key around, resetting the mechanism. After resetting the second one, she positioned them between his legs. He shivered. His shaft remained erect. That fascinated her.

Once the pearl cutters were in place, she grinned. She stepped back behind him. “Can you feel that? Can you feel the weight? Are you fully aware of what would happen if you disappoint me again, Paul?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said quickly this time. “I, I understand. I, I won't make that mistake. I promise!”

“No, you won't,” she agreed. He remained stiff. She brushed her fingers along his length, gently stroking him. “I want you to think about what that would mean. I want you to comprehend exactly what would happen. Think about that flash of movement, that spurt of pain, and just how much danger you would be in. I want you to think about all of that. Don't think about anything else. Just think about that, boy.”

As she spoke, she let the rhythm of her words guide her hand. Her fingers moved up and down along his cock.

Even as she toyed with him, he fascinated her.

“You know, I can cut these off whenever I want. And you're still aroused, aren't you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“Good,” she whispered back at him. That's when she squeezed his member. She toyed with his manhood, gliding her hand up and down again and again. With that teasing rhythm, she made it impossible for him to understand what would happen next. This boy didn't know whether or not she would release him. Maybe she would bring him to the edge, keep him there, and let him out of the shackles, only for him to go home, fully cognizant of what she had done.

“Beg for permission,” she said. He didn't think he could take this. She forced him to that edge, and he tried to hold out, if only because he hadn't been told to lose himself to that rush of pleasure.

His lips parted. He found himself gasping all over again. He struggled to shape the words, and he mostly succeeded. “Please, please, Mistress! Please, I can't take this! Please!” Wild desperation pumped through his body, overwhelming him. He didn't feel like he had anything left. The frantic need clawed at him. “Please. Please, I’m trying so hard! I, I can't hold out!”

“No,” she said. “You can't because you belong to me.” She was laughing, every note playing against his eardrums as she squeezed again.

His muscles contracted, stomach tightened, and he shoved his toes against the floor. She squeezed, yanking him across that invisible line. Then he lost himself as he came hard, spurting as she said, “I'll take your balls if you fail.”

“Yes, Mistress!” He shouted out those words without really understanding what they meant. They became a reflex, and automatic truth, something he couldn't deny or ignore.

Then it was done, and she said, “Don't worry. I like you just the way you are, but you need to please me. Say it.”

“I need to please you, Mistress. I always need to please you.”

She stepped in front of him. She stroked his cheek again. “And tell me, what is your top priority?”

“You, Mistress. You are my top priority.”

“Yes. I am.”

Kayla had received the text message just like everyone else in Marissa's family. It had been quick, generic, and some announcement that she had received a scholarship to an academic program in another state. It was vague, cheerful, and mostly sounded like Marissa.

But Kayla knew her best friend. First, Marissa never would have left without telling her. There would have been a video chat at the very least. Way more likely, the two girls would have met up at a coffee shop to talk about whether or not Marissa would really do it. If nothing else, Marissa wouldn't have wanted to leave her so-called slaves.

When Kayla called Marissa's family, they didn't seem concerned.

Ultimately, Kayla realized that there was nothing she could actually do. Marissa's family wasn't worried, Kayla had her reassuring text message, and it wasn't like the police would help. Besides, Kayla knew she could get into a lot of trouble if she went in and filed a police report for someone who wasn't actually missing.

So even if she hated it, Kayla didn't see any choice. Besides, she had her own classes, her own work, and those small chores back at home. She wrote her papers, studied for her exams, and did her best. Days went by, and she kept thinking about her best friend. If nothing else, the two girls had spent so much time together. The hours felt a lot longer now; she missed her best friend.

The days rolled by, only then Kayla heard her phone buzzing for her attention. When she saw her best friend’s name, she scrambled to answer, and she looked down into her screen. “Marissa? Marissa, is that really you?” Kayla felt silly as the questions tumbled out of her mouth, but she didn't know how else to approach a situation like this. She wanted to be relieved and angry and happy all at the same time.

“I'm sorry!” Marissa said. “This really weird opportunity came up at the last second, and I couldn't turn it down.”

“But you couldn't tell me about it either?” Kayla demanded. Relief had flooded through her system, but now she found herself tightening her grip. Her eyes actually watered. She couldn't help it. They were best friends! They told each other everything! Marissa had actually enslaved a couple of boys, and Kayla knew about it, but she didn't get to learn about this weird scholarship thing?

“I'm sorry. I'm really, really sorry,” Marissa said. “But please, just trust me when I say that it's been a really good experience.”

“The school thing?” Kayla asked. Even as she spoke, she looked skeptically down at the screen. She saw her friends miniaturized features as she waited for a response. More importantly, Kayla was searching for some sign of deception.

“It's not exactly a school thing,” Marissa said. “But please. Just trust me when I say that I really want to do this.” It's making me happy, and I think this is actually really important.”

Kayla waited for another spurt of anger to run through her body. After all, she had been so worried! As the seconds drifted past, Kayla sensed something else, however. For a very long time, Marissa hadn't been able to focus on school. While Kayla and the rest of their classmates thought about colleges, classes, and all of the other initial steps into adulthood, Marissa had drifted along. Her grades had been decent, but she never allowed herself to experience that stress or passion for the possibilities of the future. If anything, she had been mostly distracted by the boys she enslaved…

“Wait,” Kayla said. “Can you tell me if this has something to do with your...extracurricular activities?”

One or two or three full seconds went by before Marissa nibbled on her bottom lip, grinned, and said simply, “Yes.”

“Okay,” Kayla shook her head. “I don't know exactly what's going on, but I trust you. You're safe. Right?”

“Completely,” Marissa replied.

“Okay then,” Kayla still didn't really like this, but she trusted her friend. Or maybe it was something else. Maybe it was that shine of happiness on Marissa's face. “As long as you know what you're doing, I trust you.”

“Thank you,” Marissa said. “So what's happening at school?”

The girl started talking again, and Kayla could almost forget that she didn't know when she would be able to hang out with Marissa in the future.

“Today, we are focusing on reinforcement, tolerance, and acceptance,” Linda told her patient.

Paul had come in, and he had kneeled in front of her. With his hands behind his back, he had bowed his head down, and he had waited patiently. Rather than tell him what was going to happen immediately, she decided to test his patience. In particular, she wanted to see how long he could quietly kneel there before her. This may have sounded like a simple task, but she had encountered many males who insisted on speaking at one point or another. After a lifetime of living in a patriarchy, they didn't know how to be quiet for a little while. They seemed to get lost without the sounds of their own voices to guide them.

It was pathetic.

Then again, Paul was better than that. Although he had failed her in terms of allowing some high school girl to seduce him, she could sense his regret. That was the most important part. He genuinely felt as though he had made a terrible mistake. Then again, if he had been some defiant boy who insisted that he had the right to do whatever he wanted, she would have simply broken him herself.

“At this point, Paul, how do you feel about our relationship?”

“I, I trust you,” he said.

“And?”

“And I am eager to show you that I have learned. I, I won't make the same mistake again.”

“And what mistake was that?”

“I told the girl everything.”

“No,” she agreed. “You're not going to make that mistake again.” At this point, she smiled, she stroked his cheek, and then she said, “Strip.”

He rushed to obey, pulling off his layers, just as he had done before. That first time, it had felt strange and alien. He wasn't sure he would be able to do it. This time, he obeyed right away, yanking off his shirt and shoes, pants, underwear, socks, and everything else. He was naked in front of her once again. She cocked her head to the side as she considered the small tag attached to his piercing. “Property of Linda Rose Kohler,” she read out loud. “Good boy. But you know, we need to work on your obedience.”

“I'm doing my best,” he said, his voice strained.

“I know,” she agreed. “You're doing your very best, and that's the problem. We need to retrain you. You have the desire to obey me, but we need to work on reshaping your behavioral patterns. Are you ready?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“Good,” she replied. “Then I want you to come up. Get across my lap.”

He froze.

“What?”

“You see,” she told him. “When your Mistress gives you a command, you should obey her right away. You should do exactly what she says without thinking. But right now, obedience isn't your first instinct. Instead, there other reflexes, and you're listening to them first. That's why you're hesitating right now.”

“But, but what are you going to do?” Paul had to ask. Worst of all, he understood what she meant. A different kind of shame coursed through his body, but he also realized what getting across her lap would mean. Inside, something cold twisted at the base of his chest. Something else seemed to squirm lower, and he looked up at her again. He must have wished he could be chained back up in the other room.

After all, this was going to be different. This was going to mean something else completely.

“I'm going to spank you,” she said. “It's going to be hard too, it's going to be painful, you're not going to like it. But that's the point. You need to understand that I am your owner, so I tell you what to do. This is going to be good for you. It's going to be therapeutic, boy. Now get up on my lap right now.”

Oddly, stripping in front of her had been easier than this. But now, he pushed himself up onto his feet, he stepped closer, and then she held out her hand.

He raised his arm, extended his fingers, and he touched her palm. She grabbed him by his wrist, yanked, and he fell across her lap in one smooth motion. Then he was face down, and his body stiffened.

“It's okay,” she told him. “This is going to be good for you. You need this. It's going to hurt, it's going to feel good. You're going to learn how to accept my authority. After all, I am the source of pleasure and pain. Isn't that right?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said right away. In this small voice.

“Good,” she said. “Remember, I know what is best for you.”

“You know what is best for me, Mistress,” he echoed.

“And you want to please me, don't you? That is your top priority, isn't it?”

“It's my only priority, Mistress,” he replied.

“Perfect,” she said. There was this moment where he beamed with pride because he had told her what she wished to hear. More importantly, he had meant it.

And now, she reached for his buttocks. Her fingers slid along the back of his legs, up over those curves, then down again. Wherever her touch went, these little tingles lingered along his flesh. At the same time, he wanted more. He wanted her to gently touch him, to stroke him, to give him those soft caresses that made him relax.

“You're scared,” she told him.

“Yes, Mistress,”

“That’s good,” she said.

“It is?”

Her hand shot up into the air, flew back down, and smacked against his skin. His eyes widened.

Almost immediately, he could feel himself begin to disassociate. He flashed back to those childhood moments, to losing himself against those sensations. He had hidden somewhere within the depths of his mind. Without trying or understanding what those concepts meant, he had allowed himself to disappear into a state of apparent death.

Only now, she stroked him again. “Stay with me, boy.”

Boy. He heard that term, and it was playful, condescending, and affectionate, all at the same time. More than that, she spoke with the authority of his therapist. As such, he would do whatever she said. She owned him. He belonged to her. He thought of the piercing, the punishments, and the way she had controlled him. He thought of the ease with which she could manipulate him. Intellectually, he could trace out all of those different realities. And yet, he still couldn't push himself away. If anything, he wished he could cuddle up against her torso. It felt so ridiculous, so childish and immature all at the same time.

And yet, she seemed to understand exactly what she was doing to him. “How did that feel?”

“It stung,” he told her.

“Yes, it did,” she said. “And it's going to sting again. Then I'm going to reward you. You want that, don't you?”

As she spoke, she continued to pet him. The soft and gentle movements of her fingers along his sensitive flesh made him quiver. Need gripped him. He craved more. He wanted it so badly!

Even so, Paul wasn't aggressive enough or strong enough to try to take it for himself. Then again, he swallowed, and he could feel his own subjugation. He knew he belonged to her. After weeks of talk therapy, training, stripping, punishment and reward, this boy really had become her property.

Then she struck.

Her hand smacked down against his right butt cheek. An instant later, she went for his left. Her fingers spread, and the pain darted across his flesh.

“Stay with me, boy. I want you to feel each one. I want you to understand what this means.”

What did it mean? Paul searched for an answer. Normally, he could be so erudite and aware when it came to his own feelings and reactions. He had no problem probing his own responses from a variety of different angles. In this sense, he was far more intelligent than so many of her other patients. Often, Linda talked to different men, and they never really understood exactly what kinds of mistakes they made or how they truly reacted. Instead, they seemed to hide within different clichés and pathetic expectations for the male half of the population. That was why she enjoyed shattering that feeble masculinity so very much.

But Paul was a different case. That was why she intended to keep him for herself…

She struck three more times. Each blow landed against the same spot.

Then she squeezed him again. She wrapped her arms around his waist, and she leaned down. Some of her hair fell forward. In his peripheral vision, he could probably see the waves of brassy red if he opened his eyes. Maybe he would just feel the soft strands along his bare shoulders and down over his cheeks. Then she reached back again, and she stroked his ass. “This is a different kind of spanking. This isn’t just about punishment. You know what this is about?”

“Mistress, I don't,” he said in a small voice.

“This is about training. This is about reshaping who and what you are.”

“But Mistress, I know who I am. I know what I am.”

“You say that, but you still behave differently.”

He flinched right away. This time, it had nothing to do with any sort of punishment or discipline. Pain didn't flash across his skin, yet he still pushed it down because he thought of Marissa. Even if that girl was cute and sexy or adorable, it didn't matter because he had allowed his worst instincts to take over. Another shiver ran down his back, but then she scratched at his shoulders, his flanks, then his buttocks.

A moment later, Linda raised her palm into the air again. “Get ready,” she said, almost teasing him, almost chiding him.

This boy attempted to brace himself. He tried to prepare himself for what was about to happen next. He couldn't. He tried hard to, yet there was that raw sense of frustration deep within him. At the same time, he couldn't help but get dragged back to those memories, the understanding of what it had felt, especially when…

Paul didn't allow those thoughts to finish.

“Remember, you are right here right now with me,” she told him. Then she struck. She brought her hand down in one painful arc after another. She struck his right butt cheek, then his left, turning his backside a bright shade of pink.

Then she pushed him onto his side. He didn't understand what was happening as she repositioned him. Her hand slipped down, and she stroked his balls. She cupped his scrotum, and her fingers lightly darted along his skin. Inevitably, the arousal pumped through his body. He had been hard before without noticing. “Remember, this is different. This is ownership. This is control. This is you, learning to respect and worship my authority.” She chose those words very carefully as she spoke down to him. “Can you do that? Can you understand that my authority is always going to be your top priority?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said. Within the span of just a few seconds, she brought him to the edge of an orgasm. The desires were right there, spinning and twirling at the base of his stomach. They flared out. His cock was hard. His erection strained, yet she continued to tease him, gliding her fingers up and down. She toyed with him, keeping him desperate.

Then she pushed him back down onto his stomach. “No grinding,” she said. “Right now, this is therapeutic. If you make a mistake, it really can turn into a punishment. You don't want that, do you?”

He didn't!

Maybe if he had been some other precocious boy, then Paul would have put himself first. He would have thought about gently grinding his cock against the curves of her thighs until he could find that release. Instead, he braced himself as best he could.

She touched her hand to his backside. She got ready to start spanking him again.

“I give you pleasure,” she said. “And I make sure you get the punishments you need when you disobey, when you make a mistake, when you fail to please me.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“You are one of my most cherished possessions, boy. That's why you will do whatever I want. You will do whatever I say.”

“Yes, Mistress! I will do whatever you want! I will do whatever you say!”

“Very good,” she said. Although she sounded satisfied, she moved on to the next phase of his session. That meant another round of spankings. The sounds of percussion echoed against the walls. The pain blasted across his nerves, and it drilled into his psyche. At the same time, he understood how this was different. That wasn't his father. Just as importantly, this was about a different kind of control. This was about a different kind of power.

It was her authority.

More than that, she had every right to do this to him. She could punish him whenever she saw fit. She could discipline him, giving him the spankings he needed in order to serve her properly and appropriately.

Again, he tried to prepare himself for the next round. He couldn't! The pain rushed across his senses, overwhelming him. His muscles tightened, he clenched his eyes shut, and he shook from the mixture of frustration and embarrassment. He was naked, on her lap, enslaved, and utterly obedient all at the same time.

Only then, it stopped again, and she cooed down to her boy, “It's okay. It's okay, Paul. You're learning. This is an important part of your therapy. Say it.”

“This is an important part of my therapy,” he said.

“It's all about transference. It's all about understanding that I am the most powerful individual in your life. Say it.”

“You’re the most powerful person in my life, Mistress.” Mistress. He contemplated that word again. Between those two syllables, he knew he belonged to her. Every time he used her title, it reinforced his status as her property. He belonged to her. He would do anything and everything she said. More and more, those realities sank in. They bound him.

Only then, she tugged on him, and she pulled him up against her chest. She was holding him, stroking his hair, and cooing down at him, “It's okay. I know it stings, but this is good for you. This is good for you because I know what's good for you. I decide what you need, and I've decided that you needed that spanking.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“You belong to me?”

“Yes, Mistress. Yes, I belong to you!” He didn't know if he had ever said anything with such sincerity before at any point in his life.

“Good,” she said. “Back across my lap.”

He fell back into position. At the same time, he could feel that tension at the pit of his stomach. His flanks clenched up once again. His abdominal muscles locked, he waited. Then he heard something, a snap. Only this time, it wasn't the smack of her hand down against his tight skin. Instead, she had just slid something onto her hand.

He tried to turn, to understand what was going on. He heard a squirt.

What was that? What was going on?

As those questions flashed behind his eyes, she told him, “You get rewarded for being such a good and obedient slave. Yes, I'm training you, and I'm breaking you into the shape I want, but I will reward you along the way. You like that, don't you? You like it when I reward you, don't you?”

In truth, Paul contemplated what it had been like to have this beautiful woman hold him. She just held him. It seemed so simple, yet it had been so powerful too...There had been the soft brushing of her hair against his cheek and neck, the feel of her arms, the heat of her body, and at the soft give of her chest. For so much of his life, he had tried to remain utterly independent, as though he didn't need close affection. Even when it came to Kayla, he cared about her, but he seldom touched her or hugged her. His simply wasn't that kind of family.

“Mistress?”

“Shush,” she said. “You're going to like this.”

His brows creased with confusion.

“And even if you don't, that's okay,” she told him.

She stroked his backside again with one hand. Then she touched his butt cheeks, she pulled them apart gently, and she reached down with one finger.

His eyes widened. He had touched himself like that before, but he had never enjoyed the soft affection of someone else right there. She fingered him, pushing one digit down between his butt cheeks. His eyes stayed open wide, but he couldn't see anything. At first, she just barely caressed him. Then she forced herself in, going farther and farther, deeper and deeper.

His breathing turned ragged almost immediately.

“Mistress, I don't know if I can take this,” he said.

“Tough,” she replied. “You don't get a choice.” She used one finger first. She pressed down. The friction of her latex-clad digit made him swallow back his trepidation. Even as his erection pushed along her thigh. He tightened his eyes closed for a moment, but that only seemed to sharpen those sensations. He opened his eyes again, stared forward, all without really comprehending anything in front of him.

One finger wasn't enough. She pushed down with another. She stretched the walls of his opening as she tormented him.

“Thank me for the spanking.”

“Thank you,” he said, his breath ragged. “Thank you for the spanking, Mistress!”

“Thank me for enslaving you,” she said next.

“Thank you for enslaving me!”

“Thank me for making you lick up the mess you are about to make.”

What?

On some level, he didn't really understand what she had just ordered him to do. And yet, he still called out those words, one after another, like a good and obedient slave, “Thank you for making me lick up the mess!”

“Come for me,” she ordered.

Gratitude washed over him. It crashed down against every other thought and idea. It annihilated every worry, every fear, every doubt and problem he had ever faced. Instead, he lost himself as his cock throbbed. The pleasure carried him. Torrents of satisfaction rose as she pushed her fingers down and stimulated him. At the same time, he bucked his hips forward like some eager dog. He knew what he was losing as he humped her leg, yet he couldn't stop himself!

More! He needed more!

He blew his load hard as he reveled in every second, every throbbing pulse of eager completion. Then it was done, and his heart was pounding, his skin hot. He drooped there. She had pulled her hand back, she slipped the glove off, and she tossed it into the garbage. Then she stroked his ass for just a few more seconds. “One more,” she said. Another barrage of spankings landed hard and fast. The sensations electrified his body, making him cry out.

When it was done, she pulled him back up to her chest.

“Someone made a mess on my leg,” she said. “Lick it up, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said. He thought of his old fantasies, those eager desires. He lowered himself down onto his knees, and he could see the smeared patches of ejaculate. Like a good boy, he bowed his head down, he closed his eyes, he stuck out his tongue, and he licked up the warm load just as she had ordered.

This was his new training regimen. Linda had correctly predicted that he needed to endure a balance of pleasure and pain, punishment and reward. She would hold him tight, reassure him, spank him, and squeeze him again. With every round, she helped him understand his new existence. She trained him, working him day by day and session by session. More and more, she saw it in his eyes. He no longer needed to think for himself. Rather, his every thought, his every feeling and instinct now turned toward her.

Unfortunately, Linda didn't get to see her boy every single day. Instead, she had her weekly sessions with him. In the meantime, she would fly back out and go home.

Home.

She loved Celestia. Traveling out to the middle of nowhere always felt strange, at least until she saw the tunnel. For those random drivers who happened to roll along that freeway, it probably seemed strange. There appeared to be a maintenance tunnel between some trees. Each time, however, she had her driver take her into that hidden alcove. The lights would turn on once the doors closed behind her and the elevator would activate, bringing her vehicle down underground. Then she would roll forward, get out, and head back to her apartment in Celestia.

Usually, she would need to take a shower, stretch, and maybe nap for a little while. The time difference could be pretty obnoxious.

But today, she was going to meet someone.

Various boys had already been abducted. Like Marissa herself, they had been taken, appropriate text messages were sent out, and  an AI had been established to answer any messages. The program analyzed their previous text messages to the different individuals on their contact list. Consequently, the system could match their tone, expressions, and other idiosyncratic details. This way, no one would suspect that Marissa's first three slaves had actually been taken or that that they were no longer in the United States.

For her part, Linda loved that technology. It was strange, she often reflected. Somehow, technology could bring people closer together, yet that same device could also be used to keep them apart.

At this point, Marissa was allowed to roam wherever she liked within the city.

For now, she followed along. She didn't know what Linda had done, especially because Marissa had been so busy playing around with the other boys. The principal had only been the beginning. Granted, she didn’t know the other males, but she had thoroughly enjoyed training them. There was always a ready supply of angry pundits, politicians, administrators and educators who needed to be retrained. Marissa loved this job! It was her new calling! Although Linda couldn't be her direct supervisor, she still asked about Marissa. And now that she was back, she could help her with the next phase of her training and admission to the sisterhood.

“I hope you enjoy this,” Linda said as she opened another door for her protégé.

After the doors slid away, Marissa stepped forward, and she saw the three young men down on their knees.

“Those are new,” Marissa said, looking down at the belt each of these boys wore.

“The very best we have to offer,” Linda said with a smile.

“What makes them different from any other chastity belt or cage?” Marissa asked.

“Try this,” Linda said as she pulled a small controller from her pocket and held it out.

At first, Marissa only inspected the device sitting there on Linda's palm. After another moment, she reminded herself that she needed to be bold and aggressive. It had worked with the principal, it had worked with these boys, and it would work whenever and wherever she wanted to, especially when she considered how to train the boys under her control.

Manipulating these young men had been easy enough. She lured them in, teased them, flirted with them, and gave them just a taste of what they craved. Most people might have assumed that would mean she allowed them to touch her or to see her naked. Marissa, however, had an intuitive understanding of the male psyche. All too often, these men didn't crave genuine success or power. Instead, they required affirmation. They chased after all of these different accomplishments without ever comprehending what they truly needed. But she saw it. She exploited those vulnerabilities, and now she began to walk around them. All three of these men were on their knees, naked except for their belts, their hands held behind their backs as they waited.

Marissa didn't say anything right away. She didn't speak to them, nor did she address Linda. Instead, she contemplated exactly what might happen next. At the same time, she casually glanced down at the device. She saw the red button right there in the center of that plastic rectangle. Along the side, she could feel the slider. Currently, it was set near the bottom.

Although she couldn't be certain, Marissa made her guesses: the button would trigger something special. If she intended to sharpen that response, she simply had to push the plastic button up to increase the strength.

She had some ideas. She had her guess. And now, she was about to see whether or not she was correct.

Smiling, Marissa stepped back, raised the controller, and she pointed it at the three boys. “Am I correct in assuming this is going to cause some kind of punishment?” Marissa may have spoken with excess formality, but it felt right, especially when discussing the situation with Linda.

“You are correct,” answered the therapist.

The boys bit down and waited patiently. Anything else would be a bad idea, each of these three boys understood. Although they still kept their eyes downcast, it was clear they didn't like what was going to happen next. Presumably, they had already been given a taste. After all, their lives hadn't changed that much since she had enslaved these three young men. Instead, they had learned to play fetch and to serve her back at school. Whenever Marissa snapped her fingers or gave a command, they obeyed. When she called them or sent them any text messages, answering and following her instructions became their only priority. Their grades didn't matter, their friends no longer counted, and they had to rush. Making her wait was never going to be a good idea, especially because she could punish them.

Before, that might have entailed denial, teasing, humiliation, or even something as vicious as a spanking. All three of those boys had ended up across her lap at one point or another, usually while the others watched.

Maybe they had never envisioned any kind of scenario where a girl could control them like this. But Marissa wasn't like so many of the other girls they had encountered before. She was stronger, far more aggressive, and she hungered for something special. She wanted power. She took it from them, and she wielded it with expert precision.

Or so she had believed. Only now, she glanced back at Linda.

Strangely enough, Marissa had honestly thought of herself as special, maybe even unique. Granted, she had been aware of just how big and populated the world was. She knew there were probably girls like her, yet she had never envisioned anything like the Celestines. There were so many women here. Each woman had multiple slaves. Those boys were naked, collared, leashed, bound, and utterly tamed.

It was perfect; it was paradise.

She took her time and let the boys quiver. Although they clearly worked hard to remain motionless, she could sense the nervousness. Maybe a droplet of sweat appeared here or there. Maybe the boys tried to glance up at her when they believed she wasn't looking.

Finally, she stepped in front of them, she extended her arm, she hit the button, and she watched as they all flinched.

“I can shock them with their chastity belts? Is that it?”

“Exactly,” Linda said.

A snarky answer would have been easy enough, but Marissa grinned. Suddenly, her panties were damp. She couldn't help it. Keeping those boys humiliated and degraded had always been fun. But now, she could actually punish them with just the tap of a button. She bit down on the inside of her mouth as she did her best to keep from squealing with glee. Obviously, that sort of reaction would have been untoward.

So instead, she tightened her grip on her controller, she lifted it again, only now she lifted up that slider. She pushed it to the midpoint.

Then she hit the button again.

The boys may have flinched before. Now they shouted and screamed.

One of them was thrown back. He fell down, on his side, panting hard as he looked up at her. She strolled over to him, nudged him with the tip of her shoe, and said, “Get up.”

“Yes, Princess!” He scrambled to obey.

Tilting her head to the side, she watched him. She studied him, and tried to read him. Moment by moment, she wondered whether or not he would get angry with her. Even if, from a specifically intellectual perspective, he understood his inferiority, that didn't mean he might not make a mistake. Boys could be so silly…

“What do you think of them?”

“I think you have done a remarkably good job of enslaving them,” Linda replied.

“That's not what I mean,” Marissa said. Then she surprised herself by asking for advice and feedback. Up until now, Marissa had been on her own when it came to training boys. In fact, she had occasionally wondered whether or not most people would have assumed there was something wrong with her. Then again, she had decided long ago that she didn't care. People could think whatever they wanted. If she needed to remain anonymous, that was fine with her, so long as she could still have her slaves. Once the boys were enthralled to her, they wouldn't say anything. If they tried to, there would be consequences…Beautifully severe consequences.

“What are you thinking?”

“If we push them too hard, is there any chance they would rebel?” For a moment, Marissa considered those words before she spoke them aloud. After all, she didn't intend to give these boys any ideas. They weren't supposed to nurse some hope of escape. They needed to love their captivity; they needed to recognize the inevitability of subjugation. That was how it worked best. More importantly, that was what she craved from these young men. “I guess you can say I'm concerned.”

“You're worried that if you punish them, you will squeeze too hard, and they will try to slip away?” Linda said. “Is that it?”

“Yes.”

If nothing else, she had already watched too many streaming shows and movies with that exact plot point. Some evil empire or cruel leader could come along, take control, and extract too much. The overseers and slave drivers would torment the chattel until the human livestock decided to fight back. Marissa had watched those movies and TV shows with a hint of ambivalence. She often wondered what she would do in a similar position.

Now the question confronted her directly.

“They're boys,” Linda said. “They learn. They adapt. They embrace it. Once they have been thoroughly broken and tamed, they won't resist.”

“Are you sure?” Marissa asked, only to flinch because she hated that note of uncertainty in her voice. With these young men, she never allowed doubt to show across her face, nor could they hear it in her voice.

“There might be exceptions here or there,” Linda replied. “But yes. I am sure. Punish them. Break them. Once you have them in hand, you will be able to torment them as much as you want for as long as you want, and they won't be brave enough to resist.”

“How is something like that even possible?”

“They're men,” Linda replied. “That's just how it works. There's a reason why so many of our scholars honestly believe that there is something inherent in the male genetic code that pushes males toward subjugation. A few of them might be able to resist it, especially if they are properly trained, but the instinct is there. After all, it's a fair assessment to say that about pretty much everything. What most men do is aimed toward pleasing a woman in one way or another. Maybe they can't admit it. Maybe they don't want to face it, but if you look at most male accomplishments over the course of history, they wanted to show off. In some ways, they’re little more than preening, foolish children.”

“I see,” Marissa replied. Perhaps she wasn't sure whether or not she really believed that completely, but she glanced over at Linda. In that moment, Marissa realized something. She wanted to trust this woman. She wanted to see Linda as her mentor. Initially, Marissa may have been jealous of everything they had accomplished, yet they really could work together. Marissa could learn so much, and she could become one of them. She could join the sisterhood!

As the excitement rolled through her body, Marissa raised the controller again. Two of the boys glanced up. They let out these adorable little yelps.

She punished them. She shocked them. The electrodes pressed against their cocks, their balls, and the contours of their waists suddenly activated. Lightning storms of energy burst across their bodies, making them cry out.

Marissa loved it.

“That's just the start,” Linda said. “Would you like a little present?”

“What did you have in mind?” Marissa asked, yet the older woman didn't respond. Instead, she took out her phone, she tapped an icon, and then the back door opened.

Marissa couldn't believe it, but seven more men walked into the room. They were younger, mostly her age. A few may have been slightly older, like they belonged in college. Stripped of their dignity, they walked in while wearing the exact same kinds of chastity belts.

“This is my present?”

“Most of it,” Linda replied.

In the meantime, Marissa glanced back at the boys. She counted them off, one after another.

Ten slaves. There were ten slaves right in front of her.

Moisture gathered at the back of her throat. Her nipples stiffened. That delicious heat morphed into the moisture between her legs. On some level, Marissa didn't even want to move. Only then, she couldn't help herself. She refused to deny that temptation as she lifted the controller again, increased the voltage, and sent the signal.

The boys shouted. The noises were torn from their throats as they cried out.

“Beautiful,” she said.

“One more thing,” Linda said.

“What's that?”

“You're going to need this.” She handed a pen to Marissa.

At first, Marissa stared down at the black marker in the palm of her hand. She didn't really understand, not until her mentor told her, “I assume you don't want to try to learn their names quite yet. So you can go with something else.”

Marissa understood, smirked, and walked over to the first boy. She wrote the number one on his forehead. Then she moved down the line, identifying each slave by his new number. These boys weren't entitled to names or nicknames. They didn't require any other designation. After all, they were just products. As chattel, they could be owned. As her property, she could play with them however she wanted.

Then she counted off the numbers for the boys. She walked around again, pointed at them and said, “One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, and ten...” They didn't turn away as they received their new, humiliating designations.

“From now on, I own all of you. From now on, you will refer to me as Princess. If you fail, I will punish every single one of you. Got it?”

“Yes, Princess!” the boys called out in unison.

Another wave of delicious heat washed over her as she contemplated what all of this meant. She had power, real power. Controlling her three boys had been fun, of course. She had enjoyed that sort of authority, especially because she had built it.

Only now, there were ten slaves right in front of her!

She could hardly believe it. She watched them, especially when they called out their acknowledgment of her command.

“I want to make sure none of you forget,” she said. That's why she shocked them once, twice, three then four times. Those jolts of energy splashed across their bodies, lighting up their pain receptors. She watched as their features contorted. Normally, the boys could seem almost placid despite their subjugation. Now they cried out, and she laughed.

She couldn't help it.

It was so easy to torment those hapless males. In that moment, she really did see them as human livestock.

Contemplating this, she looked back at the boys, and she said, “I'm looking forward to playing with each and every one of you. Let's get started, shall we?”

“What are you going to do?” Linda asked.

“These boys are really mine?”

“You can do whatever you want,” Linda replied.

“You,” she said, pointing to the boy with the seven written on his face. “Get over here. Lay down, open your mouth, and get ready.”

At this point, Marissa wasn't really sure she believed Linda. After all, it was so easy to promise complete autonomy without really granting it. Only now, a different possibility buzzed behind Marissa's eyes. She knew that this was wrong. She knew that there were so many people out there who would tell her that she didn't have a right to treat these males this way. Somehow, she didn't care. On the contrary, she was ready.

She unzipped her skirt, dropped it down around her ankles, and then she shimmied out of her panties, kicking them off even though she still wore her sneakers and socks. She was naked from the waist down, yet she looked at that first boy as he assumed the position. Then she pointed over to another male; the slave rushed over. She looked at the one down on his back. “Keep your mouth open, no matter what happens. You're going to drink. And if you lose a single drop, I will punish each and every one of you. You,” she said to the newcomer. “You are going to lick my ass. Go in deep. Be good and don't stop until I give you permission.”

She placed her feet to the left and right of the first male's head. She crouched down. In position now, she closed her eyes, and she relaxed. “I won't tell you again,” she said to that second boy.

The slave crawled forward, he positioned his mouth right up against the crevice between her butt cheeks. He pushed his nose, his mouth, and then his tongue, up against her orifice. Like a good boy, he started to lick. He licked her ass! Marissa had enjoyed this kind of attention once or twice, but it was different now, especially because she could feel the other slaves watching her. They understood that it could have been any one of them.

The boy down on his back quivered. She glanced at him, making eye contact right until that moment when she relaxed. The stream started. He tasted it in his mouth, letting the hot liquid splash against the contours of his lips, then down his throat. His eyes widened, and his fingers tightened. He made a pair of fists as he struggled to make all of this stop. Despite his best efforts, however, he couldn't do it. He was going to fail, and he had to understand that simple reality.

She relaxed. She enjoyed it. The flow. That sense of relief washed over her.

“Look at that,” she said. “You messed up. A couple of droplets were thrown on the floor.”

“I'm sorry, Princess,” he gushed. “I can lick it up right now.”

“No,” she said. She grabbed her controller again, pointed it at the boys, and shocked them. She did this once, twice, then three times in the span of just a few seconds. They cried out, the sounds of their desperate pleas bouncing against the walls. As far as she was concerned, they were singing for her.

“You,” she said, pointing to another one of the enslaved males. “Get over here and lick that up. Crawl.

He scurried forward, moving on his elbows and knees just as she commanded.

While this happened, the other boys watched. They had to know that they didn't have any choice. She could discipline them again and again. At best, they could escape her wrath through obedience. There were no other choices, no other realistic options.

Standing up straight now, she looked down at those boys. She watched as the newcomer placed his lips to the floor. His tongue slid along the surface. His face was bright red. His shoulders tightened and bunched. Clearly, he wished he could have fought back, only he knew that wasn't a possibility. So, like a good slave, he used his tongue, and he worked hard to please his Princess.

“Good,” she said.

From there, she stepped away. She decided to strip, removing her top, her shoes, and her socks. Once she was naked, she almost expected some sense of helplessness or vulnerability to rush across her skin. Instead, she was naked, and that seemed to give her even more power, even more authority. After all, she was showing these men that she didn't need clothing to control them. Not only that, they saw her breasts, her slender waist, and her pussy. When they drank in the details of her body, they must have been reminded of their own inadequacies. She was a woman. They were boys. She was in control, while they were slaves.

She found the closet, opened it, and considered the different arrays of toys and options. One idea occurred to her. “You,” she said, pointing to the boy who had let those droplets hit the floor. “Get on your hands and knees.” Next, she indicated another one of the slaves. “You. Stand up.”

“Yes, Princess,” they both said it. Their timing may not have been perfect, but Marissa didn't care. Instead, she glanced over at Linda.

In that moment, Marissa braced herself for some disapproving look or comment. Instead, Linda kept her arms crossed over her chest as she observed. She didn't say anything. Still, Marissa noticed that slight smile on the therapist's face. She didn't say as much, but she was pleased or impressed... probably both.

Marissa approached the next of her chosen boys, and she opened the small container she had retrieved from the closet. She tossed the lid aside and scooped out some of the semitransparent lubricant. “If you have a key, can you unlock these boys?”

“I'm happy to help,” Linda said with a knowing smile.

The boys glanced back and forth at one another as they tried to comprehend what was going to happen next. They had their predictions, but they were all smart enough to remain silent. Speaking would be a bad idea.

Linda unlocked both of those boys. She freed them from those belts, and Marissa actually braced herself. She was curious to see whether or not they would try to resist or maybe even run away. She wasn't sure how much they understood about their new surroundings.

The boy standing in front of her didn't spin around or try to run away so she came up to him, she pressed her chest to his even as she started to rub the semitransparent lubricant along his cock. “Good boy, she said.” A groan of satisfaction vibrated from deep within his chest. Even if he tried to fight it, he couldn't succeed. Getting locked up had made him incredibly sensitive. Now she looked into his eyes, and she smirked.

“You see that boy right there? Fuck his ass,” she ordered.

Tension played along his throat as he gulped back his trepidation.

“If you don't, you know there are going to be consequences,” she said.

“Yes, Princess,” he said in a small voice. That's why he lowered himself down onto his hands and knees. He came up behind the other male. His shaft glistened with the lubricant. He grabbed on. He pushed into the boy, ramming him hard.

“What do you have in mind?”

“Something I've always wanted to try,” Marissa said.

The hapless boy down on his hands and knees clearly hated this. Too bad. He had failed. Yet it pleased her, so now he had to face the consequences of her imagination. She smirked. Then she smiled. She watched.

Then she reached over and grabbed another boy. He was random. She took him by his hair, which forced him up onto his feet before shoving his face down against her left nipple. “Suck,” she ordered.

While she watched one boy fuck another, she had this other young man service her. Her pussy may have been drenched, but she enjoyed those flickering movements of his as he continued to work.

Getting her ass stimulated had only been the beginning for her. Now she accented those desires with something even more intense.

That boy ramming his fellow slave suddenly grunted and cried out. “Please, Princess! I can't take this!”

“What? You never thought you would get the chance to ram a boy? Be careful. You could be the one down on your hands and knees just as easily,” she said with a little giggle of amusement. For her, it was a silly game. For him, it was his dignity and at the core of his identity. She didn't care. On the contrary, she loved that shame that washed over him, especially because he didn't want to enjoy another man's tight ass.

Unfortunately for him, he didn't get any choice.

“Come nice and hard,” she ordered.

Her obedient male obliged, grunting again as he threw his head back. He obviously didn't want to be doing that, yet he had no choice. He came hard, and Marissa snapped her fingers before pointing to another spot on the floor. Grateful to have finished, he rushed over and kneeled. Marissa forgot about him almost immediately. Instead, she looked back at the boy who now had that mixture of come and lubricant dribbling from his ass.

She made sure that his chastity belt had been removed. Once she was certain, she grinned and came up behind him. She grabbed him by his hair, pulled his head back, and touched her fist to his ass. Then she pushed forward. His muscles had already stretched. He'd already been forced to relax whether he liked it or not. But now, she penetrated him, working her arm into him little by little. She had never fisted a boy like this before, but she loved the sounds he made!

“You,” she said and pointed to another one of her boys with her free hand. “Pick someone else right now. If you don't, it's going to be you.”

The boy looked up and around. “Eight,” he said.

The boy with Eight inscribed in black ink on his forehead tensed. He knew he wasn't going to like this; then again, he didn't get a choice. None of them could make a choice here.

“This boy has a nice erection. Come over here and suck.”

Eight didn't want to comply. Again, that desperation for escape was written across his face. Even so, he had to obey. She was the owner; he was the slave. His defiance only allowed him to hesitate for one or two seconds at most. Then he rushed over, he got on his knees, and he stared at the hard shaft right in front of him.

“Lick your lips,” she said. “You want to do a good job. You’re going to make him come nice and hard. He's going to blow his load down your throat, and you're going to swallow it all like an eager slut.”

“Yes, Princess,” he said.

“Remember,” she cautioned him. “Glug, glug, glug!”

The boy must have despised every second of this, but he licked his lips as ordered. He leaned in. He wrapped his mouth around the other slave's cock, and he started licking. He sucked. He worshiped that boy's shaft as Marissa watched. The corners of her eyes crinkled, and her entire face glowed as she enjoyed the sight playing out in front of her. She felt like a conductor; she ordered these boys around, and they followed her orders.

“You,” she said to the boy she fisted, “will get so good at this that I'll go shoulder-deep at some point. I expect you to practice with your fellow slaves. And you, boy.” She looked down at the young man on his knees. “You're going to be my deep-throating expert!”

The color drained away from both of their faces even as one was forced to enjoy this while the other hated it. She laughed again, letting those sounds pulse across the air. Then she finally pulled her hand back. She had tormented that first boy for long enough. She was interested in something else now.

“Everyone else, open your mouth. Right now. Don't close it.”

They obeyed. Even as the others were still being used up front and on display, she started to walk around, and she spat into their mouths. At first, she made them wonder why she was doing this, only then she told them, “I'm going to use you hard. As far as I'm concerned, none of you are worthy of a real kiss, so you do this instead. You'll suck cocks, lick ass, and drink whatever I give you!”

When she finished with those boys, she turned back to Linda. She smiled, and the older woman grinned right back. “Did you have something else in mind?” asked the therapist. “I hope you know they’re not going to be allowed in my mouth.”

“I would never dream of it,” Marissa answered.

“Then what do you have in mind?”

Despite the excitement, the power, and that rush of control, Marissa suddenly experienced a quick pulse of nervousness. Even so, she forced herself to be brave. She was curious. Not only that, she was excited. She couldn't allow herself to act like a coward right then or there. That's why she stepped forward, she reached up, and she tentatively stroked Linda's cheek. Then she tilted her head to the side, closed her eyes, and pushed herself up onto the balls of her feet.

With her eyes shut, Marissa didn't know what was going to happen next.

Only then, their lips connected. They were kissing!

A fresh tsunami of pleasure rolled across Marissa for those incredible seconds. The boys were watching. They wanted this so badly. They wanted to enjoy it even as they tried to hate it. She could sense those conflicting sensations.

The boy receiving the blow job suddenly cried out. He gasped as he lost control. The other male swallowed it all as commanded.

“Not bad,” Marissa told them. “I'm almost impressed. Almost.”

Then she grabbed the boy who had obviously enjoyed his orgasm. Maybe he didn't look triumphant, yet he hadn't been able to resist that biological pressure. She shoved him down, she straddled him, and she looked into his eyes. He saw the soft, blonde tresses, the smile on her face, and the curves of her breasts. He couldn't help but drink in each and every one of those details. Even if he was scared, she had him, and she could do whatever she liked.

She was about to prove it.

She pointed to another one of her slaves. “Lick him again. Let's see how long it takes for you to make him hard.”

“But, but I just came,” he said. “I won’t be able to do it again, Princess.”

“Who said anything about coming again?” Marissa asked. With another fierce grin, she put her hand on his throat, and she pushed down. At the same time, another slave assumed the position, and he started to lick and nuzzle. Inevitably, he had to wrap his lips around that boy's cock. He bobbed his head down and up.

Despite everything the slave wanted to believe about himself, his shaft stiffened again.

“It looks like there's more milk in the cupboard,” Marissa told him with a teasing grin. “That's enough,” she said to the boy who was sucking his cock. “Get back into position.”

Grateful that he hadn't been forced to serve this boy to completion, the slave pulled away. “Yes, Princess. Thank you, Princess.”

Now that he was hard again, she started stroking him as she played with him.

In those opening moments, the other slaves didn't understand what was happening. Even the stimulated boy couldn't figure it out for himself. But then, he started to squirm. As the seconds collapsed into minutes, he started to ache for release. She didn't give it to him. Instead, she braced one hand against his throat, almost choking him. With the other, she continued to play with him. Then she pulled away, and she stepped back over to the closet. She came back, and she had a dildo in hand. She shoved it down his throat, forcing him to gag. He tried to spit it out, but she didn't let him. “Take it,” she ordered. “Take it like a good little slave.” Even as she gave him that command, she started stroking him again, bringing him to the edge. She did this over and over again! At several points, she removed the dildo from his mouth, only to squeeze and massaged his cock.

“Please. Please, Princess! Please, I can't take this!” His eyes were wet; tears spilled down the sides of his face.

Only then, he hadn't noticed the other two items she had grabbed when she went for the dildo. that wasn't all she retrieved…

She held up the stainless steel tool. He saw the shining metal. She pushed it down, penetrating his cock. It slid along his opening. She went straight down his urethra, and he shuddered. Pain and pleasure mixed together as he cried out. While he screamed, Marissa laughed. The other slaves watched, knowing that it might be them next.


Chapter 6

She loved this routine.

Even as she sat there with her legs crossed, Linda waited for the boy to meekly enter her office and to strip before getting down on his knees. As she watched him go through this ritual, she had to wonder what was her favorite part of his subjugation. First, there was something incredibly intense about knowing that she had broken his will. Although one might have argued that he had been waiting for a woman like her to come along, Linda wasn't quite so sure.

In so many ways, this boy was strong and smart. He was definitely far superior to many of the other males she treated. For the most part, she found those boys, called in her sisters, and had them abducted.

Trusting a therapist could be a very bad idea, she always reflected with a smile.

But now her slave quickly stripped, he neatly folded his clothes, and he set them off to the side as instructed.

Once he was down on his knees in front of her, he waited.

Linda lowered both of her legs down onto the floor. Then she patted her thighs. “Up,” she commanded.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said. He climbed into position, and she could sense the fear radiating off of him. “How do you feel right now?” Linda asked during their latest session.

“Mistress, I'm nervous.”

“Just nervous?”

Even if he hated admitting the truth, he knew he couldn't lie to her. “I'm scared, Mistress.”

“Is that because you know it's going to hurt?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he admitted.

“Good,” she said. Linda lowered her head as she reminded him, “There is a strict hierarchy in this office. I'm in charge. And what are you?”

“I'm your slave, Mistress.”

“My slave, my patient, my boy.” That's when she started to strike. Her hand flashed down. She savored the way the air cascaded along her fingertips and over the edges of her palm. She struck hard. She struck fast! She made sure that he grunted as the pain drilled into him. Like so many other boys, maybe he thought he could hide it. He couldn't.

In fact, he was soon, gasping and whimpering.

For her part, Linda loved that sound! Maybe that was why it was so easy to spank this boy until his backside turned an angry shade of red. Better yet, her palm started to sting. That sensation made her pause for just a moment. “You needed that, didn't you?”

“I, I don't know, Mistress.”

“Try again,” she instructed.

Realizing that he wouldn't get another chance, Paul surrendered to this woman. “Mistress, I needed that.”

“Good boy,” she replied. That's when she told him to get up, and she squeezed him. For the next few minutes, she cradled his head, stroked his back, and told him, “I decide when you are in pain, and when you get rewarded. Isn't that right, Paul?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“Again. Louder.”

Immediately, he understood what she expected. Rather than meekly accept what she said, Linda required enthusiasm from him. “Mistress, you decide when I'm in pain or when I get pleasure. You, you decide everything for me. You are in charge. I belong to you. If you decide to punish me, you can. If you want to reward me, you can do that. It's up to you. It's always up to you, Mistress!”

She stroked his back. She rubbed the top of his head. When she was petting him, he relaxed so much. All of the tension, all of the pain melted and faded away. There was just that bliss of being close to this woman.

“Back on my lap,” she said.

Linda did this to him again and again. Sometimes it would be pleasure and reassurance. At another point, he had to feel utterly helpless as the pain beat down against his defenses. She would spank him mercilessly, making it almost impossible for this boy to sit down for several days after.

“I have a question for you,” she said when she finished. She pointed down to the spot on the carpet. At once, he rushed back into position. He kept his back straight, his knees down, and his hands crossed behind his back. At this point, he looked up at her. With his eyes locked on her beautiful face, he knew he would do anything and everything for her.

When he first showed up to therapy, Paul hadn't been exactly sure of what he wanted. He had these issues, and he had hoped for some kind of resolution, yet he never imagined anything like this. Now he couldn't imagine anything else…

“My boy, are you grateful for your enslavement?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Keep going,” she said. She understood how this kind of verbal reinforcement was important. It put him in the proper frame of mind, and it showed him everything that he had learned.

“Yes...” He waited. His heart boomed in his chest; every second brought another wracking shot of heat and desperation. Focusing, Paul fought to get his emotions under control. Then again, she had manipulated him. He understood this, yet the knowledge changed nothing. She owned him. She controlled him. Always, he would come back to those truths. Now he confronted something new, something she expected from him: gratitude.

As with everything else, he surrendered it immediately. “Thank you, Mistress. Thank you for training me. Thank you for taming me.”

“Do you belong on your knees in front of me?”

“Yes, Mistress! I, I belong to my knees in front of you! I should crawl at your feet, worship you, serve you however you like! I, I am your property,” he told her. He hated those little stutters that slipped into his voice, but it was so difficult to maintain any kind of façade in front of this woman. She knew him. She could see past his defenses. Even when he tried to be completely vulnerable, she seemed to casually go deeper, as though she had no problem piercing his exterior. As a therapist, she could see through him. She could see into him. She could take whatever she wanted, and he couldn't even think of stopping her.

“Good boy,” she told him. She stroked his cheek. “But I haven't decided.”

“Mistress?”

She stroked his cheek again. Every time her fingertips slid along his skin, his entire body reacted. He could feel it wherever she touched, down his spine, in his chest, along his stomach, and all the way at the bottom of his balls. She provoked those reactions all across his body!

“I own you,” she said. “But it would be easy enough for me to sell you.”

He blinked. Then he stared up at her, his eyes wide.

“Oh, does that scare you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“What? Did you think I was an aberration? Paul, did you honestly believe that there weren't many women out in the world, just like me? I'm sure plenty of them would enjoy owning you.”

“But, but…”

“If I decide to sell you, can you stop me?”

With his head raised, he watched her. He stared. He didn't know what to do. Moment by moment, fear coursed through his body. Even so, he understood that there could only be one possible answer. “No, Mistress. I can't stop you.”

“No,” she agreed. “You can't stop me. And that's why you are going to try again. Let's hear it. Let's hear what you have to say, boy. Let's see whether or not you deserve something truly special or if I should sell you.”

Deep down, Paul didn't want to accept this. There were those instincts, like he thought he could contradict this woman, assert himself, and take control. Right away, however, he stifled those urges. Consciously now, he told himself that he couldn't contradict this woman, he couldn't assert himself, and he had no right to take control. She owned him. As he focused on those concepts, some of the fear dissipated.

He pressed his lips together, closed his eyes, and focused on that one feeling: his subservience. She owned him. As such, she was right. Linda really could sell him. His Mistress owned him, both in terms of his mind and body. When she gave him a command, he had to obey. When she told him to worship her, he did. If she wanted his money, he would surrender it. She had altered his body, piercing him and demonstrating once again what she could do.

“What would you like me to do, Mistress?” With even more sincerity, he looked up at her. “How may I please you, Mistress?”

“How can you please me?” Linda repeated those words even as she raised her hand and tapped one fingertip against her cheek. “Let's go with something very traditional, shall we? I want you to tell me how grateful you are once again. After that, you're going to worship my feet, my legs, and my pussy. You're going to lick me eagerly, just as a sex slave should.”

A sex slave.

That was what he had become. He belonged to her.

“You have such an eager mouth, don't you, Paul? I want to feel it again before I make my decision.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

He was already naked while she had remained fully clothed. Now that changed. She stood, turned her back to him, and said, “Unzip me.” In her black wedges, dark gray tights, and red dress, she looked incredible. There was something about the way her straps contrasted with the waves of her hair. This boy did his very best to memorize each and every single detail. He rose to his feet, tested the zipper, came close, and considered his own nakedness. Not only that, he could feel his piercing. His heart started pounding faster, and he unzipped her dress. She slid the straps from her shoulders, and she let the garment fall around her. Then she pointed back to the floor and he lowered himself down to his knees once again.

As he watched, Linda removed her tights, her panties, and she kicked away her wedged sandals. Last, she removed her bra. Naked now, she sat on the edge of her chair, she crossed her legs, and she flexed the toes of her right foot.

“Come here, boy,” she ordered.

Strangely enough, Linda had never grown tired of this. With Paul, there was definitely something special as well. It was his strength, his intellectual ability, and his dedication. Enslavement could be fun. She understood the satisfaction of training a boy. But with him, it was just a little bit different…

He leaned in, and he stroked her ankle, her heel, then the arch of her foot. It was almost enough to start tickling her, but not quite. He knew exactly how to touch his Mistress. He knew how to please her and how to satisfy her. Then he kissed the tip of her big toe. From there, he licked his lips, leaned in, and he began to suck.

Closing her eyes, she savored those sensations. “Yes. That's right,” she told him. “Good boy. Lick. Suck. Show me what you can do. Show me where you belong. You want to make yourself useful to me, don't you? A useful boy is a boy I keep. If you give me any trouble, I might decide to sell you. Or if you're very, very lucky, we can do something else.”

He still didn't know what that meant.

Good.

Linda intended to keep him uncertain. She liked knowing that he couldn't really comprehend what was about to happen next. That's why he licked even more eagerly. His tongue darted and danced along one toe, then another. At the same time, he pressed on the sides of her foot. He massaged her arch. He worked her gently and sincerely. He took his time.

For Linda, one of the strangest ideas was the notion of how other relationships worked. She had studied them, of course. Not only that, she had worked as a therapist, meaning she knew that there were plenty of relationships that simply didn't work because of a mistaken belief in equality. The women in those relationships had incorrectly been taught that they should respect their partners. They didn't know that boys could be owned. It was a pity, of course. Those women needed to ask for this kind of treatment. Linda could take it. Those women needed to plead with their boyfriends and husbands. Linda simply issued orders. For her, it was so much easier.

This was how the world was supposed to work.

She didn't know precisely when the Celestines would make their move. Frankly, that was a decision Linda didn't get to make. Rather, their strategists would make the determination as they moved the different pieces in place, assuming global control would require perfect timing and a tactical awareness that she simply couldn't match. Rather, Linda did her part.

She did it with this boy even as she contemplated whether or not she would really keep him.

She nibbled on the inside of her mouth as he continued to massage and lick and suck her foot. Loving the way he played with her toes, she continued to revel in those sensations as they coursed along her nerves. She closed her eyes, and then she decided to give them a special treat.

“Up,” she said.

Right away, Paul lifted his head, and Linda reached out. She slid her hand along the back of his neck, up into his hair, and she tugged him forward. “Lick,” she said as she positioned him over her left nipple.

His body tensed for a moment.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he said right before he obeyed.

“Gratitude is always a good idea,” she said, stroking his hair, petting the nape of his neck, and brushing her fingernails down between his shoulder blades. She touched him, and the heat gathered. She could feel it right there, at the core of her being. It spread along her skin, making her entire body tingle. She wanted more of this, of course. At the same time, she understood the importance of delayed gratification. She allowed him to stimulate her.

Simultaneously, she contemplated the fact that he was taller and broader. Technically, he was stronger. Too bad. He would never be able to use that power on his own. Rather, she had ensnared him. Between the spankings and rewards, he had learned that she had to be the center of his existence.

“Good boy,” she said. “Such a good boy. That's right. Keep going. Show me what you can do, boy. Show me where you belong. Show me how you can serve me.” Those words were for his edification. At the same time, she enjoyed speaking those simple mantras for him. They put him in the correct frame of mind. They reminded him that this was what he wanted and needed.

She nudged him over to her other breast. “Lick,” she ordered again.

Right away, he slid his tongue up and down along the tip of her nipple. Next, he went to the left side, then the right. His tongue circled around that point even as her body reacted.

“Enough,” Linda finally decided. “Get between my legs. Lick me. Make me become nice and hard, boy.” At that point, she couldn't help herself. She wanted that reward, and now she would take it. Unlike Paul, she didn't need anyone to control her desires.

Her boy obeyed. He dropped down, he slid his cheeks along her inner thighs, and he kissed her soft skin. He pushed up against her pussy next, his lips and tongue gliding over her opening. Excitement flooded her body. Yes, he had aroused her before, only now those sensations grew far more intense. They doubled and redoubled again! She ran her hands along his shoulders before moving back up to the back of his head. She grabbed on, holding tight. She pushed him down.

“Lick, boy,” she instructed.

Like so many other people, Linda had accidentally stumbled on those different clips online, the ones that included girls on their knees, licking and sucking cocks as they were degraded. When Linda saw those images, she had always shaken her head with a sense of frustrated dismay. Seriously, those girls needed to learn what kind of power they actually wielded. They were getting used, taken, humiliated, and degraded. Perhaps they were into it. Linda didn't know, and she didn't really care, especially because she understood what female supremacy could really mean.

But at this moment, she used her blade. She claimed him, savoring the flickering movements of his tongue as he worshiped her sex. “Good boy,” she said. “That's right. Keep licking. Go in nice and deep. Good. Very good. That's right. Keep going. Good going, boy! Show me what you can do. Show me just how good you can make it feel for me,” she said without worrying about being greedy or selfish. After all, she owned him!

As he licked, he made the argument for why she should keep him.

In actuality, Paul couldn't really comprehend the idea of being sold. Intellectually, he understood she could do it, only the feelings didn't really click into place. There was that fear, but he seemed powerless with her, as though she really could do whatever she wanted, and there was no way for him to resist or fight back.

Clearly, Linda had done an excellent job in his therapy. She had showed him where he belonged and what he needed. Between those spankings and those gentle reassurances, she put him in the proper frame of mind. Like so many other boys, he had learned how to obey. He learned how to subordinate himself. He embraced his subservience as he became her plaything.

“More,” she demanded, chiding him even as she tightened her hands against the back of his head. She pushed his tongue in deep. He licked up and down, left and right, and diagonal little patterns. He swirled his tongue, all for her pleasure and satisfaction.

She lifted her head, bit down, and hissed through her teeth. Excitement roiled within her body. Her nipples were already so hard. At the base of her stomach, she could feel those flashes of heat and desperation.

Even so, she resisted the urge to embrace that orgasm. She held it off. Again, she contemplated the ecstasy of delayed gratification.

“Keep going,” she told him, her voice straining now. Every breath came out as an eager rasp.

As she expected and demanded, this boy worshiped her body. His hands roamed up the sides of her legs, past her knees, and along her thighs.

“Yes,” she said. Her fingers tightened again at the back of his head. “Yes. More. More. Just like that. Yes!” Those sounds morphed into something incredible, something she couldn't deny. The pleasure overwhelmed her. It crashed down into her, making her muscles seize deliciously as she cried out. She wasn't thinking about the sounds she made. If her boy smiled, she didn't see it. After all, he kept licking, following that pattern and rhythm she enjoyed the most.

Finally, she pushed him back.

He yielded despite the need pumping through him. He knew how to put her first.

“On your feet,” she said.

She had made her decision. “I know exactly what I'm going to do with you, boy,” she said after enjoying that orgasm. She grabbed him, pulled him up onto his feet, and pushed forward. She opened the door to that small back room. He saw the shackles waiting for him. She nudged her naked boy into position and restrained him again.

“Mistress? May I ask what you have planned for me?”

Linda didn't respond right away. Nervous energy flared across his body. She shackled his legs, then his arms. On some level, he almost wondered whether or not she’d step back in front of him, smile, and say, “That was nice, but you could’ve done better. I'm going to leave you here and send up some prospective buyers. Let's see what kind of offers we can get for you.” She didn't say that, however. Instead, she watched him for several more seconds.

Finally, she told him, “Boy, I'm keeping you.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, faster than he intended. “Thank you, Mistress!”

“But that means we need to get you ready. The piercing isn't enough. Someone could remove it.”

“Yes, Mistress?” In truth, he didn't really understand what she meant. When Linda stepped beyond his line of sight while he did his best to remain calm. Finally, she stepped in front of him again, and she lifted up the baton. He saw the two prongs of the cattle prod, and she hit the button. Blue electricity sparked between those metallic tips.

“I’m going to soften you up,” she promised with a warm purr in her voice.

If Paul intended to ask any questions, he didn't get the chance.

She shoved the cattle prod forward, jamming it against his right side. She hit the button again. Hot energy flashed across his skin. It started right there at his flank, yet it immediately leaped across his body. He cried out. He shouted. He screamed! The pain overwhelmed him in ways he had never experienced before. Getting spanked had been bad, but this was so much worse!

Then she jerked the cattle prod away, and he slumped there in his restraints. He was hanging from the shackles, his heart pounding as the heat pulsated along his body.

“I'm going to mark you as mine,” she said. “A moment ago, maybe you felt relief. Maybe you were happy because I'm not going to sell you. That may have been premature…”

Surprising himself, Paul raised his head, and he looked right back at his own her. “No,” he said with a quick shake of his head. “I’m grateful. I'm so grateful for the opportunity to be yours. Thank you, Mistress!”

“Good boy,” she replied, touching the tip of the cattle prod to the underside of his chin. He flinched as he waited for another jolt. This time, she didn't shock him. Rather, she walked behind him, and she used the cattle prod on his right buttock, then his left.

His muscles tightened as he cried out again. Those volts raced across his body, making each and every one of his pain receptors cry out. He could feel the agony at the tips of his toes, up his legs, into his arms, and everywhere else.

“Does it hurt when I shock you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he agreed.

“Good,” she said. “That means you understand. And now, I expect you to be completely and utterly motionless.” That's when she reached down, she spread his butt cheeks, and then she penetrated him again. This time, she used the cattle prod! She pushed it in, inch by inch. At first, his eyes went wide. She stood behind him, so he couldn’t see her, yet he understood what was happening. His heart pounded through the raw intensity of this act. Adrenaline screamed through his veins and along his limbs. Even so, Paul managed to control himself.

That was what his owner expected; that was what she demanded. As such, he refused to disappoint her.

Linda pushed the prod in deeper and deeper. His muscles tightened, but he didn't react. He didn't move. He stayed there, his legs spread, his arms raised, his limbs motionless. Even without the shackles around his wrists and ankles, Paul felt utterly trapped and confined. He would remain right there, utterly motionless by her command.

She stepped away again. Then, when she came up in front of him, she held up something for him to see. In her right hand, she held a blow torch. She had the canister tight between her fingers. In her other hand, she held another handle connected to a shaped wire. “Can you read this?” Linda asked him.

Then he saw the text, and he read it out loud, “Property of Linda Rose Kohler.” She pulled the trigger on the blowtorch, and the blue flames ignited. Linda started to run it along the brand.

“This is going on you,” she promised him. “It's going to hurt, but I want a clean burn and a perfect mark. That means you can't move. If you do, I'm going to have to shock you, and it's going to be far more intense. You don't want that, do you?”

Initially, he yearned to swing his head from side to side, but that obviously would have entailed moving. “No, Mistress,” he promised her.

“No,” she agreed. “But you will be marked. You will be mine. Always and forever, you will be mine.” She uttered those words, one after another, almost like an incantation. When she finished with the brand, the thin strips of metal glowed a bright shade of orange. Ready now, she held it up.

On some level, he expected the metal to cool immediately. It didn't. “Where should I put this?” She considered him. “I could put it right there on your forehead. Everyone would know.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said right away.

“Or maybe I should put it on the small of your back? What do you think of that? Would you like a cute little tramp stamp?”

“You can do whatever you want with me, Mistress.” In reality, Paul could barely keep his fear in check. Still, he concentrated on this woman. Linda. His therapist. His owner. His Mistress. He belonged to her, so he wouldn't disappoint her. He couldn't allow himself to fail her!

“Boy,” she said, smiling.

“I want it right here,” she said, looking down at his shaved pubis. His Mistress tilted her head to the side, and she nodded to herself as she ran through those silent calculations. “Every time I look at your cock, I want to see this brand. I want to be reminded of your status now and forever. Say it.”

“Enslavement is my status, now and forever,” he repeated the words for her. They sounded almost sacred.

“Don't move,” she said.

She aimed the brand. Then she pushed it down against his skin. He could feel that sizzling burn! The pain washed over him, just like before. He remained frozen in place. He didn’t flinch or squirm. He didn't wiggle, nor did he struggle. He remained utterly motionless. His eyes watered, and the tears escaped, rushing down the sides of his face, but Paul remained right there, perfectly in place.

And when she finished, she pulled the brand away.

“My good, brave boy,” she told him, grabbing him and kissing him hard.

With her lips pressed against his mouth, he could forget about the agony simmering across his body.

When she pulled back, Linda started to tease him with the prod. She played with him, stimulating him in ways he hadn't expected as she massaged his prostate. The desires grew stronger and stronger. “You deserve this,” she said as she took his cock back in her hand. Despite the lingering pain, the arousal once again flooded his system. She touched him and toyed with him. She stimulated him, making him nice and hard. Then she squeezed, and she forced him to come right there. His member throbbed, and he splashed his load down against the floor as his owner whispered one word into his ear, “Mine.”


Chapter 7 / Epilogue

This felt strange. Kayla was actually nervous. She sat there in the hotel lobby without really knowing what to do. Marissa said she would meet her here. It was the nicest facility downtown. In fact, Kayla had originally wondered if maybe she made some mistake or misread the text message. The girls weren't poor by any stretch, but they never stepped foot in a building like this either. Just sitting there on the couch, Kayla kept her back straight and her knees held together. She kept waiting for someone to walk over and to tell her that she was in the wrong spot.

Only then, she glanced up, and she saw her best friend approaching her.

Marissa looked incredible. Kayla blinked, utterly shocked. Her friend wore black, high heels, sheer stockings, and a little black dress. Behind her, a young man carried her purse.

Unable to stop herself, Kayla jumped up onto her feet, and she ran across the lobby. All at once, Marissa gave up on that thin veneer of refined detachment. She grinned, the lipstick on her mouth shining brightly. She rushed over, and the two girls embraced, hugging hard.

“I missed you so much,” Marissa gushed.

“Where did you go? What happened?”

“Not here,” Marissa said. “Not yet.”

Nudging her friend back, Kayla looked confused, “What are you talking about?”

“Let's head up to my suite, shall we?” Marissa asked. Then she grabbed her friend by her hand, and she tugged. Of course, the boy followed.

Kayla wanted to ask who that was. She had almost expected Kayla to show up with one of her so-called slaves. Then again, Marissa had been gone for several weeks, meaning those relationships must've fallen apart. At least, that was what she had assumed.

When they approached the elevator, Marissa snapped her fingers and the boy rushed forward. He held out the purse for her. Again, Kayla took a moment to sneak a couple of furtive glances over at this young man. He was tall, clean shaven, and there was something utterly professional about him. Clearly, he paid a lot of attention to Marissa even when she wasn't addressing him.

It was like he only had eyes for her, like the rest of the world had become irrelevant because she had somehow become the center of his existence. Kayla arrived at those conclusions, yet she wasn't sure how to feel about them. Still, she had been thinking about her friend a lot over the last couple of weeks. They chatted from time to time. They traded text messages over the course of each day. Still, Marissa had been very circumspect about where she had gone and what she was doing.

Only now, she was back in town, and Marissa strode over to one of the elevator banks. Instead of reaching out and hitting one of the regular buttons, she took a key card out of her purse, inserted it into the reader underneath the main panel, and watched as the doors opened. Marissa, her slave, and Kayla all got into the elevator. The doors slid shut, and Marissa just stood there, her arms crossed with this gentle smile on her face. The elevator took them up through the building, passing one floor after another until the doors opened with another gentle chime.

“Welcome,” Marissa said. She reached out and grabbed her best friend by her hand. The two girls rushed out, giggling now. They slipped through the entryway, into this huge living room, past bathrooms adorned with clawfoot tubs and marble tiling. Finally, Marissa pulled her friend up into another living room. She walked over to the huge window, and she asked, “What do you think?”

Kayla had been in tall buildings before; she had been allowed to look out at the cityscape. Only now, it felt different. There was this fundamental shift, especially because this was actually where Marissa currently lived.

“How long are you staying here?” Kayla found herself asking.

“As long as I want,” Marissa replied. “I'm doing some important work.”

“What kind of work?”

“We need to talk,” Marissa said. She strode over to the couch, sat down, and waited for her friend to join her.

Kayla glanced down for a moment, and she studied her red sneakers, her dark jeans, and the edge of her blue tank top. She didn't feel particularly special or powerful, especially in comparison to Marissa. The other girl had always been charismatic, like she could cut her way through any social situation. Just as importantly, Kayla had tried not to compare herself with her friend. She understood that those sorts of games could be incredibly toxic and damaging to a friendship.

Only now, she couldn't help herself.

They were the same age. Technically, they were both supposed to be in high school. (At this point, Kayla didn't know whether or not Marissa was officially still attending or not.) Despite those superficialities, Kayla felt like she was looking at a creature from another world altogether. Yes, she could still see Marissa's playful smile, the shape of her face, and those insightful eyes. Despite all of this, Kayla felt small and inexperienced, even more so than usual…

“Kayla, please, have a seat with me.” Marissa reached over and patted the spot next to her.

Kayla came over, she lowered herself down, and she crossed her legs timidly. Without realizing it, she tried to match Marissa's pose and posture.

“What's going on? Where have you been?”

“Kayla, I can't tell you,” Marissa said. “Not yet. But maybe if we talk for a little bit, things can be different.”

“Different? How?”

“What do you think about my extracurricular hobbies?”

Right away, Kayla knew what her friend meant. Determined to prove herself, Kayla leaned forward slightly, “You're talking about your slaves.”

“Exactly,” Marissa replied.

“I guess I haven't made up my mind yet,” Kayla said truthfully.

“Why not?”

At this point, Kayla couldn't help but smile nervously. She went with the automatic answer, the one all of her teachers would have expected her to say, “Because slavery is wrong? Because those boys shouldn't be manipulated?”

Marissa didn't pause. Right as Kayla finished, her friend asked, “Why not?”

Kayla didn't have a quick or easy answer. Her friend continued, “Just think about it. This idea of equality between women and men is a new one. Right? Through most of human history, there has been the established norm of a hierarchy.”

“True,” Kayla said. “But wasn't that super toxic? Wasn't it all about male supremacy?”

“It was,” Marissa said quickly. “And so obviously, it was a very bad and dumb idea. But maybe we still need the hierarchy.”

“Just switch things around?” Kayla asked. Somehow, that sounded too simplistic.

Even so, Marissa smiled, “Just switch things around.” The blonde leaned back, she glanced over at her slave, and she said, “I know how it sounds. I know that this requires a little bit of imagination, but you have seen what I have done with my boys. Just look at this guy over here.”

“Is he happy?” Kayla felt silly for asking. Still, she felt like she needed to know.

“Answer her,” Marissa instructed. “Are you happy, slave?”

“Yes, Princess. I'm very happy,” he said. Neither his expression nor his affect changed. Still, he had spoken, and now Kayla tilted her head to the side as she tried to figure out whether or not she actually believed this boy.

“I'm not sure if that really counted,” Kayla said.

“What if we brought in someone else?”

“Who?”

“I'm your best friend, right?”

“Yes,” Kayla said. “Absolutely. No question.”

Marissa raised her hand, she snapped her fingers, and one of the other doors opened. A naked boy came in. He had a collar around his neck, and he quickly bowed down in front of Kayla.

“Ever since we were friends, you have never been shy about describing your taste in boys. You like short, dark hair, green eyes, and a slender build. What do you think of this boy?”

Kayla watched as this young man kneeled directly in front of her. He lifted his head, and he gazed up at her passively. In that moment, he really did feel more like a toy than an actual person. Kayla didn't know what she was supposed to do or say or how she was supposed to react. Instead, she turned back to her best friend as she waited for an explanation.

“What is this?” Kayla finally had to ask since Marissa didn't say anything. Instead, the other girl smiled.

Eventually, she told her, “This is a slave. I bought him for you.”

“What?”

“I bought him for you,” Marissa said. “If you want, you can have him right now. You can tag him as your property. You can keep him, and he will do whatever you want. Send him to work to make money for you. Drain his bank accounts. Use him at home as a servant. Whatever you want. Use him as a sex slave, or maybe have him castrated if you don't feel like that. You can do whatever you want, and no one will stop you.”

Kayla gulped. She couldn't help herself.

“If you want, you can take off your pants right now, and he will serve you. Would you like an orgasm right now and right here?”

“I, I don't know,” Kayla said. When she looked down at this young man, she felt it, of course. Marissa had been right; just as importantly, she knew exactly what kind of guy a girl like Kayla would want. This boy in front of her wasn't especially bulky or heavily muscled. Not only that, Kayla liked the shape of his face. There was something about the angle of his nose, the strength of his chin, and the contours of his cheeks. He was perfect for her. Even if she had just seen him in a classroom, her eyes would have been drawn to him.

“He doesn't have a name yet,” Marissa pointed out. “I thought you would like to name him yourself.”

“Like a pet?”

“Pet, slave, toy,” Marissa said, listing off the different possibilities. “Your choice.”

Kayla opened her mouth. She could feel that excessive saliva at the back of her mouth. Excitement tickled her body, starting at the base of her spine and working its way up. Underneath her bra, her nipples had stiffened. She shifted nervously and sensed the excess heat right between her legs. She pushed her knees together. At the same time, she tried so hard to seem nonchalant, yet Marissa was watching her. Her friend knew exactly how to read her.

“It's okay,” Marissa said. “You don't have to be nervous. He's just a boy, and you are a girl. That means you are his superior.”

“I can’t be his superior,” Kayla said. Ever since Marissa had told her about her hobbies and goals, the idea of joining her best friend had been there. But now, she wondered what new existence Marissa had found. Even though Kayla hadn't heard any of the details, she didn't want to be left behind.

“You can be his superior, and if you decide to keep him, maybe we could be together,” Marissa said.

“What?”

“You're my best friend. I love you,” Marissa replied. “And if you need someone to help you relax, I can do that for you. Then he can take care of you. He can give you whatever you want because you can take whatever you want from him.” Marissa spoke slowly, her voice little more than a whisper. She was so gentle, so soft and reassuring with her best friend.

“I, I don't know,” Kayla said, which wasn't really true. Only then, Marissa reached up, and she cupped Kayla's left cheek in one hand. When she nudged Kayla forward, the dark-haired girl didn't resist. It would have been so simple to lean back, to push or pull away, slip free…

Instead, Kayla allowed the momentum to carry her. She looked back at her best friend.

Marissa leaned forward, and she whispered, “I'm going to kiss you now, and I want you to think about what this means. We could work together. We could train these boys. You can learn everything, but I need you to take him. I need you to understand that you are better than him. Can you do that? Can you do that for me? Can you do that for yourself?”

Kayla couldn't decide. For her best friend, control, power, and authority had always been so easy. Marissa had known what she wanted for a very long time. Meanwhile, Kayla had always wondered. She was the kind of girl who could go to the career center at school and bounce through a dozen different books without finding any great calling.

Only right then and there, she knew she wanted to see Marissa again. She wanted to be with her. They could work together.

Marissa kissed her.

Their lips touched, and something electric seemed to sparkle along Kayla's mouth. Then the other girl pressed a little harder, just a tiny bit. She was probing, waiting, and Kayla kissed her back. She remembered their sleepovers, their pillow fights, giggling and laughing and wondering what it would be like to be with different boys. They had been so much younger then. But now, Kayla finally forced herself to stop. In that instant, Kayla noticed something almost impossible. Her friend finally looked uncertain. That was because she didn't know how Kayla would react. They just kissed. It wasn't something only between friends. There was more, a different kind of bond, a different sort of sisterhood. Even so, Kayla still could have laughed and maybe waved off the different implications, saying she didn't know what that was, but they didn't have to do it again. Just like that, she could have cut off those different possibilities.

Just as importantly, Marissa didn't know what Kayla would do or say.

“I want him,” she said. “I want him to service me while you kiss me.”

“That can be arranged,” Marissa said. In a smaller voice, she said, “Tell him.”

This would be Kayla's responsibility.

Kayla drew in a slow breath, she looked over at the boy, and she found her voice, “Crawl over here and service me. Service me orally.” The phrasing was awkward. She didn't really know what she was doing, but then Marissa giggled and whispered up to her.

“You need to take off your pants.”

Feeling silly, Kayla jumped up, she slipped her feet from her sneakers, kicked them away, peeled off her socks, and then yanked down both her jeans and her panties in one swift movement.

When she sat down, she spread her legs, and that tentative uncertainty grabbed her. After all, she wasn't like Marissa. She didn't have that same confidence, and she wasn't used to being so vulnerable or exposed.

Only then, she saw the slave's docile expression. Quickly correcting herself, she decided he wasn't simply serene and ready to obey. Instead, she could sense his eagerness, like he had been waiting for the opportunity to prove himself, so now he wouldn't allow himself to mess it up.

She tentatively reached out, ran her fingers along the top of his head and pulled him forward.

Kayla had touched herself, but now she was going to have this boy licking her.

His tongue felt incredible as he began! For those first elongated moments, Kayla panted through the sensations. Only then, they became even more intense as Marissa tugged her closer. Suddenly, she had a beautiful girl kissing her right there on the lips while this boy worshiped her slit.

For a long time, Kayla didn't understand what was going on. Instead, she just floated there on that storm of awareness, the pleasure, the bliss, anticipation and need. All of it seemed to swirl and spin through her body, giving her exactly what she wanted.

Those physical sensations were perfect. But it was more than that, Kayla understood it. Maybe there had always been that little hint of a crush, that secret longing, those hidden urges, all for something more. She had never really allowed herself to contemplate the different possibilities, but now her best friend was kissing her. It felt like a better kind of connection, something she had always craved without admitting.

Marissa gently stroked the top of her head, her hair, her shoulders. She stroked and petted her, brushing her fingers along the different contours of Kayla's body, all while they continued to kiss. The soft sounds of their smacking lips vibrated through her body as another rhythm. At the same time, Kayla kept wondering when this had to end.

Little by little, she let go of time. She allowed those doubts to wander away. Instead, she embraced her time together with this girl. At the same time, she knew something inside of her was shifting. Something inside of her was changing irrevocably.

As Kayla kissed this girl, she knew she wouldn't be able to look at the boys the same way ever again. Maybe she would still be attracted to some of them. After all, there was still that young man between her legs. His tongue lapped against her pussy, but she couldn't think of him as some kind of romantic partner. Instead, he became something else.

A sex slave.

Kayla had never really entertained that phrase before. Even if her best friend had used it, Kayla dismissed it as hyperbole. It was something ridiculous and extreme, something that didn't actually happen in real life.

Only now, she saw the truth. She could feel it fire along every synapse and nerve within her body. That excited inferno raced across every inch of her skin!

Somehow, Kayla managed to hold that completion back. She didn't allow the temptation to overwhelm her. Instead, she threw herself into every second, every minute, every span of each heartbeat as she embraced something new.

They were connected. They were more than best friends. This felt like a different kind of purity.

If enslaving boys meant getting something like this, she knew she could never go back. The next time she saw her classmates, she wouldn't view the boys as equals, or even as competitors. Instead, she might start to envision them with collars around their necks, shackles on their wrists, their naked bodies on display. Suddenly, she wanted to strip all of the men around her, to see them look back at her with shame written across their faces as they understood what kind of status they had lost.

Just as importantly, she started to envision the following generations. She wanted to see the boys raised to see their aunts, mothers, and sisters as their superiors. They needed to understand that authority would belong to the women of the world. The boys were property. They were chattel!

Her breathing came sharper now. The desperation gripped her. She wanted this so badly! With every kiss, every soft and tantalizing touch, every swipe of that boy's tongue, Kayla could feel her metamorphosis. She changed within the world as she took that new perspective and learned how things could actually work. The ideas had been there, but now they finally fit together. They made perfectly beautiful sense as she saw the truth.

The boys needed to be owned. The women had to take control! It was their right, their duty and destiny.

Fresh quakes of heat permeated her. Desire and longing mixed together until that boy went in even deeper, and the tip of his tongue darted over her clit until she couldn't take it. Suddenly, she came! The pleasure coalesced and exploded into that rush of delicious completion. She pushed her friend back. She nudged the boy away.

Breathing hard, she grabbed her panties and pulled them on. Her pants followed. Then she sat there, bent forward, her knees held together.

Eventually, she looked back up at her friend. “Yes. I want in.”

“Tell me,” Marissa answered, only her eyes shined with eager anticipation. “Tell me exactly what you mean.”

“Marissa, I want to be like you. I want to be a female supremacist. Show me how I can own the boys around me.”

“All of them? They all deserve to be enslaved?”

“Yes,” Kayla said. “Every single one of them.”

Marissa straightened her back, grinned, and called out, “I think you can come in now.”

When the door opened, Kayla wasn't sure what she expected to see. First, there was a woman she hadn't met. But then, she was followed by someone else. Her brother.

“Paul.”

“Hello, Kayla. It's good to see you. Marissa and I have been discussing your situation for quite some time. Normally, we don't offer newcomers the opportunity to join the sisterhood right away, but Marissa has vouched for you. Based on what you just said, I think it's appropriate for you to now learn the truth.”

“We are part of an organization known as the Celestines,” Marissa said as she grabbed her best friend's hands. She squeezed. “We’re a sisterhood. We are huge. There are literally millions of us all around the world, and we are working hard to enslave the boys of the world. Just look at Paul. I don't know if you've noticed his changes lately, but he's better now.”

“Present yourself, boy,” Linda ordered.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said. If he was uncomfortable behaving this way in front of his little sister, he gave no sign of it. He strode forward, he pulled off his coat, his shirt, his belt, pants, shoes, socks, and underwear. He stripped, and Kayla saw her brother naked, only this wasn't what she had expected.

He was muscled. He looked like he had been working out for the last few weeks. Not only that, she saw how his balls had been removed. Her eyes widened, and she tried to force herself to say something, but she wasn't sure how to address any of this.

“Your brother is now a Knight of Celestia,” Marissa said.

“What does that mean?”

“It means that he is an agent of female supremacy,” Linda told her. “It means that he is going to dedicate his life to serving me. I am his owner, and I will command him. He will do whatever I say. He has been trained for combat, reconnaissance, and he will learn other skills as time goes by. Along the way, he will also focus on pleasuring me.”

“My brother has been enslaved?”

“He has,” Linda told her. “I know this is a lot to take in, but that's why you get to keep this boy. Think of it as a fair trade. If you’re really unhappy with this, we can always go to a magistrate and talk about other forms of compensation. That said, I want you to know that I have always had your brother's best interests in mind. I'm going to take care of him. I mean, you can just look at him now. He's a lot healthier, don't you think?”

Kayla rose to her feet. She wobbled for just a moment, probably because that most recent orgasm had drained her. Not only that, she could feel her worldview shift moment by moment. She came over to her brother, and she looked right up into his face. “Is it true? Are you happy like this? Do you want to be a slave?”

“Yes,” he said. “This is where I belong. I know my place.” She watched him, and she drew on all of her intuition. She contemplated everything she knew about this boy. At the same time, Kayla thought of what she had sincerely said just a few minutes ago.

She had declared without hesitation or doubt that every single male needed to be enslaved. Her brother was no exception.

“Perfect,” Kayla said. “What happens next?”

“We train you on how to train them,” Marissa said.

Right away, Kayla knew she had to ask the most important question, “When do we get started?”

The End
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Commissions:

If you’re interested in a commission, you can reach me at amandacarver664@gmail.com, or you can check out my other titles!

The Verger Treatment

James has power and respect, so he views the people around him as servants and tools. Still, he isn’t invulnerable—no matter what he thinks. His wife suggests a wellness retreat, so James is brought to Crestwood Asylum, a facility where wealthy individuals are imprisoned, trained, and broken. They can be modified with surgery and electroshock therapy, and later sold off as personalized slaves or monetized. James initially feels secure, but his world is about to change when he is stripped, shaved, and locked in a straitjacket. His "cure" begins with a diagnosis, chastity, intensive punishment, and surgery. This is the first novella about a facility where anyone can be enslaved as they’re subjected to surgery and brainwashing. The cruel doctors and surgeons know what it takes to transform any patient.

*This 34,000-word novella features extensive domination, bondage, cuckolding, chastity training, feminization, electroshock therapy, medical play, surgery, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Jasmine’s Sissy

Jasmine, a traditional girl with a passion for fashion, started her own business. Now she needs a model to showcase her clothing, so she picks Michael. He’ll be perfect! With the right incentives, Jasmine manipulates him into modeling for her. She designs various outfits for him, but eventually wants to own him entirely. She plans to tie him down, force him to clean her apartment, and even creates an adorable uniform for him. Michael may struggle to resist, but if it comes down to a battle of wills, he’ll lose. There’s no way this boy can compete against a woman like Jasmine.

*This 27,000-word novella features female domination, sissification, feminization, chastity training, spankings, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen.

Black Widows

Miranda uses her beauty, charisma, and gravitas to attract men. She teasingly taunts them until she gets bored. Her new husband, Christian, faces a darker fate as Miranda's true intentions are to strip him of his assets, dignity, and freedom. Miranda's two daughters, Alyssa and Katrina, help her tease and humiliate Christian; these women can work together to break him. Christian is locked in chastity and trained to crawl as Miranda enjoys herself. Outnumbered and outsmarted, he doesn’t stand a chance against this woman and her two daughters.

*This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, cuckolding, humiliation, findom, light CBT and SPH. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Bullied Cuckold

Dylan feels like a lucky guy since he’s dating Alyssa. She’s so pretty—definitely out of his league. It won’t last. Dylan gets into a fight with Ryan, a guy who bullied him all through high school. Alyssa can only watch. And when it’s done, she’s turned on. She can’t help it. More importantly, Alyssa decides to have sex with Ryan whenever she wants, and Dylan can't stop her. He offers everything he has, but he can’t satisfy his girl. As Alyssa explores this new side of herself, she humiliates Dylan and teaches him to obey his superiors. Pretty soon, she’ll have this boy on his knees as he begs and pleads and gives up everything.

*This 9,000-word story features cuckolding, extensive humiliation, male chastity training, reluctant bi, elements of SPH, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.
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