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Foreword

Men have been the dominant gender across the planet for thousands of years. With only a few exceptions, civilization has been shaped by patriarchy and masculinity. Men have owned the most property and held the key positions of authority. Men have been the hunters, the scholars, the soldiers, and the leaders. They have wielded so much power that it’s taken decades for women to earn even a modicum of equality.

How did this happen?

In theory, women have the most potential power. For centuries, women were expected to care for the young. Boys and girls grew up and spent the most time with their mothers. That alone should have guaranteed some basic equality between the sexes. But it didn’t. Women were routinely viewed as property and chattel. They behaved like servants, cooking and cleaning for their husbands.

Even as society progressed and new technologies developed, women found themselves locked out of the most prestigious new fields. For generations, females were barred from so many different careers. Yes, some women did get ambitious. And they fought back. Many of the men didn’t understand. To them, it seemed natural for women to submit and obey the men in their lives. These girls needed a firm hand.

We don’t know how it happened, but there’s another question.

Could it happen again? Could one gender be subjugated? Could it happen again, to the men this time?

The men of Crystal Canyon discovered just how tenuous their hold on power could be. Sure, they started out as strong-willed. They knew how to hold onto authority…but it wasn’t destined to last for much longer.


Prologue

“Welcome to Crystal Canyon,” Malcolm Talbot said as Mr. Ryan O’Neil of White Rock Investments stepped into the conference room. Malcolm took a moment to study this newcomer.

Older. Respected. Boring. Those are the conclusions Malcolm Talbot came to the span of a few seconds. Sure, Malcolm maintained his outward façade of friendliness, yet he drew those conclusions in the blink of an eye. Malcolm simply lacked respect for these kinds of analysts. Ryan O’Neil probably went to some generic business school, he accepted the common wisdom of the time, and then he got a job at whatever firm would take him.

For a second or two, Malcolm actually considered handing him off to Amy, his assistant. She stood off in the corner like a good employee. She kept her head down, and she held her hands behind her back.

Ryan glanced over at her anyway. It made sense. Between her shimmering black hair, her almond eyes, and her short skirt, she attracted a lot of attention. Male attention.

“I must say, I’m glad you could see me on such short notice. When you announced your intentions to develop this town, we had no idea that you would be spending so much money here.”

That’s because you’re a buffoon who doesn’t understand how business works. You think that the safe course is always the best course. And that’s why you’re pretty much always wrong. Of course, Malcolm kept those thoughts to himself. Instead, he smiled again. “I can appreciate your concerns, once you’ve seen the work we are doing here, you will be impressed. I know it.”

They sat down together at the conference table, and Malcolm explained his vision. He talked about the canyon just north of town and how his engineers had already opened up a variety of dig sites.

“What about environmental concerns?” asked the analyst.

“I’m adept at politics. Yes, there has been a little bit of pushback from the Environmental Protection Agency, but it’s nothing four lobbyists can’t handle.”

“Another expense,” Ryan pointed out.

Malcolm resisted the urge to exhale with frustration. “Yes. It is another expense. But there are two possibilities here. One, the engineers are right, and there are entirely new deposits that have never tapped. Two, the engineers are wrong, and we will build these facilities which can be turned over to refinement with relative ease.”

“But that second possibility would be substantially less profitable.”

“It depends. Simply getting through the politics of the local governments would make these assets incredibly valuable. You yourself are surprised that I was able to push this through.”

“Touché,” Ryan said.

After they discussed some of the finer details, Malcolm found himself getting bored. He touched his palms to the wooden table and he pushed himself up. “Would you be interested in a helicopter tour of our facilities?”

“Absolutely.”

Even with the noise canceling headphones, they could still hear the engines and the blades chop through the air. They spoke through their microphones as they looked down at the city.

“If you don’t mind me saying, I noticed that the demographics here are somewhat unusual.”

“They are,” Malcolm agreed. “One reason we were able to get the approvals for our various facilities is simple. They’re incredibly few families here. For the most part, Crystal Canyon is made up of my employees as well as some of the local university students.”

“Ah, yes. Your pet project.”

“One project among many,” Malcolm replied. “If you look out the window right now, you can actually see some of the campus buildings.”

“And why invest in a local university?”

That sounded like a trap, not that Malcolm really worried about it. Yes, he enjoyed having access to White Rock Investments, and they’re very wealthy clients. Then again, there were dozens of very large investment firms spread out across the planet. Malcolm could go to New York or Frankfurt or Shanghai. It didn’t really matter so much at this point.

“I wanted to rebuild the city. Between the University and our facilities, almost everything that happens in this town is connected to my company.”

“I noticed the demographics are particularly unusual. Almost everyone in Crystal Canyon is between the age of eighteen and forty.”

“That’s correct. I wanted to hire young professors, and other of the students.”

“There are also quite a few more men than women.”

“Are you recording this?” Malcolm asked. At moments like this, he found that it could be very useful to tell the truth. After all, in a world where lies got spouted on a daily basis, a few nondescript truths could be especially potent.

“No…?” Ryan answered, sounding somewhat confused.

“Would you like to be off the record to answer?”

“Sure.” Ryan sounded somewhat bemused. He probably expected to hear some silly theory from the entrepreneur.

“This is a city where men effectively rule. Women really don’t have any positions of power, either in the company or in the city. We do have a few. Some of the girls wanted to come to a brand-new university, that’s fine. But those are the girls who join sororities and major in Existential Ceramics or Postmodern Basket-Weaving. They really aren’t going to contribute anything that I care about. In the end, at best, they might find a husband here.”

“That must not be a very popular opinion.”

“It’s a free country,” Malcolm answered.

Before the analyst could ask anything else, Malcolm nodded down toward the landscape below. “There. You can see the canyon. The smaller black dots are some of the mines we have already established. So far, all of our sonar readouts have proven very promising. I expect we will begin to see a profit on the entire city within the next year.”

“The next year?”

“Yes. Amazing, isn’t it?”

Ryan didn’t say anything at first. He was too busy typing away on his tablet computer. This was something that he would definitely need to include in his research to his clients.

For his part, Malcolm just sat back, enjoying the view.

That’s when he heard a ping in his headset.

“What is it?”

Amy, his assistant, answered back from her computer station on the ground. “Mr. Talbot, one of the scouts found something. It’s some sort of chemical that they haven’t been able to identify. Apparently, it’s a natural compound.”

“Have it taken back to the lab for analysis.” A different thought occurred to him. “Has anyone been exposed to it?”

“It looks like it might be aerosolized.”

“Just to be safe, put anyone exposed in quarantine, and have some of the physicians check them out. I don’t want anything to go wrong.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Oh, and Amy?”

“Yes, sir?”

“Make sure you bring something sexy for when we land.”

Malcolm likes to believe he has an instinctive sense of his employees. He can look back at someone and determine whether or not he can trust his underlings. He certainly had a lot of faith in Amy.

Fooling around with her could definitely invite a sexual harassment lawsuit. Then again, Amy always struck him as a smart girl. She had to know that there would be consequences if she tried to take him to court.

As the helicopter landed, Ryan kept gushing about the different possibilities. Like so many other men, he was comfortable going along with Malcolm’s ideas of gender. Brian did come from the financial industry, after all. Plenty of the Wall Street investment firms were little more than glorified fraternity houses.

Just as they landed, Malcolm jumped out of the helicopter. It took Ryan O’Neal a few more seconds to get his balance.

Another young woman stood next to Amy. This one had long, blonde hair. Some of the strands whipped and fluttered about from the helicopter’s backwash.

“What’s her name?” Malcolm asked.

Amy didn’t need clarification. “This is Stephanie.”

The CEO of Talbot Industries turned back to the analyst. “This is Stephanie. She’ll make sure you get back to the airport in time for your flight.”

Just like that, the two men shook hands.

Mr. Ryan O’Neil headed back in his rented sedan. Malcolm directed his attention back to his assistant. “Come with me,” he commanded. Accustomed to her obedience, he turned back toward the seven story glass building that housed corporate headquarters.

He kept a small apartment behind his sprawling office. It was nice being able to retreat from time to time. At this point, he wanted to wash off the aftertaste of spending time with an investment analyst out of his head.

Without saying another word to Amy, he went into his office, he pushed through the door into his apartment, and he settled down on his leather couch. He enjoyed himself as he spread out, resting one arm along the back of the furniture.

For a moment, he took in the scene before him. First, there were the three expensive paintings mounted above the faux fireplace. All originals, of course, these pieces could have funded a couple of Ivy League educations. All three paintings depicted fiery meteorites burning down through the atmosphere. One looked truly realistic, like Malcolm could almost feel the heat along his skin. Another seemed so much more abstract. The third was somewhere in between, partially real, partially dreamlike.

He let his eyes wander over the different brushstrokes for a few more seconds, at least until she presented herself.

And then his attention went back to his assistant. She stood in the doorway, her handheld behind her back.

“Do you like this?” Amy asked, holding her hands behind her back. She looked so sweet, so demure. In that buttoned blouse, her pleated skirt, and her knee-high socks, she looked just like a sexy schoolgirl. Yes, she could have strode between the cubicles in this outfit and claimed that it was office appropriate. Barely.

Amy swayed back and forth, her top button undone. She looked like an innocent girl, though Malcolm always reminded himself that she had her own ambitions. She wasn’t just some college girl picked up off of the University campus. Oh no. Despite her apparent youth, Amy had an MBA from one of the best colleges in the country.

He smirked, enjoying that little factoid.

“Come here,” he said, beckoning her with one finger.

She obeyed, walking along on her high heels. Once she got close enough, he held up one hand. He took a few more seconds to ogle her. His eyes hungrily roamed along her gorgeous legs, up to her slender waist, to her breasts, her neck and her face. He counted the freckles along her cheeks, two on the left, three on the right.

And of course, she had her hair tied into pigtails.

“Come here,” he said, and she got down on her knees.

He reached up, sliding his hand along her neck and into her hair. He kissed her lightly at first. But then those movements became possessive, demanding. He enjoyed the taste of her lip gloss. At the same time, his hand went to her breasts. He stroked her left nipple through her bra and her blouse.

“I think I want you to swallow today,” he whispered into her ear.

Amy tensed up for just a moment.

At any point, she could have said no. She could have insisted that he not do this, but this girl was ambitious. She knew that if she wanted to get ahead in this business, she had to do whatever the boss wanted. Whatever he wanted.

He kissed her again, knowing full well that she was probably dreading what would happen next. After all, he was her employer. And even if Malcolm was young and handsome, it couldn’t have been fun losing control like this.

Or maybe she got off on surrendering completely. Probably not.

They kissed for several more seconds, and he reached down under her skirt. He pulled it up, and he squeezed her ass. She had to know what was coming next, but that didn’t help. He cocked his hand in the air, his eyes still closed. Then he swung downward, and he spanked her hard.

Her white panties absorbed most of the force, but not all of it. She still experienced that degrading jolt of pressure and pain.

Then he nudged her back down on her knees, and he unzipped his fly. He took out his cock.

“Go ahead,” he said.

She licked her lips, and she leaned down, getting ready to service him.

“Oh, actually, get my tablet for me. I think it’s on my desk in my office.”

“Yes, sir,” she answered, nodding her head. She spun around, and she raced back to his office. She came back a few seconds later with his tablet. She gave it to him, and then she took her spot. For just a moment, Malcolm could have sworn he saw a tiny bit of rage play along her pretty face.

Even so, she bowed her head down, and she efficiently went to work. She licked the tip of his cock first. From there, she pivoted downward, sliding her tongue from his base all the way back to the end again.

From there, she wrapped her lips around his circumference, and she moved her head downward.

At this point, she was an expert. She knew exactly how to service him, but that wasn’t good enough, not for a man like Malcolm Talbot. Smirking, he took hold of her pigtails. He used them like handlebars, just to make sure that she really experienced that degradation. Because he was merciful, he didn’t actually taunt her.

He could have asked her questions about what she had studied in business school and whether or not this was where she had intended to end up. After all, there had probably been classes on gender dynamics and whatnot. She probably studied feminism in one class or another. Then, of course, there were all of the management and accounting courses. This girl was probably qualified to run her own company, but there she was, dressed like a slutty schoolgirl, servicing her boss because this was her best chance at advancement.

Malcolm shook his head again, enjoying that. Only then, she tightened her lips ever so slightly, and he almost climaxed right there. He didn’t know if she was trying to make him do it before he was ready, but he pulled back on her pigtails, yanking hard. There was a quick gasp of pain, but she avoided yelping or crying out.

He smirked down at her.

Okay, so he didn’t intend to tease her, but he could certainly complement her. “There we go. You did a good job. I’ll be sure to make a note of this at your next performance review.” Her cheeks brightened with embarrassment. And for a second, he thought he saw her brows harden with genuine anger.

But she kept licking and sucking. She never faltered as her tongue swirled around his erection.

“Get ready. Be sure to swallow,” he commanded.

Still holding onto her pigtails, he pushed her head down, only to yank it back a second later. He could have taught her this pattern, but he wanted to hold on to that control, both literally and figuratively. Besides, there is something so cute about the blush playing along her cheeks.

As a CEO, Malcolm Talbot routinely met ambitious young women. More often than not, he would look them down and up, and he would give them a chance. If they were hot enough.

Amy definitely qualified.

He pumped her face, using her. Within seconds, he was ready to blow his load. He let go, spurting. He could feel his ejaculate shoot up against the back of her throat, and she was a very good employee. She swallowed it down. She gulped, and he chuckled until she licked his cock clean.

“Will that be all, sir?”

Amy kept her gaze and downward. She had to. He could tell that she would have probably said something she might regret if she hadn’t.

“Yes, Amy. That will be all. Oh, and do me a favor and double check with the researchers. See if they’ve figured out what those strange samples were.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, scurrying out of the office. She had to go find someplace where she could change back into something more appropriate.

With another little shake of his head, Malcolm wondered if those researchers actually found something useful. He really did believe that the earth hadn’t yielded up most of its secrets. Yes, humanity had created some pretty wonderful technologies with some amazing compounds and chemicals. But as they dug deeper, what would they find? What new discoveries might lurk beneath the surface? And how would those new revelations change the world?


Chapter 1

Elizabeth maintained that air of perfect professionalism. She had on high heels, stockings, a gray pencil skirt, and a white button up blouse. She kept her long, brown hair tied back into a bun, and she wore her black rimmed glasses. Her only indulgence was the bright red lipstick she wore. Occasionally, her friends teased her, saying she looked more like a sexy librarian than a psychologist, but she could take their teasing.

Her intercom buzzed for attention, so she tapped the button, and she heard her receptionist’s voice. “Dr. Hunt, your appointment is here.”

“Thank you, Jonathan,” Elizabeth said. For half a second, she thought about her assistant with his blonde hair, his chiseled features, and his strong shoulders. It wasn’t particularly professional to hire an assistant based on his looks, but she enjoyed that little strike against sexism. For centuries, it seemed, men had no problem hiring employees based off of appearance. Heck, it was probably still happening. If they could do it, why not her?

“Would you like me to send him in?”

“Yes, please do that.” Maybe she kept him around because he was eye candy, but he did his job pretty well. Most of the time.

Because she had already looked up her schedule for the day, Elizabeth knew she was going to be talking to a boy named Tyler. Turning back to her computer, she pulled up his name, but there weren’t any notes in his file, not yet. Apparently, even when he made the appointment, he had been reluctant to talk about what was going on.

The door opened, and he came into the room. Elizabeth got up, and she walked over. She held out her hand, and she introduced herself. “Good morning, Tyler. My name is Dr. Elizabeth Hunt. How are you doing?”

“I’m good,” he said.

Elizabeth didn’t sit back down behind her desk. Instead, she picked up her notebook with its attached pen, and she sat down in the small chair off to the side. That left the couch for Tyler.

He didn’t sit down, not right away. He kept glancing around, almost like he was searching for something. In the meantime, Elizabeth crossed her legs, and she waited patiently. She studied him. He was definitely nervous. His eyes looked damp, like he might start crying at any point. He had short cropped, sandy brown hair, green eyes, and he was a little bit shorter than most of the young men she encountered.

Then again, Elizabeth spent some time working with the local university’s athletes. They usually got sent to her for counseling after problems with DUIs or when their coaches thought there might be some problem with stress.

“What brings you in today?” Elizabeth decided not to prod him. At this stage, she needed to work on developing rapport with this young man.

He pressed his lips together. He looked over at her, and she could tell his heart was probably pounding away in his chest. He tapped his hand down against his thigh, but he still didn’t respond.

“I think there’s something wrong with me. I’m not sure. I didn’t want to go to a real doctor because I think it’s in my head. Has to be in my head, right?”

Elizabeth didn’t respond to that part about seeing a “real doctor,” especially considering her background in molecular biology as a related specifically to neurology. He was a kid, after all. He wouldn’t really know what he was talking about.

“What you think is wrong with you?” Elizabeth asked.

“I’m having a hard time controlling myself.”

Her eyes narrowed slightly. She wondered what kind of addiction he faced. At first, her thoughts jumped to alcohol or sex. Those were two of the more common afflictions she saw in some of the local university students.

“What do you mean?”

“More and more, it feels like I’m doing whatever people tell me.”

She made sure to keep her face neutral. That definitely didn’t sound like a problem with stress or homework. “Can you explain what you mean by that?” Elizabeth asked.

He gulped, clearly very nervous. “I guess it started about a week ago. I was hanging out with some friends, and this girl, Sandra, she tells us that she’s cold, and she asks if I could go back to the car to get her coat. I said no.”

“But you did it anyway?” Elizabeth asked.

He swallowed, he shook his head, and he looked down at the floor. “No. Not at first.”

“What changed?”

“I’m not sure, not exactly. When I said no, she started pouting, and then one of her friends said she should go do it herself. That friend said that Sandra was really bossy. Sandra didn’t like that, but she played along, I guess. Then she pointed back toward the parking lot, and she told me to go get her coat.”

“Did you do it?”

He nodded. That movement was almost imperceptible. “Yes,” Tyler admitted. “I went back to the car, and I got her coat. It was only when I brought it back to her that I realized what I had done.”

“It sounds like you just did something nice,” Elizabeth said, helping him to probe his feelings. “But you feel bad about it? Is that correct?”

“Okay, so that was just the first time. Some of her friends even laughed, saying that I was just a nice guy. But it’s happened a couple of other times. When someone tells me to do something, I feel like I just have to do it. At the time, I don’t even notice what’s going on.”

“Can you tell me about the rest of your life? How are things going with your classes? Your friends?”

“They’re okay, I guess. I get decent grades. I like hanging out with some of the other guys at the frat.”

Elizabeth did her best not to grimace when she heard those last words. A frat boy, really? For a second or two, she stared right back at Tyler, wondering if this was some kind of prank. After all, she had never met or even read about a patient who had a problem with doing as other people said.

She was about to push back, to demand to know if this was actually a prank, but then she stopped. If an inflated case of obedience was the best these boys could come up with, then she could play along, at least for the moment, especially because Tyler seemed genuinely earnest.

“Tyler, do you want to sit down right now?”

“No,” he said, still on his feet. He pushed his hands down against the back of the couch, but it looked like he wanted to bolt. He had that nervous, energizing facade that many of her patients exhibited.

“Go ahead and sit down for me.”

At once, he did as she asked.

“Why did you sit down?”

“Because I wanted to, I guess?” Tyler said, blinking. Almost at once, he jumped back up onto his feet. He retreated back around the couch. His cheeks were turning red.

As far as experiments went, that didn’t prove very much. Elizabeth knew that she was the one with the authority here. She had her degrees mounted on the wall, and this was her office. Surprisingly curious about all of this, she leaned forward, pressing her elbows into her knees. “Tyler, would you mind if we conducted a couple of small experiments?”

He licked his bottom lip. “What sort of experiments?” The more she talked to him, the more Elizabeth came to the conclusion that he wasn’t really messing with her. There was just something so honest about this young man.

“You tell me that you feel like you can’t control yourself, correct?”

“Yeah.”

“I’d like to see how that plays out, but only if you’re okay with it.”

“I guess.”

“Tyler, please sit down again.” Once she said those words, she studied his face. Predictably, he circled back around the couch, he sat down again, only as he did so, his expression became completely neutral. He didn’t look nervous, not anymore. But when he was down, seated, that anxiety came back.

Intrigued, Elizabeth reached back for her desk, and she grabbed one of her pens. “Tyler, if I drop this pen, would you pick it up for me?”

“Probably not,” he said truthfully.

“Why not?”

“It would be a little bit awkward,” he told her.

Again, Elizabeth had to resist the urge not to smirk. She realized that he didn’t want to get so close to her legs. He might accidentally brush his hand over her shin or calf.

“Fair enough. So this is what’s going to happen. For this experiment, we need to see if you can behave normally.” She lifted up the pen, and she dropped it down.

He sat there, his elbows pushed down against his sides, his hands gripped together.

“What do you want to do right now?”

“Honestly?” Tyler asked with a nervous laugh. “I’d really like to go right now.”

“That’s okay. That’s honest. A lot of people get nervous in my office. But you’re safe here, and we are just going to do some experiments. That’s all.” She used her most soothing voice, and it seemed to work. Some of the tension eased out of his shoulders. “Are you comfortable with us continuing to experiment?”

“Yes.”

“Tyler, remember what we talked about before.”

“Okay.”

“Pick up the pen.”

That same expression of serene neutrality took over his face. All of the tension and nervousness vanished in a second as he leaned forward, and he grabbed the pen. He picked it up. A couple of seconds later, he blinked, looking down at the writing implement in his hands.

“Why did you pick up the pen?”

“I wanted to, I guess?” Tyler asked.

“Tell me the truth.”

“I am telling the truth,” he replied.

Elizabeth didn’t understand exactly what was going on. Again, she drifted back to the possibility that this was some sort of game for him. It wasn’t unheard of for members of the public to wander around and poke at the local psychologists. In those cases, boys would come in and complain of chronic masturbation or they might say something about how they couldn’t stop thinking of boobs. A few seconds later, they would also bust out laughing.

She still didn’t get that impression from Tyler.

“Okay,” she said. “Tyler, take out your wallet.”

He obeyed at once, shifting his weight to the side so he can get to his pocket. He took out his wallet, and he held it there. “How much money do you have on you right now?”

“I have about thirty dollars.”

“Count it.”

She watched him. He didn’t hesitate. It didn’t even look like he was making a decision on his own. His brain registered the words, and he started to act.

Elizabeth had never heard of any phenomenon like this. She knew of certain drugs and chemicals that could make individuals more susceptible to suggestion. Sodium pentothal, the supposed truth serum, first came to mind. Even then, the effects were incredibly dubious. As a second option, hypnosis came to mind, but all psychologists knew that hypnosis couldn’t actually force any action an individual wouldn’t be willing to perform already.

Elizabeth reached over to her desk again, and she took a chance. She picked up the scissors, and she held the handle out to Tyler. “Would you cut up your money for me?”

“No,” he answered, his brows crumpled with shock.

“Cut up your money.” She rephrased the word as a command, and he lifted up the scissors. He snipped through each bill, cutting them to shreds.

A few seconds later, he looked down at his lap, now covered in destroyed money. His lower lip trembled slightly.

“You know what? I don’t think I can do this. Dr. Hunt, thank you for your time, but I’m going to leave now.” He jumped up onto his feet, and he headed for the exit.

Elizabeth watched him go, and she tapped one finger against her cheek, wondering what would happen. She decided on another experiment. “Tyler. Stop.” He froze. He didn’t seem to understand why. He didn’t move at all.

“Tyler, come back here. Sit down.”

She studied his expression. Once again, he looked calm, his features relaxed as he sat down again.

“Tyler, why did you sit down again?”

“I think I wanted to do it,” he told her, but she recognized that tone. It was the same one he used after each command. He really couldn’t explain what was going on, so his brain tried to come up with a good reason. After all, humans hadn’t evolved to deal with the possibility they couldn’t control their actions.

“That makes sense,” she said, tapping her pen against her notebook. “Tyler, I think that it would be a very good idea for you to come back here. We can start to work on potential strategies that might be able to help you, both with your anxiety as well as your other condition. I can start doing some research, and we can look into what’s really happening. Would you be up for that?”

She was very careful to phrase those words as a question.

“Yeah, I guess. That sounds good.”

They wouldn’t shut up.

Professor Holly Clark stood back for a few seconds. Yes, she was one of the shorter instructors. Yes, she was female, and yes, she was younger. Although she could have easily passed for one of her own students, Holly knew that she deserved their respect.

“Let’s come back together,” she called out to them.

That didn’t work. The boys toward the back of the class kept chatting. Often they simply claimed that they were doing the assignment. Like so many other teachers, Holly did believe in collaboration and group work. She also knew that they needed to respect the overall class.

They didn’t. And why would they? She had a bunch of idiot frat boys in this class.

Locking her teeth together, Holly started to walk up and down the aisles. “Jason, Trevor, it’s time to be quiet now. Adam, Cindy. Same thing. We’re coming back together as a group. Lauren, Darren, Michael. Come on. We’re going to be talking about this stuff as a group.” Holly may have looked young, but she had her PhD. She had worked hard to earn that highest academic rank. At moments like this, it felt more like she was a glorified babysitter.

Finally, it started to sound like most of the students had settled down.

Just as she went back to the front of the room, she could hear it start up again, bubbling out words. She really wanted to just step out of the classroom and take an aspirin or something. Running off to her office for a glass of wine would have been especially lovely.

Instead, she did her best to maintain that façade of professionalism. She couldn’t let the students see just how much they bothered her.

“Be quiet right now,” she finally growled out.

Strangely enough, it worked.

Holly could hardly believe it, but the boys all quieted down. A few of the girls kept talking for a few seconds, but when they saw their male compatriots had stopped, they eventually turned back to the professor standing at the front of the room as well.

“Thank you,” she said. As she started to write on the board, one thought occurred to her, If only they could behave like this every day…

Jake stood in front of the mirror, ready to head out to the party. He could already hear the music pumping through the walls of the Alpha Omega frat house. This was going to be his year. This was the first party, and he didn’t even have to worry about any of the prep. They had pledges for that.

He checked his spiked hair one more time. Then he looked down at the rest of his body. This shirt was good, a dark blue. The fit was a little bit tight, but it showed off his biceps. And of course, his jeans were a little bit torn, but that worn look worked well. He always liked to think that it gave him an air of mystery.

He cleared his throat, stepped out into the hall, and made his way down the stairs. At once, a couple of people noticed him. Jacob threw up his arms. “I have arrived,” he announced.

His fellow college students held up their red plastic cups. They called out a cheer.

At once, he started looking around, scouting out the new students. At one point or another, pretty much every guy at Crystal Canyon University complained about the dearth of female students. The college had a wide range of programs, but the best students were there for engineering.

When the girls showed up, they usually wanted to major in subjects like French or Peace Studies or some shit like that. Jake didn’t really know. Sure, he chatted with lots of the girls on campus, but usually found himself nodding along while he studied the shine of their hair or furtively checked out their breasts.

That’s when he saw her, Olivia.

She was a blonde, and she wore a hot pink tank top that perfectly molded against her body. He took a moment to admire her perfectly toned legs as well. Damn. Olivia really was the perfect specimen of female.

For tonight, he had planned on hunting some freshmen. Those girls were always particularly sweet. They could giggle in the dark, and they were always impressed by the fact that he was a senior. He could talk about what he had learned, how he knew how to put up skyscrapers. It didn’t matter if he was bull shitting them. They would always listen, and they would always believe him.

Olivia noticed his attention. She raised her plastic cup in mock salute.

So he had a choice. It was the best kind of choice. He could find some cute little freshman and dazzle her with all of his worldly experience—or he could go after Olivia. This time around, he sauntered up to the lead girl from Delta Chi. although Jake didn’t know her exact position in the house, it didn’t really matter. She led those girls around. If she gave them an order, they all obeyed.

It was kind of hot.

“I’m a little bit surprised you came,” Jake said to her. He didn’t raise his voice. Instead, he leaned in close.

Olivia practically snorted back at him. “Only a little? It’s not like we’ve ever been friends,” she answered with that blunt truth that always managed to scare off so many of the other guys. Not Jake. He didn’t really view Olivia as that wild a woman. Instead, he thought about just how good she’d be once he tamed her.

“Ouch,” he replied, touching one hand over his heart. “You wounded me. Just because we haven’t had the opportunity to really hang out, I still think we could be really good friends.” His lascivious smile made a hundred different promises all at once.

“Do those lines ever work?” Olivia raised an eyebrow, mocking him with every syllable. “Please tell me that I don’t need to be embarrassed for my entire gender.”

“You know, some day, you’re going to need a guy, and he’s going to make you fall in love with him, and you’re going to want to do everything he says.

Like put on all those slutty little costumes, you’re going to dance around for him, and then you’re going to realize that he’s me.”

“Please. I just had dinner a little while ago. Don’t make me throw up.”

“I bet you would look really good in a French maid uniform.”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” She leaned in, and it almost felt like she was about to kiss him. But then she pulled away at the last moment, and she sauntered off without another word. For his part, Jake just watched, staring after her until he shook off the effects of that girl.

His nostrils flared, and he made a decision right there. She wasn’t worth the effort. Sure, Jake really believed that he could have seduced her. It would have taken some work, maybe even the entire semester. Was she worth it? Probably not. As far as he was concerned, girls were best on their backs, so he really didn’t need to worry about anything except what the back of her head looked like.

With that in mind, he sauntered through the party. He gave high-fives to his fraternity brothers.

One of them sauntered up to him. “No luck with Ms. Delta Chi?”

“Not tonight. I probably could get her in bed, but I don’t want to waste the night. I want to see what kind of freshman action I can find.”

“You really think you could get with a girl like Olivia?” Colin asked.

Jake looked back at one of his best friends. They were both seniors. They both pledged together. “That’s the kind of girl you have to wait out. You know, she’s never had a boyfriend, not through her freshmen, sophomore, or junior year. What does that tell you?”

“She’s a lesbian?”

“No. No, no, no,” Jake said, shaking his head from side to side. “That’s an excuse that losers use when a girl walks away.” As he spoke, he scanned through the crowd of university students. Alpha Omega was definitely the most popular house on campus—at least as far as parties went. Everyone knew there weren’t enough babes at this school, except half of the partygoers were definitely girls. Hot girls. “When you meet a girl like Olivia, you need to think of her as a lock. Every girl is basically a combination lock. You just need the right password.”

“You need to push the right buttons,” Colin agreed.

“Now you’re getting it.” A second later, he spotted a dark skinned beauty. She was standing off to the corner, taking shy, nervous little sips from her cup. Jake could hardly believe that this girl wasn’t surrounded by guys. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I just spotted my next conquest.”

He navigated his way between the different bodies. Some people were dancing, others chatting or joking around. Jake could have stopped at any of those groups and joined in. Instead, he sailed his way to the other side of the room.

“Not having fun?” Jake asked. This time, he did raise his voice. He made sure to stay a couple of feet away from the girl in the corner.

Her hair was tied back into two elaborate braids that spilled down her shoulders. Yes, she had big breasts and he liked the way she filled out those jeans, but there was still something deliciously innocent about her. Obviously a freshman. She could barely look into his eyes.

“It’s a good party. I’m really glad I got invited,” she said to him.

“I’m Jake. I’m basically the leader of Alpha Omega,” he called out to her.

Her eyes widened slightly. She was impressed. Oh, that was adorable. Going after this girl felt a lot like hunting a little kitten. She had no idea what was going on, so someone else might have decided that she wasn’t good game. Not Jake. He wanted this girl down on her back. He wanted to see her naked. And in the morning, he’d snatch her panties and stow them away in his box of trophies, the one he kept in his closet.

That always seemed like the easiest way to keep score.

“So tell me, what are your dreams? What are your ambitions?” That was his opening salvo. For the next few minutes, they chatted some more. He learned her name, not that he really bothered memorizing it. He made her giggle, and she actually retreated to the corner as she nibbled it down on her bottom lip.

Oh yeah, only horny girls ever did that.

Jake had a pretty good sense for these girls. He could tell that this one wanted sex. That’s why he eventually leaned in, and he whispered to her, “Hey, I’d love to show you around the house. If you’re interested.” That second part was really important. He needed to make her feel relaxed, like this was all her idea.

“I’d like that,” she said.

He showed her part of the house, all right. He showed her his room.

Closing the door, he practically pounced on her. He kissed her, and he nudged her over toward the bed. They fell down together, and she started giggling. Jake ran his fingers along her body. He squeezed her firm little ass. He fondled her breasts, and he savored every moment with her.

At one point, she tried to push him away.

“Come on. We both know where this is going,” he said to her.

His eyes blazed with lascivious intent.

She swallowed nervously. Maybe she wanted a few seconds to think this through, but he wasn’t going to let her have it.

Instead, he opened up her pants, and he slid his hand down toward her pussy. Unsurprisingly, her panties were already damp with her juices. That’s when he started to stroke her. Only seconds later, she arched her back, and she gasped.

“That’s what I’m talking about,” he said to her.

From that point forward, the freshman didn’t fight him. If she had any second thoughts about this, he didn’t hear them. Then again, Jake really wasn’t interested in her opinion. As far as he was concerned, she was a hot little body. He kissed her, he toyed with her, and then it was time.

“Get up on your hands and knees,” he commanded.

At times, Jake wondered at these girls. She obeyed him without question or complaint. He yanked down her panties and her pants. Then he made sure to throw her underwear off to the side, where she probably wouldn’t be able to find it.

Once she assumed the right position, he slid his hand between her legs. He grazed her bush. He probed her slit. Oh yeah, this freshman was ready for him.

He stroked her a couple of more times, just to prove that he was in control.

Then he came up behind her, and he smacked her ass. “Hey!” The girl did not sound pleased.

“We’re just having some fun,” he told her, like that made it okay.

Positioned behind her, he took out his cock. He looked down at his member, and he grinned once again. This was going to be fun. He couldn’t wait to add another conquest to his tally. He was a senior, after all. When he first arrived at the school three years before, Jacob struggled so hard to get the girls to notice him. Since then, he had learned of the right kind of confidence, the correct kind of swagger.

This is going to be a great year, he thought.

This was going to be the year where he could just look at a girl and get her into bed.

As far as he was concerned, they were prey. That made him the hunter. He would have so much fun.

The other guys, some of the pathetic ones, would go off pining for one girl or another. They would fall in love then date and make all these dumb ass promises. Not Jake. He knew what these girls really wanted. He knew what they really needed. And that’s why he plunged forward, thrusting his cock into this girls waiting pussy. He pumped her, sliding forward and back again and again. He made sure that she moaned with ecstasy. At one point, he grabbed onto her hair. He pulled hard, just enough to make sure that it stung.

At some point, one of his friends said something about how a girl could really be turned on by just a bit of pain.

“Stop that!”

He let go of her hair. He smacked her ass instead.

Thrusting forward, then pulling back, again and again, Jacob took everything he wanted from this girl. Pretty soon, he was ready. His movements turned frantic, and his shaft began to pulsate. He blew his load. He didn’t think about whether or not this freshman girl had enjoyed her own orgasm. He was done with her.

So when he finished, he pulled out, and he grabbed her pants. He tossed them back onto the bed. “Thanks, babe. It was really good.”

He dropped down onto the bed and placed his fingers behind his head. Fortunately for him, this girl wasn’t an idiot. She knew they were done, so she looked around for her panties. Predictably, she couldn’t find them.

Jake would retrieve them later; he’d toss them into the box with the rest of his trophies.

“What does it mean?” Malcolm asked, staring across his desk.

Stan and Spencer, two of Malcolm’s lead researchers, stood a few feet away. They were both holding onto their tablet computers. They gripped those devices across their chests like they needed protection.

“Sir, we aren’t quite sure yet.”

“Explain.”

Spencer cleared his throat, and he stepped forward, just a little bit. “We aren’t exactly sure what this compound is capable of doing, but it definitely seems to be organic. The composition is different from anything else we have seen. We’ve been running several algorithms trying to find commonalities with other chemicals, both natural and laboratory created.”

“Any luck?”

“No,” Spencer said. He readjusted his glasses. “So far, it looks like everyone who was exposed has come through okay. We haven’t seen any symptoms.”

“That’s good,” Malcolm allowed, nodding his head. “But if this is new, that means it’s going to have applications. I want you to take whoever you need. Start figuring out what we can do with this stuff.”

“Sir, are you sure that’s wise?”

“You put the original team members under quarantine, right?”

“We did,” Stan agreed. “But this is something brand-new, like you said. We don’t know what it could do. For all we know, the symptoms could be dormant for years. It might not be wise to start experimenting so soon.”

“What are you suggesting?”

“In the interest of expedience, I’m suggesting that maybe we should focus on our mining efforts. Some of the new scouting techniques have proved to be very effective.”

“Don’t be a coward,” Malcolm said. Stan immediately shriveled up, but his boss just smiled. “I’m sure this is very frightening. We are looking at something brand-new. Fair enough. But this company was founded on big risks. This is just one more.”

“What if it blows up on us?”

“Then we deal with the fallout,” Malcolm replied.

“And the employees who were originally kept under quarantine? Should we let them out?”

“How long has it been?”

“Only two days,” Spencer said.

“That sounds fine to me. Unless you see some reason we need to keep them under lock and key?”

“It would be safer.”

“Also more expensive,” Malcolm declared. “Let them go home. Make sure they report to the physicians for regular checkups. Other than that, I think we should be clear. Oh, and maybe have a lawyer come talk to them just to make sure that they sign releases. That should help cover us.”

The two researchers retreated from the room.

Malcolm glanced over at his assistant. “What is it?”

“Are you sure it’s wise to play around with this stuff? I get that you want to be ambitious and you want this to be the biggest company in the country, but cutting corners means making mistakes.” Currently, she had on a pair of tight black pants and a purple blouse. A couple of the top buttons had already been loosened.

“One more,” Malcolm answered, completely ignoring what she just said to him.

Amy raised her head, she exhaled her exasperation, but she did as she was told like a good little employee. She slipped another button free, revealing more of her cleavage. By this point, Malcolm could actually see the edge of her bra.

“What do you think could happen?”

“I’m not sure. That’s the problem. If this is new, we can’t predict what the outcome could be. Maybe they found a new kind of virus or something.”

“It seemed to be inert.”

“‘Seemed’ being the operative word.”

“Amy, I’m not sure I like your tone of voice. Are you questioning my decision?”

“No, sir,” she answered. And yet, her cheeks were beet red. Obviously, she was upset. She didn’t think he respected her opinion, which made sense. Because he didn’t.

“Amy, I think you should probably help me out. I’m feeling very stressed right now. Can you come over here?” He rolled his chair away from his desk, exposing the opening. When she didn’t obey right away, he snapped his fingers, and he pointed to the spot at his feet.

Reluctantly, she made her way over to his desk, and she got down on her knees. He took out his cock, quickly unzipping his pants and fishing out his member. He was already hard. Putting this girl in her place always turned him on.

Always.

“I’m going to be answering some emails. In the meantime, I’d like you to put in that mouth of yours to good use.”

“Yes, sir,” she said.

He glanced down at her just once before sliding his seat forward again.

By that point, her head was already moving up and down as she sucked on his cock. He loved these blow jobs, especially after his assistant had the temerity to voice an opinion.

“Always remember, that I don’t pay you for your ideas.” Just like that, he patted her on the head, and he went back to work.


Chapter 2

Elizabeth tried to pretend that she wasn’t nervous. Even so, she kept glancing back at the corner of her screen, wondering exactly how much time had passed. Her heart beat a little bit faster. After all, he represented something significant, something new.

For the last couple of decades, psychology had grown very rapidly. With the advent of new scanning technologies, psychologists had been able to track how the brain actually functioned. Every day, they learned more about neurological architecture. They studied hormones, they learned about synapses firing, and every year seemed to bring on new discoveries and theories.

And yet, Elizabeth had never, ever heard about someone like Tyler.

After their first session, she spent hours researching possible explanations. Predictably, she came upon various pharmaceuticals. Plenty of chemicals could alter human behavior. But what could inspire obedience?

Nothing that she knew of. Nothing she could find, anyway. Maybe the government had something.

It sounded silly, but she half wondered if the military had lost control over some experiment.

The intercom came back to life, buzzing for her attention. “Yes?”

“Your next appointment is here,” Jonathan said.

“Please send him in.”

As the door opened, she got up, and she went right over to her spot. She sat down, and she was poised. “Thank you for coming back, Tyler. I’m sure this is very nerve-racking for you, but if we really focus, I believe we can get to the bottom of what going on.”

“It keeps happening. I hear people. They tell me to do things, and then I just do them. I’m really worried someone’s going to figure out what’s going on,” he confessed, staring down at the floor.

“Tyler, I understand. This is very hard. But I think I might be able help, especially if you cooperate. So to start off, can I ask you some questions?” As those words left her lips, a different idea popped into her head. She could have easily ordered him to cooperate, to answer whatever questions popped into her head.

Elizabeth didn’t really think about it, but that idea sent something running down her back, a shiver of excitement. Focusing on her work again, she waited for his answer.

“Okay.”

“This is really important. I can tell you right now that I’m not going to repeat any of this to anyone else. Everything we talk about here is protected by doctor-patient confidentiality. You understand?”

He nodded his head down and up. “Yeah, I think so.” He still sounded very quiet, very timid, like he was becoming more and more used to the idea of not attracting attention. That made sense considering that a poorly worded phrase might compel him to do something he really, really didn’t want to.

“When did this start?”

“It’s been going on for…a few weeks.”

“Can you be more specific?”

“I, I don’t think so.”

Elizabeth didn’t force the issue. “Have you taken any drugs in the last six months?”

“Yes.”

“What kind? Remember, I need to know what you’ve taken, legal or otherwise.”

Tyler chewed on the inside of his mouth for a few more seconds. He glanced over his shoulder at the door, almost like he was considering bolting. Eventually, his shoulders slumped, and he exhaled, puffing out his cheeks. “I take allergy medicine. I’ve also had a little bit to drink. Sometimes, I get drunk with my friends. I did weed a couple of times over the summer.”

Elizabeth took notes. At the same time, she was starting to consider just how problematic this could be. She doubted the alcohol or allergy medications would be an issue considering those were regulated by the FDA. The marijuana on the other hand? That could be incredibly problematic considering that so many different dispensaries took supplies from individual operations. For all she knew, someone had created a new genetic hybrid that might have led to obedience as a side effect.

It seemed unlikely, but this was one possibility. Just as easily, it could have been something he was exposed to. Maybe it was in the water? Maybe it was in the air? Maybe he had some genetic anomaly that interacted with the right set of circumstances, causing his behavior.

Science.

It could be very frustrating.

“Good. Have you noticed whether or not it’s been happening more or less lately?”

“More, I think. It doesn’t seem to happen when I’m at home. But then I go out, and it happens more often, I guess.”

“Who do you live with again?”

“My frat brothers,” Tyler answered.

“And when you go out, when does it happen then?”

“Usually when I’m with my friends.”

“Do they do any drugs?”

“Some of them. A few don’t.”

Again, Elizabeth wrote everything down. After a little while longer, she tapped her pen against her notebook, thinking through a very strange possibility. If this wasn’t happening back at his place, could it be based on gender? Elizabeth had read about various kinds of pheromones that different animals produced.

“Tyler, this might sound a little bit strange, but I would like my receptionist to come in here.”

“Why?”

“This will just be an experiment. I won’t even tell him what’s going on with you. Would it be okay if he came in here? Feel free to say no.”

Tyler locked his teeth together, and he straightened his back. Finally, he realized that he had to trust his psychologist. “Yeah. Fine. Bring him in.”

Elizabeth tapped the intercom, and she called in her receptionist. Jonathan came into the small office, and he glanced back from the patient to his boss. Obviously, he was confused. She’d never called him into a session before. “What can I do for you guys?” He glanced from Tyler to Elizabeth.

“Come here, please,” Elizabeth said.

Jonathan went over to her desk, and she passed him a note.

Her receptionist looked down at the little strip of paper, completely confused. “You’re sure about this?”

“Yes. Please just do as I’ve asked,” Elizabeth said.

Jonathan took a slow breath, and then he looked back at the patient. “Tyler, bark like a dog.”

Tyler stared back at Jonathan. The two men seemed incredibly uncomfortable with one another. When nothing happened, Jonathan looked back down at the strip of paper. “Tyler, stand up and clap your hands.”

Again, Tyler didn’t do anything.

Probably hoping to get this over with as soon as possible, Jonathan read the last line on the strip of paper. “Tyler, jump up and down.”

“Tyler, you didn’t do anything. Why not?”

“Because I didn’t want to. Because everything he said was kind of dumb.”

Elizabeth smiled. She could appreciate his honesty.

“Okay. Now we are going to try this again.” She gave her patient another couple of seconds to brace himself. At the same time, she felt something swirl inside of her: excitement. Elizabeth couldn’t really pin down why, but there was something about this that was actually starting to turn her on. She could feel the heat gathered just below her belly.

Pushing those impulses aside, she concentrated on her work. “Tyler, bark like a dog.”

“Wruff-wruff, wruff!”

Although Elizabeth kept her focus on Tyler, she couldn’t help but notice the way Jonathan did a double take.

“Why did you do that?”

“It just felt like the right thing to do,” Tyler answered. At the same time, he pursed his lips together. He knew something was wrong, but he couldn’t quite explain it. Inside of his head, he simply didn’t know how to reconcile a verbal command with automatic obedience.

“I’m sure it did,” Elizabeth replied. She tried to sound as soothing as possible. “Don’t worry. We’re almost done. Just stand up and clap your hands.”

Tyler leapt up onto his feet, and he brought his hands together. He clapped one, two, three full times. Once he finished, he stood there, looking dazed.

“Jump up and down.”

He hopped in place. He moved like a toy, automatically complying with every command he received.

Through all of this, Jonathan had stood there, looking around anxiously. None of this made any sense to him. Then again, he didn’t have any mental health training. “Thank you. Jonathan, you can go back to your desk now.”

The receptionist nodded quickly and put his head down as he rushed back toward the door. A few seconds later, it closed, leaving Elizabeth alone with her patient.

“What, what does this mean?”

“I’m not sure,” Elizabeth said, but she was certainly coming up with some possible ideas. But I’m still very confident that we will figure this out, as long as you are patient. I was hoping you would let me take some blood samples. I have a friend out of state who might be able to help us. Don’t worry. It will be completely anonymous.”

Tyler snuck another glance at the door. He was definitely thinking about running off. Maybe he even wanted to try to talk with a different psychologist. “I, I’m not sure about this.”

“Just relax. Take a breath.” Before she realized what she had done, his shoulders leveled out, and he took a slow poll of air. Almost immediately, his entire body relaxed, just as she had ordered.

Elizabeth’s eyes widened. She could hardly believe it. She hadn’t meant to do anything, yet the order came out anyway, and Tyler was helpless. He couldn’t resist. He couldn’t even understand what was going on.

“Tyler, I want to help you.”

“I understand.”

“What’s it going to be? Can I take those blood samples?”

He may have been relaxed, but he didn’t change his mind.

“I don’t think so.”

“Tyler, give me permission to take your blood.” She told herself this was only an experiment, but then his eyes glazed over again.

“You can take my blood.” Watching him, unblinking, Elizabeth waited for him to shake off the effects of her command. He didn’t. Instead, he just sat there, waiting for her to do something.

“Roll up your sleeve.”

Tyler obeyed.

“Stay right here.” She got up, and she left the room. She went back into the storage area where she kept most of her medical supplies. She retrieved a syringe, a cotton swab, and some wipes.

Elizabeth went back into her office, she expected him to be gone. Even at this point, during their second session, she still didn’t quite believe that he really was compelled to obey every command when he heard it.

No, not any command.

Any command issued by a woman.

Something else occurred to her as she sat down next to Tyler.

“You really need to do this?” he asked.

“Hold out your arm. You’re going to feel a slight pinching.” For some reason, Elizabeth didn’t really feel the need to answer his question. Once she gave him the order, he obeyed, holding out his arm. Although she hadn’t done this in several years, Elizabeth wiped the site clean, and then she brought the needle down against the vein in his arm. She used the syringe to collect a blood sample. After that, she looked back at her patient. “This is very important Tyler. Don’t tell anyone about what’s going on with you. Keep it to yourself.”

He swallowed. “I can do that.”

She resisted the urge to smirk; of course, he could do it. At this point, he no longer had any choice.

Holly sat in the small office, tapping her fingers against the desktop. At this point, Trevor was only five minutes late. Theoretically, a couple of minutes shouldn’t make that much difference, only she suspected he did it on purpose. He wanted to piss her off without getting in trouble.

At pretty much every class meeting, Trevor would saunter into the room. He would be reasonably quiet. After all, he had this insanely annoying habit of walking that very fine line between disrespectful and punishable. Yes, she could theoretically go to the dean of her department, only it wouldn’t do any good. He would ask to know exactly what Trevor had done, and Holly would be forced to tell the truth. He was a few minutes late. There was something off about his tone; pretty much every time he spoke up in class, he sneered his answers.

Sure, when he chatted with the other girls in class, Trevor managed to be suave and charming. Whenever he talked to his professor, however, it sounded like he wanted to goad her into a fight.

And now he was five minutes late for their conference.

Holly glanced over at the picture of her husband. If he’d been in the office with her, he would have petted her neck and reminded her that these kids could be jerks. Worse, they could behave like total assholes. He’d say something to make her laugh. Inhaling, Holly really wished she could just go home…she would’ve loved to feel Brent’s hands on her shoulders as he massaged the stress away…

Finally, the door opened. She didn’t keep it locked, but he didn’t bother to knock either. Trevor came in, and he plopped down in the seat next to her desk. “You wanted to talk to me.”

“Yes. We need to discuss your grades and your progress in my class.”

He shrugged, like her class couldn’t possibly matter.

“You do want to pass, don’t you?”

Trevor’s nostrils flared, but he didn’t answer. Instead, he stared over her shoulder. Holly couldn’t help herself; she checked, and she looked out the window. A couple of sorority girls were walking by. They had on black dresses. Those girls did that sometimes; they would get dressed up in particular outfits for parties or events.

“Pay attention,” she said to him.

Holly had lost track of how many times she given him that exact order. She probably said it to him two or three times every class meeting. It seemed that Trevor couldn’t keep his eyes off his phone. And when he wasn’t texting or surfing online, he would make a point of whispering to some of his classmates. Every time she called him on it, he would jerk his head up and feign indignation with some excuse like, “I was just asking a question!”

But this time, he turned his attention back to her.

“Trevor, I’ve had the opportunity to talk to some of your other instructors. The consensus is pretty clear. You have a lot of potential, and you are very smart, but you don’t seem to focus.” She did her best to sound gentle, especially because she really did want to see all of her students succeed, even the ones like Trevor who could really get under her skin. At this point, he stared off into space; he obviously wasn’t listening, not until she snapped, “Tell me what’s going on.”

“I don’t like this class.”

“Why don’t you like it?”

“It’s boring.”

“You can do better than that.”

He shrugged. Hardening his lips together, he just stared off into space, like she might go away if he only ignored her for long enough.

“Trevor, tell me what’s going on. Tell me the truth.”

“I’m scared of sounding stupid,” he told her. Then he blinked, apparently surprised by the honesty in his voice.

“What do you mean?”

Although he kept his mouth shut, she could see that his jaw clenched. At the same time, he glanced back at the doorway. It looked like he wanted to spring up onto his feet and retreat out of the office.

It finally seemed like she was making progress with this young man.

“Trevor, tell me what’s going on. Tell me the truth.”

His eyes became distant, almost a vacant for a second, but then he started talking. “Your class is really hard. I could tell from the very first day when you assigned the textbook. I looked at all the essays and everything, and it was really hard for me to follow along.”

As he finished his explanation, he jumped up onto his feet.

“Wait,” Holly called out, raising her hand. He was already three steps toward the door, his hand hovering above the knob. Even so, he waited. He almost looked paralyzed, like some kid playing freeze tag.

Holly studied him for a few more seconds, confused. She quickly went over the last few minutes of conversation, and something occurred to her. It seemed impossible, but was he actually obeying her orders? Each time she asked a question, he seemed perfectly able to act like the snide brat she expected. But when she used to be imperative, when she gave a direct order…

…Did he really have to do what she said?

No way. Nothing like that could actually happen.

And yet…

Holly never thought of herself as a scientist, yet she was definitely curious. And she saw this occurrence, something that couldn’t be explained with anything she already understood. Almost immediately, she dismissed the idea that this was some sort of prank or joke. There was something about Trevor’s face, the way he seemed to tense up, only to relax when he heard an order that made her think this was real.

She decided to conduct an experiment of her own. “Trevor, would you like to sit down?”

All of a sudden, he could move again, and he opened the door. In another second, he’d be gone.

Her voice clapped out. “Shut the door. Sit down.”

And he obeyed!

Holly could hardly believe it. But a few seconds later, he sat, his knees held together, his arms at his sides.

“Trevor. I know that this class is very difficult,” she spoke carefully. On the off chance that this really was a joke, she refused to do anything unprofessional. “I’m sure that you also would like to spend most of your time socializing or chasing after girls, and that’s fine. It’s perfectly natural. But because you registered for my class, you have to understand that it’s going to take a lot of work. When you are done here, I want you to go sign up with a tutor. We have some awesome people, students who have taken my class and done very well. After that, you will write up a study schedule, and you’ll figure out how you can allot enough time to read all of the essays and really understand them. Tell me you understand.”

“I understand.”

“Tell me what you’re going to do.”

His lower lip trembled for a second, like he was trying to say something else. But then all that defiance disappeared as the command really sink in. “I’m going to find a tutor. I’m going to make sure I have enough time to study.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” she said. “You can go now.”

Her student jumped up onto his feet, and he raced back toward the doorway. Yes, he slammed it on his way out, but Holly didn’t really care.

Sitting back, she crumpled her brows, thinking hard about what just happened. She tried to articulate some sort of explanation, yet nothing came to mind. After a little while, she just smirked.

Then something occurred to her. She could actually get some real evidence.

She picked up the phone on her desk, and she typed in the number for the tutoring center on the other side of campus. The phone rang for a few seconds. Then a young woman’s voice answered.

“Hello. This is Professor Holly Clark. Do you know if Trevor Montagne has signed up for a tutor?”

The girl on the other end of the line quickly typed in the name. “Oh yeah, he just came in a few minutes ago. He has his first tutoring session scheduled for an hour from now.”

“Thank you,” Holly said. She hung up, very confused.

Maybe he just needed a firm hand? Holly tapped her pen against her thigh as she stared back at the door. Although he’d been gone for several minutes, the professor tried to think of what that meeting actually meant. An idea occurred to her, one she quickly dismissed. It seemed like Trevor had to obey her. It seemed like he instinctively did whatever she said.

But that was a new behavior. Had something happened to him? Maybe another teacher yelled at him or something? Perhaps he’d been scared straight?

Her phone buzzed in her purse, so Holly grabbed it, and she saw the name of one of her best friends. “Hey,” said Elizabeth.

“What’s going on? It feels like it’s been forever since we’ve been able to hang out.”

“I’m getting a couple of the girls together tonight to grab some wine. You in?”

“After the day I’ve had, yeah. I’m definitely in.”

With his backpack hanging from one shoulder, Jake sauntered down the tree-lined street. Girls headed in the other direction. They probably had class. He smiled and winked at each of them. Most of them giggled. A few of them rolled their eyes.

He had to assume he had already slept with that second group.

Classes had been running for about a week, and Jake had totally been right about this semester. As a senior, he knew exactly what it took to get the underclassmen into bed. His collection was growing rather nicely, he thought with a smirk.

He continued to make his way back to the Alpha Omega house when he stopped because he picked up on the sounds of giggling. He glanced over and found a couple of girls seated on their porch.

Delta Chi. Olivia’s sorority house.

Tilting his head to the side, he realized that he had never been inside there. Strange. Pretty much all of the Greek societies threw parties from time to time. Alpha Omega definitely had a reputation. Then again, if he recalled correctly, Delta Chi was supposed to be the “Scholastic” sorority. That probably explained why Olivia was such a brat.

Since he always believed in confidence, Jake waved at the girls on the porch. They were clustered around a small table, sipping fruity drinks.

When the girls saw him, they giggled, snickering conspiratorially. Jake didn’t exactly understand what was going on, but he shrugged, thinking girls could be crazy. Just then, a boy came out of the house, and he was carrying a tray.

He set the tray down on the table in front of them, and he handed out drinks. The girls smiled back at one another. Then one of them looked toward Jake, and she winked.

“What the hell?” Jake asked to no one in particular.

Almost like he expected to find an answer, he looked around the street, thinking this had to be some kind of joke.

The boy who just came out of the sorority house was Vincent, one of the recently pledged members of Alpha Omega.

Jake jogged up the path to the porch. “Vincent, what the heck are you doing here?”

“Your little fraternity brother decided to help us out. We needed some cleaning done around the house, and he was nice enough to do as we asked.”

Jake looked back at Vincent. Just a freshman, Vincent had actually been doing really well during the pledge competitions. He knew how to drink, he knew how to laugh, and he had a ready wit that definitely put a lot of girls at ease. Most importantly, he had the confidence necessary to succeed as an Alpha Omega man.

None of that included serving drinks too pretentious roadie girls.

Jake stared back at his pledge, wondering if this was some kind of trick. But no, Vincent kept his head down, and he stared at the concrete porch. His cheeks burned a bright shade of red. “Tell me what’s going on right now,” Jake ordered. He was accustomed to giving commands to the pledges.

Vincent mumbled something.

The girls giggled some more. That’s when the door opened, and Olivia stepped out. “Oh, hi.”

“What do you do to him?”

“Nothing,” Olivia said. “Just like we didn’t do anything to your other pledges.”

“What other pledges?” Jake asked. Just then, he heard the vacuum come on. He pushed his way past his rival, and she didn’t even squeak when he stepped into the sorority house.

This place looked immaculate. In the main living room, there were several tables and a few desks along the walls. Everything seemed like it had been dusted and wiped down recently. Hell, the place even smelled fresh, like someone had squirted some strawberry flavor onto the air.

And there was Marcos, another Alpha Omega pledge.

He was busy vacuuming the floor, pushing the machine forward and back. He looked up, and he saw Jake, but he didn’t say anything. He quickly turned his gaze back down to the floor.

“You aren’t allowed to be here. If you don’t go right now, I just might have to call campus security, and it could be really awkward for you.” Olivia’s voice cut through the sounds of the vacuum sliding forward and back on the carpet.

Jake spun back around. He looked down at Olivia. Yes, he was taller than her by a couple of inches, but she stood her ground. Keeping her back straight, she crossed her arms over her perfect chest. Under other circumstances, he would have taken this to be a challenge. A fun challenge. But right then, he needed an explanation.

“What did you do to them? Is this blackmail or something? Did you find something on them?”

“Nope. Your fraternity brothers are just very, very helpful,” Olivia said. The corners of her eyes wrinkled, like she was holding back some laughter. “Maybe you would like to be helpful too. Go to the kitchen and fetch me a glass of wine.”

Jake glared back at her, his feet rooted in that spot.

After a couple of seconds, Olivia just shrugged like it didn’t matter. “Don’t worry. We will make sure that your little pledge brothers get back to your squalor in a couple of hours. They’re just going to do some chores for us.”

“The hell they are,” Jake growled. He strode over to Marcos. “We are getting out of here right now. Come on.” Without even checking, he marched back toward the front door and out onto the porch. Vincent still stood there, off to the side. The girls glanced up at Jake. Then they looked at one another, maybe a little bit nervous.

“Vincent, we’re leaving right now.”

“Stay where you are, Vincent,” commanded one of the girls. Jake didn’t know her name.

Olivia stepped out onto the porch, and Jake kept waiting. Each second ticked by, and his pulse hammered in his chest. He didn’t understand any of this. Why were these frat boys serving these girls? Didn’t they have any dignity? Didn’t they have any self-respect? Only a week ago, Jake had interviewed these guys himself. He knew that they were just as hungry and eager to chase girls as he was.

And yet they looked like house husbands, whipped and eager to obey the females of the house.

This didn’t make any sense!

Olivia looked back at Jake one more time. “I was serious about calling campus security. You aren’t allowed to be here.”

“But they are?” Jake asked acidly.

“They’re our guests,” Olivia said with a beautiful and infuriating little smile.

Rolling his shoulders back, Jake didn’t see any choice. Unless he wanted to get in trouble with the administration, he had to do what they said. So he locked his teeth, and he marched back down the path to the street. As he retreated, he could hear the girls laughing at him all over again.

Worst of all, he still didn’t know what was going on.

Malcolm stared at his computer screen, glaring at it like he could intimidate the monitor into changing the information. Among Wall Street investors, there was this old and rather stupid saying that Malcolm had a personal loathing of. “The market hates uncertainty.” As far as Malcolm was concerned, that phrase was just nonsense.

“Life is uncertainty,” he growled, tapping his fingertips against his desktop. A real businessman knew how to deal with variables and the underlying reality that some things could never be perfectly controlled. Things could always go wrong. Put a business together, and you had to rely on people. Rely on people, and you could never know exactly what they would do.

Of course, a fresh variable had been introduced into his business plan.

He reread the report, scanning each word, making sure that he didn’t miss anything.

But the basic point remained of the same. He could have memorized every letter, and nothing would have changed.

The compound had spread out. Some of it had become aerosolized. The exposure could potentially affect the entirety of Crystal Canyon. And while Malcolm was fairly certain that he could control his employees, he didn’t have the same kind of sway at the University or the smaller, ancillary businesses that had popped up around his facility. There were several banks, restaurants, shops…

Up until this point, Malcolm had been rather proud of his little city. Before he arrived, there had been a convenience store and…pretty much nothing else. In the last seven or eight years, he’d built so much.

And now some anomalous compound found in one of his mines might destroy everything.

Exhaling through his nostrils, he considered the variables. At this point, the compound really did seem to be inert. It didn’t have any impact on the human body as far as his researchers could tell.

Someone knocked at his door. “Come in,” he called out to his visitor without looking up from the computer screen. He wasn’t about to dredge up any new insights, but that didn’t stop him from glaring.

“You wanted to see me, sir?”

“I need to clear my head,” he said, glancing past the screen toward Amy. She looked good in her yoga pants and her satin blouse. Of course, he wasn’t interested in letting her wear clothing.

“Sir, are you sure you would like to talk to me? I’m sure I could find someone else.”

Malcolm turned off his computer, jabbing the button just above the keyboard. He stood, and he strode across his cavernous office. He came upon Amy, and he grabbed her, shoving her back into the door. “I’m not interested in another girl. I’m not interested in someone else. Let’s be candid with one another. I pay you, so I own you.” He practically growled those words back at her, and just as she wanted to open her mouth to respond, he kissed her.

Malcolm stopped thinking about Amy or what she wanted. He simply enjoyed the warm dampness of her mouth as they kissed. His hand went down to her breasts, and he squeezed those gentle melons. Almost immediately, her nipples stiffened even through her bra and her top. He pinched those points, twisting. Her body vibrated with that mixture of pain and pleasure.

He let go, and he looked into her eyes. “You have something you want to say to me?”

She looked back at him, her expression hard. Her cheeks were flushed, and her lower lip trembled ever so slightly.

“There’s something you should understand, Amy. As far as I’m concerned, I really do own you. Remember, your career depends entirely on what I have to say. I’m the one people listen to. I’m the one people respect. Until I decide I’m done with you, you are mine.”

Very wisely, Amy chose not to say anything.

He stood back, his expression softening. “Strip for me.”

She was an MBA, an ambitious young woman who intended to run her own company one day. But for the moment, she was little more than his slave. After all, the money he paid her amounted to nothing compared to his fortunes.

And yet, everything he said was true. If she quit, he could destroy all of her career prospects with just a phone call. He could have her blacklisted from every major corporation all across the planet.

She stretched her jaw for just a second, exposing her teeth.

Malcolm stared back at her, daring her to do something, to say something. Come on. Challenge me, he taunted with nothing but his eyes aimed at her.

Since she was a smart girl, she started to unbutton that satin top. She shrugged it off, dropping her blouse to the floor. Her bra followed a few seconds later. All the while, Malcolm enjoyed the raw power he could wield over this young woman.

Obediently, she took off her shoes, her socks. She shimmied out of her pants, so she only had on her panties. Amy stripped those off too, and she was about to throw her underwear off to the side when Malcolm shook his head. “No. Give those to me.”

She stepped forward, and she held out her panties.

For a moment, he just stood there, watching as she waited, naked. Then he grabbed her panties, and he pushed up against her again. She gasped, and he stuffed her underwear into her mouth, gagging her. “That’s right. You don’t get to talk unless I say so,” he told her.

Amy glared at him, hard, her expression rigid and filled with nothing but unmitigated frustration. Good, he thought. That’s when he grabbed her, and he pulled her over to the mirror. He pinned her arms behind her back, and Malcolm fondled her. He stroked her breasts, teasing them.

“No. Don’t look away,” he commanded. He kept her right there in front of the mirror, and he forced her to watch.

Worse, he made her enjoy it. Sure, he started out by twisting her nipples, but now he stroked her lightly. At any moment, he could have delivered another flash of pain. He didn’t. Instead, he made sure that her breasts received all of the delightful attention he could give. Those little points stuck out, each one a monument to the desire spinning through her body.

Glancing over her shoulder, he looked at his own reflection.

Malcolm had the strong jaw and clipped features that so many women adored. With his broad shoulders and reasonably powerful build, he conveyed a sense of strength. And Amy? She looked more like this timid, little girl. Between her long, black hair and her round cheeks, Amy could’ve walked into a high school and pass herself off as a freshman.

His hand moved it down toward her pubis.

“From now on, as a part of your dress code, you are required to shave your pussy,” he ordered. He brushed his hand along her hair. And then his fingertips went toward her slit.

She wiggled her hips, trying to break his hold on her, but Malcolm didn’t let go. Instead, he tightened his grip on her wrist, and then he plunged his fingers down into her opening. Predictably, her pussy was already wet. And when he stroked her clitoris, he could feel that engorged point, a hot and wet declaration of what she really felt.

“Lucky you. You’re just a little slut. You’re willing to do anything to get ahead, aren’t you? You want to be a CEO. And maybe that will happen someday. Maybe.” He growled those words into her ear. He could smell her perfume, that mixture of cherry and strawberry.

“But right now, you are mine. Right now, you do whatever I say. Isn’t that right?” Her eyes were slightly damp. Yes, she was turned on, but he degraded her self-respect. He made sure that she felt used.

His finger played along her opening, teasing her some more. He played with her body, making sure that her skin was nice and hot. And just as it seemed like she was about to have an orgasm, he pulled his hand out, and he wiped her juices down the side of her ass.

Malcolm always behaved like the kind of man who believed women were objects, toys to be used, to exist for his pleasure. He proved it once again by grabbing her by her hair and pulling her across the room. Before she knew it, he bent her over his desk, and he spanked her. He struck hard at her naked, vulnerable buttocks. She whimpered, howling into her panties, yet those silk briefs absorbed most of the sound.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” Malcolm stepped away, only a step or so. Despite that, she kept her wrists crossed at the small of her back.

She murmured something, and he came back up to her. He grabbed her hair, and he pulled the panties from her mouth.

Her lips parted, and she gasped, the sharp sound of that cut across her teeth.

“Should I fuck you?”

Even as he spoke, he slid his other hand it down between her legs, and he fingered her again. Just as she was about to talk, he yanked on her hair, cutting off those words. The pain jumped down through her scalp even as the pleasure ran up between her legs. He fingered her gently, working her harder until she couldn’t help herself. Her body shook, and the climax overwhelmed everything else.

“Say it.”

“Yes, please. I want to feel you fuck me,” she growled.

“Language,” he said, and she grimaced, glaring back at him for just a moment. But she grabbed onto the edge of the desk, and she bent her head down. Legs spread, she presented herself for him. It made sense. He was the alpha male, the man who could get whatever he wanted.

And even if he was frustrated over some little, inert compound that had been found in one of his mines, it didn’t matter. He would figure it out. For the time being, he just needed to clear his head—by fucking this girl hard.

Her knuckles turned white as she held onto the desk, bracing herself. A second more, and he already had his erection out. He pushed up behind her, taking her from behind. He smacked her ass as he pumped her, thrusting, pulling back only to shove forward again. He wasn’t gentle with her.

He didn’t need to be.

Across town, golden blades of light cut down across the street. Groups of college guys wandered around. A few girls window shopped, glancing at the different dresses, jeans, and tops on display in the windows. Several couples held hands as they enjoyed a sunset stroll. Out here, it all seemed very picturesque to Holly. She could almost forget the stresses of work or the fact that this was all made possible by Talbot Industries and that company’s insatiable need for fresh mining sites.

Seated at one of the small cafés, Elizabeth, Holly, Amanda, and April enjoyed their hors d’oeuvres and their glasses of wine. They enjoyed the buttery spread and olive oil as they sipped from their glasses. At the same time, the women laughed and joked around.

It felt good to get together.

“So how are things at the college, professor?” Amanda asked, smirking at her friend.

“Tough,” Holly replied. She looked down into her wine. She swirled around a little bit. “I swear, this school isn’t anything like any of the other colleges where I worked. You know, normally there’s a pretty equal ratio of males and females, so things are balanced. Even if I get a smug jackass in there, the other students can usually quiet him down.”

“Not this time?” Elizabeth asked.

“Not this time. Anyway, how’s your practice?”

“Odd,” Elizabeth said.

“Anything you would like to share?” April tilted her head to the side, looking back at her friend.

For a second, Elizabeth bit down into her lower lip, thinking really hard. She had this possibly miraculous new discovery, but she couldn’t say anything. Doctor-patient confidentiality and all that. Still, she had to resist the urge to look down at her phone and check her email. She had sent off the blood sample to her friend.

Now she just had to wait to see what would happen.

“Nothing I can talk about.”

“That has got to get tiring really fast,” Amanda said, taking another bite.

From there, Amanda and April talked a little bit about their work. At that point, Elizabeth still wasn’t exactly sure what either of the two women did. They worked in the same office, and accounting firm. But they weren’t accountants. They didn’t seem to be receptionists or managers either. They were data analysts? Something like that. They definitely carried titles that sounded reasonably impressive without actually conveying any information.

But they were sweet, they told good jokes, and they were often free to hang out.

As it started to get later, April had to head off. Amanda was next.

“What about you?” Elizabeth asked, looking back to Holly. “Do need to get home to that husband of yours?”

“Brent can fend for himself for a little while longer.” As those words left her lips, Holly grimaced for a second.

“Is something wrong?”

“Today was just a very weird day. And I’m a little bit worried about Brent.”

“What’s wrong?”

“He’s working hard.”

“Guys will do that sometimes. You know, most wives would be grateful for a husband who works too hard.”

“He’s working really, really hard. I know that he wants to get his surveying company off of the ground, but he keeps working on all these different data models. I swear, if he’s not out poking around the caverns, then he’s at home staring at his screen. I’m just worried that he’s going to break if he continues to push himself like this.”

“I can refer you to someone if you think you should talk to a professional.”

“No. I don’t think that will do any good.”

The two women sat in silence for a couple of seconds.

“Can I get your opinion on something, confidentially?”

“Sure thing,” Elizabeth promised.

Holly glanced around the rest of the café. Seated outside, they were the only ones on the patio. By this point, it was starting to cool down, so most of the window shoppers and couples and friends had either disappeared back to their homes or into the bars to hang out and maybe grab something to drink.

“Something very, very weird happened today.”

“What was it?” Elizabeth asked.

“There’s a student that I’ve been dealing with. I’d rather not share his name. Anyway, he has been a pain in the ass through the entire semester.”

“The whole week of it?”

“You’d be surprised. It doesn’t take much for a kid to be very, very irritating,” Holly replied. She cleared her throat. “He came in for a conference today, and I figured he was going to just give me more attitude. Frankly, I was thinking about trying to convince him to drop the class.”

“But he refused?”

“Actually, the problem was kind of the opposite.”

“How so?”

“I started talking to him, and something strange started to happen. He listened to me.”

“That doesn’t sound like much of a problem,” Elizabeth answered. At the same time, something started to prickle along the back of her neck. This couldn’t actually be connected, could it?

“He did more than listen to me. He actually followed every instruction I gave him. When I told him to do something, he just did it.”

“Really?” Elizabeth did her best to sound shocked. She wasn’t exactly sure that she succeeded. It didn’t really matter though, not when she couldn’t say anything.

“I even checked afterward. He followed all of my instructions to the letter. You have to understand, this is a kid who has been giving me trouble all freaking week. He never does as he’s told. But this time, when we were talking, it was like he—”

“Couldn’t help himself?” asked Elizabeth, finishing her friends thought.

“Yeah. Have you ever heard of anything like this?”

Exhaling slowly, Elizabeth turned her gaze back down the street. “I’m not sure. I’m really, really not sure what’s going on here.”

Whatever was going on, it seemed to be spreading. Elizabeth made a mental note to call her friend and make sure that the analysis was performed on the blood sample as soon as possible. It couldn’t wait, especially if this was going to be contagious.


Chapter 3

Elizabeth knew that she was already late, but she couldn’t help herself. She stopped outside of the administration building, and she pulled her phone from her purse. She looked down at the email address. She didn’t recognize the sender, but there was another message from another one of the teachers.

She stopped and quickly scanned through the message. Another female instructor from the university had noticed that her male students had changed. Their behavior improved remarkably, and they seemed willing to follow all of her instructions…

Several days had gone by since Elizabeth’s last meeting with Tyler.

The blood sample’s analysis still hadn’t come back despite her repeated requests. Elizabeth’s friend asked about the rush, but she decided to keep the most pertinent details to herself. After all, she still didn’t know what this thing was.

With each day, she watched as the effects spread.

At first, Elizabeth visited some of the bars, and she talked to the serving staffs. She asked about “strange behavior” or maybe customers who became surprisingly polite. No one really noticed anything.

No one seemed to notice anything different.

Then when she’d been back downtown, Elizabeth smiled as she watched a couple flirt. The girl was holding onto a teddy bear. Her boyfriend had his arm wrapped around her. They seemed so sweet…right until the boy grabbed the stuffed animal and ran off with it. He called out something about holding the bear for ransom since she liked it so much.

“No fair! Get back here!”

Only a second before, the college guy had been running hard. He literally skidded to a stop, turned around, and he went back to his girlfriend. “Now give me the bear,” she said, pouting out her lower lip.

Again, the boy obeyed. He looked like another college kid.

Elizabeth figured it out.

Age.

For some reason, this only seemed to affect young men. As she walked ahead, her heels clicking against the concrete, she tried to go through the variables. Could it have to do with testosterone levels? Some stage of puberty?

To test her theory, she went into another random shop. Bicycles surrounded her. The aroma of rubber filled the air. She saw a man sitting behind the counter.

“Give me your wallet,” she said to him.

The guy raised an eyebrow, he started laughing.

Elizabeth immediately spun back around, and she went outside. She marched along. Another shop caught her attention, if only because she looked through the window, and she saw a young man sitting behind the counter. She stepped inside. Posters adorned the walls; a dozen different superheroes raised their arms, blasted away with guns, or shot beams from their fists or eyes.

The psychologist marched right up to the desk once again. “Give me your wallet,” she said to the kid sitting behind the counter. He couldn’t have been older than nineteen.

Without saying anything, he stood up, he slipped his hand into his pocket, and he took out his wallet, holding it out for her.

“Sit down. Pretend I was never here.”

She turned back to the street, and she went outside, grinning ferociously. That had to be it. This phenomenon somehow depended on age. The excitement buzzed through her body as she headed back toward her car.

The excitement from her discovery soon faded, however. She didn’t have the research, but something else occurred to her. This could only be the start. Whatever virus, bacterium, or radiation caused the male instinct to obey could also be inflicting serious damage.

Elizabeth had to tell someone.

Considering that virtually every young adult in Crystal Canyon was there to attend the university, she had to go talk to the trustees. She called several different offices. Each time, she expected them to laugh at her. She thought it would be a real fight to get them to believe what she was saying.

Surprisingly, plenty of people had started to notice.

They wanted to hear what was going on from a trained psychologist. Crystal Canyon was still fairly small. There was only one other expert in the city, and she spent most of her time helping engineers and miners with workplace injuries.

That brought her back to campus as she stood in front of the administration building.

Elizabeth could hardly believe something like this was actually happening. This kind of development pretty much never occurred. It might lead to something horrifying or amazing. She couldn’t tell either way. Taking a breath, she marched into the air-conditioned corridor as she made her way toward the elevators.

Because she was a few minutes late, the trustees had already gathered. They sat around a large, expensive looking conference table. Hanging overhead, a projector glowed. As the door shut behind her, Elizabeth made her way to the head of the table.

As a small time psychologist, she didn’t get to encounter people like this very often. More often than not, Elizabeth paid her bills by counseling the Talbot employees who were having marital difficulties. She spent her time trying to help asshole husbands explain why they had cheated to their wives.

“Ladies and gentlemen, I want to thank you for meeting with me. For the last couple of weeks, I’ve been conducting research on a new phenomenon.” Some of the men leaned back in their chairs, their arms crossed over their chests. They didn’t really want to be there, but the women leaned forward.

It made sense. The men in the room hadn’t experienced any of this. Unless they had witnessed it, they would be unlikely to believe that the female population suddenly had tremendous power over the young men in the city. Besides, even if they had been nearby, there was a good chance that any interaction could be written off as a normal choice.

“What phenomenon are you talking about exactly?” The question didn’t seem exactly hostile, but Elizabeth glanced over at a young man. He was probably her age, late twenties, early thirties. He also was clearly wearing the most expensive suit in the room. He probably could have purchased Elizabeth’s apartment with the amount he spent on ties.

Malcolm Talbot, the CEO of Talbot Industries.

“Mr. Talbot, we are talking about some kind of new variable that alters the behavior of our young men. Currently, I have more than thirty documented cases, in addition to other rumors and reported sightings.”

“You’re telling us our boys can’t think for themselves anymore. What kind of feminist garbage is this?” asked another trustee.

Elizabeth didn’t know his name, but she expected that sort of reaction. “It’s not that they can’t think for themselves, but they seem to be highly suggestible. Please take a look at this file. I apologize for some of the redactions, but I’m still not allowed to share any of my patient’s personal information.”

Once she passed the pile of files to her left, she waited. Almost immediately, the trustees started to look at the documentation.

“This is impossible,” murmured one man.

“This has to be a joke, right? It’s a prank or something. It has to be,” he said, though uncertainty chimed at the back of his voice.

“I can’t believe this.”

Just as the last of the files had been distributed, Elizabeth placed her hands on the conference table. “I realize this seems insane, but we need to start looking for potential causes. Theoretically, this could be anything. It could be in the food supply, the water, the—”

“I believe I may have a theory,” interrupted Mr. Talbot. Everyone turned their attention to him. “My apologies for interrupting, but I think I might know what is causing this.”

“Please. Elaborate,” Elizabeth said, holding out her hand.

“I may be wrong about this, but some of my researchers recently detected a new compound in one of the mines. I was hoping that it wouldn’t have any effect, especially because we haven’t been able to determine what it does when exposed to humans.”

“Is it some kind of virus?” Elizabeth asked.

“At this point, it appears to be an inorganic compound. That said, it also looks like something that none of my scientists have been able to understand completely.”

“Okay, so we have the potential cause,” Elizabeth said. “At this point, you’re going to need someone to organize the response. I realize that the people in this room are only responsible for the college, but it won’t take much to get to the mayor and city council involved. And if I may say so, Mr. Talbot, you wield incredible political sway.”

Elizabeth had to bite her tongue ever so slightly. She wasn’t a fan of having one billionaire in charge of so much, but he had essentially the ear of the entire city. Everything was there, including the building in which they stood, because of him.

“I do,” he acknowledged with a nod of his head. “What do you suggest, Dr. Hunt?”

At least he used her formal title. “This may sound extreme, but I believe we will need a general quarantine over the city.”

“That’s insane!”

“You have to be kidding me.”

“What would we tell everyone?”

Elizabeth stared back at her audience, waiting for them to calm down. Eventually, she tapped her knuckle into the conference table. It may not have been a gavel, but it worked nonetheless. “I know that this is a difficult scenario for all of you. But really, we don’t want this to get out. First, there is the danger of spreading this compound to other cities. Second, we need to be aware that this is an entirely new situation, and I don’t think we want outsiders coming in.”

“What about experts? If we told the government, they would be able to send people in here to help!”

Elizabeth nodded, completely understanding. She almost appeared to be sympathetic. This was the kind of expression she routinely wore when dealing with her patients. “That all makes a lot of sense, but I’ve been thinking about this, and I think it would be a mistake to bring in government officials. If we report this to the governor or the CDC, there’s a good chance the military would be involved.”

She let that possibility sink in for a few more seconds.

From there, Elizabeth continued, “Think about it. If this compound really has the potential to modify behavior, then the NSA and the CIA wouldn’t be far behind. We are essentially talking about new research into mind control. That’s not something I think any of us want for the students of Crystal Canyon. And really, they need to be our top priority.”

“Are you suggesting that we really can’t trust the government?”

“I’m suggesting that there are a lot of variables to consider and many people who could take advantage of us. Even leaving out the question of the government, there’s also the problem of outsiders in general. Fraudsters might learn about what’s happening here. All of a sudden, the young men at our school would be utterly helpless. Someone could walk up and demand that any boy sign a contract. He would do it, and there’d be no way to tell whether or not he was affected by this compound. For now, it’s best if we deal with this ourselves.”

“But we don’t have the resources!” another trustee insisted.

“Actually, we do. A friend of mine is currently running tests on several blood samples. With luck, we will be able to synthesize some kind of antidote fairly soon.”

“What are we supposed to do in the meantime?”

“Well, we need to see just how far it spreads. I will tell you now I have been experimenting with some of the boys. In time, I’m hoping that I will be able to develop protocols that will help them adjust to the situation, no matter how long it lasts.”

Quiet filled the room. The trustees looked at one another, perhaps trying to get a sense of where everyone else stood. But really, they were paying attention to Malcolm Talbot. He was the one who would make the ultimate decision.

“For now, I think we should trust in Dr. Hunt’s expertise. I will contact the police department, we will institute a quarantine, and we will make sure that this information stays local.”

“You really think that’ll be possible?” said another trustee, one of the older ones. “These kids already spend so much time on the YouTube and the Twitter. They’re probably talking about it already. Those kids can’t keep anything to themselves.”

“I already ordered my IT department to track mentions of any strange behavior. Up until this point, none of the students seem to have started talking about it online.”

“Why not?” That question came from one of the female trustees.

Again, Malcolm answered. “My guess is that this is too crazy for any of them to believe. The boys probably don’t want to mention it and maybe the girls aren’t quite brave enough to question the situation. Eventually, I imagine that will change. Hopefully, by then, we will have a solution.”

“Trying to keep a secret like this, I really don’t think it’s going to work,” said the same woman. She shook her head in dismay.

“There are certain programs that can be initialized. Keep in mind that Talbot Industries already owns the connections we use to get online. It won’t be difficult to create a firewall that deletes mentions of particular behavioral sets.” Malcolm may have been a CEO, but he had no problem talking to professors and academics.

If any of the other participants at that meeting were made uncomfortable by the notion that one company could control access to the Internet, they didn’t say anything.

“At this point, like I said before, I think we should give Dr. Hunt authority over the situation. She will research this condition and keep us apprised.”

“Absolutely,” Elizabeth said with a respectful nod of her head.

The trustees didn’t seem to be particularly eager to remain at the meeting. Malcolm had issued his ruling, and they were all perfectly comfortable letting him take the credit if it worked or the blame if it failed.

Within a few minutes, Malcolm and Elizabeth were alone.

“I have a request for you.”

“Is it actually a request?” Elizabeth asked as she gathered up her notes and reports.

“You’re blunt. You’re also smart. I can respect that.” He stood up. “I don’t need to tell you that liability could become a very big issue here. My company unearthed whatever compound is causing this, and I would rather not be sued into oblivion. Granted, I have very good attorneys and a lot of insurance, but that may not help here. I would rather have this dealt with sooner rather than later.”

“Quite the humanitarian.”

Malcolm shrugged. “I have my goals. I have also been supporting you up until this point. Would you be willing to make sure that I have access to your files before the rest of the trustees?”

“What’s to stop you from just siccing your hackers on my computer? I’m sure you could get access to my hard drive without any trouble.”

“That’s true,” he agreed. “But I would rather have you as a real ally, Elizabeth.”

Just then, the door opened, and a young Asian woman stuck her head into the room. “Sir, it is time for your next meeting.”

“Thank you, Amy.” Malcolm turned back to the psychologist. “Please think about what I’ve said.” He sauntered off, a man confident in his ability to control the world.

The assistant didn’t retreat right away. Instead, she glanced back down the hallway. Then she snuck across the threshold, and she closed the door. “Whatever you do, don’t trust Malcolm Talbot. I know that he always sounds reasonable, but he doesn’t care about anything but his own ambitions.”

At first, Elizabeth didn’t know what to say. By the time she formulated a question, the petite Asian girl had already opened the door and fled into the corridor. Left alone, the psychologist wondered what she was supposed to do with that warning.

Technically, the class wouldn’t end for another two or three minutes, but the professor started talking about the homework assignment, which was the signal to start packing up as far as Jake and his classmates were concerned. The teacher tried to speak over the sounds of rustling paper, backpack zippers, and the first footsteps as the students fled.

For the most part, Jake zoned out as he headed outside. The last vestiges of fall warmed the air. Even so, some of the large campus trees had already started to turn brown or red.

As he walked along, he started to notice something. There were plenty of couples among the different students wandering the campus, some on their way back to their dorms, others off to class. It seemed unusual. For the most part, the college kids would walk on their own, at least as far as the days went. At night, they would cluster together.

Then something else occurred to him. Not only were there an unusual number of guys and girls moving together, but all of the guys were carrying books, backpacks, or purses. Jake shrugged, thinking that it was some weird coincidence, nothing important. Besides, just then, someone called out his name.

“Jake, I’ve really wanted to talk to you. You have a minute?”

He didn’t turn toward the source of that voice. He recognized the sound but not the name that went with it. Britney? Becky? Maybe something with a K…or a C?

He turned back, and he saw her, a young woman with soft brown hair. Currently, she had her hair in a ponytail. If he recalled correctly, he pulled on that very same ponytail. He didn’t remember meeting her. It could have been at a party. Maybe they met at one of the bars downtown. Either way, he was fairly certain he had one of her pairs of panties stored away in his trophy box.

“What’s up?” Jake asked, careful to keep his voice neutral.

“I, I was hoping we could talk about something.”

“Hey, I really don’t want to be mean or anything, but I have a lot of homework I need to take care of,” he said, lying. After all, Jake knew this routine pretty well. He’d sleep with a girl, she’d wait for him to call, and a few days or a few weeks later, she would try to confront him because of something she saw on one of those women’s channels. Or maybe she read an article or something. He didn’t really care.

These girls, seriously, they could be so freaking dumb. They had a good time.

But Jake didn’t want a reputation for being a genuine jerk. So he stood there, glancing around awkwardly as this girl tried to put her thoughts together.

“No. Please, this is important.”

Jake walked over to her. He reached out, and he put his hands on her shoulders. It really looked like she was trying to get the nerve up to say something else, so he simply had to cut her off. As diplomatically as possible, he said, “I’m sure it is, but maybe if you give me a call, we can talk some time.”

Jake knew the routine, so he turned away, and he was going to simply walk off. If he moved fast enough, the girl wouldn’t be able to get her thoughts together in time, and he’d be long gone.

It was a good plan.

It should have worked.

But then there was a second voice, and she called out, “Stop.”

This time, Jake didn’t need to think. He recognized that voice instantly.

Olivia.

Right away, he tried to look around, to find where she was. But his body couldn’t move. He felt frozen, but only for a second because she added, “Jake, come over here.” He found her standing off to the side, fifteen feet away. Leaning against the chemistry building, she had one foot braced against the wall.

Nonchalant, this girl managed to seem sexy, dangerous, and bored all at the same time.

Because he didn’t really understand what was going on, Jake did walk over to her. Actually, he sauntered, stretching ahead with his usual swagger.

“Hello, Olivia. How are you doing today?”

“I’m fine,” she said. She glanced upward, staring through the trees up to the sky. “Actually, I don’t think that’s true. I’m kind of annoyed. You see, I don’t like jackasses. I really don’t like guys like you who think that they can get away with whatever they want.”

At some point, the freshman followed after him, standing off to the side. The girl whose name probably included a K or a C didn’t say anything, not while the seniors were busy talking.

“I’m really sorry to hear that. But hey, I will let you know if I see any jackasses. That way, you can steer clear of them.” Feeling especially aggressive, he decided to lean in. As he did so, he almost expected Olivia to retreat, to step aside. Instead, she held her spot, apparently content to let him whisper into her ear.

Jake enjoyed that close proximity, the almost-intimacy of being so close. For a second, he wondered how many guys would have killed to get this close to a girl like Olivia. From her blonde hair to her perfect body, her bright blue eyes, and her cunning little smile, he knew that she could have had anyone she wanted. Maybe that’s why he enjoyed taunting her so much.

“The freshman made her choice. I’m sorry if she got the wrong idea, but that’s on her.”

“And apparently you made her some promises,” Olivia answered right away. “Don’t lie to me, Jake. You love hitting on these girls. You lead them on.” For an instant, it sounded like Olivia had finished, only then she pushed away from the wall, and she came at him. She jabbed her fingers into his chest. “You make them think it’s going to be magical. You make them think it’s love at first sight.”

“I don’t—”

“Tell the truth.”

Every response Jake may have uttered suddenly stopped in his mouth. Before he knew it, he started to speak again, only he couldn’t control his lips. It felt like his body went into autopilot.

“I know what these girls want to hear. I tell them that I’m going to love them. I tell them that I think we have the chance to make something really special together. I tell them that they are special.”

“You really think they’re special? Tell the truth,” Olivia ordered.

Jake blinked for just a second, and his mouth started to move again. With every syllable, he tried to stop himself. He tried to retake control over his lips and his tongue and his teeth, but his jaw kept going, on and on.

“No. I think they’re dumb freshman girls. I think they’re hot.”

“That’s what I thought. So you are a jackass. You are a liar. And that’s why you’re going to apologize to Kelly right now.”

Jake looked back at the freshman girl. At the same time, he looked down the walkway.

Adrenaline itched in his legs and along his fingertips. He really, really ached to simply run, to retreat and flee from these girls as fast as he could. Although he couldn’t figure out exactly what had happened to him, he couldn’t just sprint off, could he? He couldn’t run away from a pair of girls, could he?

No. Of course not.

Before he figured out what was going to happen, Olivia stepped up behind him, and she whispered into his ear “Get down on your knees and apologize. Tell her that you aren’t worthy of dating her. Tell her that you are just some dumb boy, and you aren’t worth her time.”

Yeah, right.

Jake started smirk, thinking he would never, ever do anything like that. A girl like Olivia could have her little feminist wet dream about a boy who would apologize for all the nasty things he had done. But this was the real world, and it was survival of the fittest. If he knew the right things to say, and if the girls were dumb enough to believe them, then they were just as responsible.

Just as that idea flashed through his head, he found himself walking over to Kelly. He looked into her eyes. She had on her glasses, and her lips were held into an angry line. Then again, it seemed like she might start crying at any moment. Her eyes had that glassy sheen that always made him nervous.

Within a heartbeat, Jake fell to his knees.

What’s happening to me? That thought jumped through his head just as his mouth started to move. “Kelly, I’m sorry I have been such a jerk. I’m not worthy of you. I’m just a dumb boy.”

Kelly said something to him. He couldn’t quite make out what it was.

Then she repeated that single word.

“Louder.”

He raised his voice, loud enough for the other students who happened to be passing by to hear.

“Kelly, I’m sorry I have been such a jerk. I’m not worth your time. I’m just a dumb boy.”

Footsteps clicked behind him until Olivia leaned forward and said something very quietly. Only Jake could hear these words, “Tell her she can do better than you.”

“You can do so much better than me!” Every random student who just heard that looked at him, clearly confused. Jake had a reputation, after all. He was the guy who could get any girl. He was the leader of Alpha Omega, after all.

“Poor bastard,” muttered one college guy.

“I don’t know. I think it’s sweet when boys apologize. He clearly knows he messed up.”

“I swear, that’s where they all belong. On their knees,” said a different girl.

Still kneeling, Jake listened to each and every word. Anger simmered within his body, held down by a layer of abject embarrassment. He kept staring at the concrete.

Normally, he would have jumped up and said something silly. He would have gotten everyone to laugh, but he stayed right where he was. He couldn’t follow those instincts. Not when he was so confused. What happened? Why was he doing this? Why was he listening to Olivia? Worse, why was he obeying her?

The intercom buzzed again. The snarl of static clarified into Jonathan’s voice, “Uh, Dr. Hunt. There is a young woman here to see you. She doesn’t have an appointment.”

“What does she want?” Elizabeth asked after she pushed to the button.

“She says that it’s important, and that’s about it. Should I tell her to make an appointment or to leave?”

It was late in the day, almost closing time. If Elizabeth had wandered out into the front office, she was fairly certain she would have found Jonathan playing around online. For her part, she had been examining the preliminary results of the blood tests.

They seemed normal. Granted, that was only the first round of diagnostics, but Elizabeth had really been hoping something special would pop out. In the meantime, she studied the data herself, looking at some of the microscopic readings. Her colleague had been kind enough to send pretty much everything she had.

She rubbed her eyes, going through the same thought process again and again. What might exist in the blood that could affect human behavior? She considered so many different possibilities, but one that kept jumping out was blood sugar. Alter blood sugar, and you could change his or her mood. Change his or her mood, and you could affect the decision-making process.

And yet, there was no emotion associated with obedience or subservience.

Sadness, maybe? A lack of drive? Depression?

No.

Elizabeth considered Tyler once again. That young man may not have been particularly aggressive, but he wasn’t depressed either. So it had to be something else.

“What should I tell her, Dr. Hunt?”

“I’ll speak with her,” Elizabeth answered. Silently, she added, If only because I need a break. Standing up, she stretched her back and her arms. She rolled her shoulders, and she enjoyed that little taste of freedom.

The door opened, and a young woman stepped into the office. She looked around, perhaps a little bit nervous. After a second or two at the threshold, she stepped inside. She had black hair, a small nose, and she currently wore a short skirt and a shimmering red blouse.

“I’ve seen you around,” Elizabeth said. She walked from behind her desk. “I’m Elizabeth, which you already know. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“My name is Amy Yang,” said the other girl. They shook hands, and Amy glanced around again.

“What can I do for you Amy?”

Amy sucked on her bottom lip for a second or two. After a third glance around the office, she turned her attention back to the psychologist.

“I know who you are, and I know that you are the one researching the behavioral anomalies taking place in Crystal Canyon.”

“That’s correct,” Elizabeth replied. Generally speaking, she hadn’t made her research public, but it wasn’t technically a secret either.

“Do you mind if I ask how you know about this?”

“I’m Malcolm Talbot’s personal assistant.”

“Ah, I see.” Elizabeth went back to her desk and sat down. She motioned for Amy to take a seat as well.

“What do you think of Mr. Talbot?” she asked, her gaze aimed right at the psychologist.

“For the most part, he seems like a reasonable man. He supported me when it came to the question of the quarantine.”

“Yes. The quarantine,” Amy said. “Mr. Talbot has been working very hard on that. He instituted a drop-off system to make sure that the supplies coming into the city could be handled without the risk of contaminating any drivers. A few people have tried to leave because of business or family concerns, but he’s been able to keep them quiet. He definitely knows what he’s doing. Still…you haven’t answered my question.”

Elizabeth didn’t understand the point of any of this. “I think you summed up his abilities pretty nicely.”

“A person is more than what they can do,” Amy replied. “Please, just tell me what you think of him.”

“To be completely honest, I don’t really have an opinion about him one way or the other. I’m glad he has supported me, but beyond that, I haven’t really looked into him.”

“It’s funny, isn’t it? CEOs can wield all of this power. Mr. Talbot is completely in control of his Corporation, and he literally built the city, but pretty much no one knows anything about him.”

“Is there something you think we should know?”

Amy bowed her head down. Her hair fell around her face, hiding her eyes. One, two, three, four, five seconds ticked by, but Amy still didn’t say anything. She was very, very still.

“Amy, why did you come here?”

“Because I think this compound might be a blessing in disguise.”

“What do you mean?”

Amy straightened her back, and touched her fingers to the corners of her eyes. When she started to speak again, it sounded like her voice might crack or break. Then she inhaled, and she breathed out slowly. “Malcolm Talbot is a bastard. He’s a sexist. He has no problem harassing every girl in his employment. And frankly, I think he has a bigger political agenda.”

“For the city?”

“In the short term, yes,” Amy said. Her eyes didn’t waver. Apparently, she had made her decision. She needed to get those words out. “In the longer term, I believe that Malcolm will want to set his sights on national office. That might be years or even decades away, but it doesn’t matter. He has a vision.”

“What vision is that?”

“Let’s just say he appreciated the gender dynamics of the 1950s.”

Elizabeth raised an eyebrow. Sure, she encountered a little bit of sexism back in college, but that mostly came down to drunk frat boys telling her to take off her shirt. “What are you saying? What do you think he really wants?”

“Have you really looked at Crystal Canyon? With a few exceptions, men are completely in charge here. Malcolm Talbot maintains iron control over his Board of Directors. There are a couple of token women, but that’s all. The same thing happens at the University. Every real position of power is held by a man.”

“And that’s all by design?”

“Malcolm hides it pretty nicely. He likes to go on and on about how there aren’t enough female engineers or professors who are willing to relocate. He even talks about funding programs to get more women interested in science…but it never seems to work out.”

“Has he harassed you?”

Amy didn’t deny it. Instead, she just threw her head back, and she started to laugh. After a few more seconds, she wiped the tears from the corners of her eyes. “You can say that. Don’t get me wrong. He is a nice enough boss, but he likes using the girls around him. At this point, I’m not sure what I’m going to do.”

“Why are you bringing all of this to me?”

“Because this thing, whatever it is that’s making the boys obedient, it has potential. Men have been in charge for a very long time. Maybe it’s time something else should happen.”

“It’s only affecting the young men.”

“True,” Amy said. “But you’re the only one who really understands what going on. You’re the only one who has access to all of the research. Please, just be very careful with what you do. That’s all I’m saying.”

Amy didn’t say anything else. She got up, and she walked back out of the office. Left alone to her thoughts, Elizabeth wondered what she was supposed to do with that encounter. One thing was certain: she had many more questions that needed to be addressed.

Over the next week or two, Holly noticed something pretty amazing. Her students were starting to behave. Or more specifically, the male students were starting to behave. The boys became attentive, almost servile.

The first week of class taught her to dread every class meeting. She got so sick of the snide comments, the bored glances, and the dismissive sighs. Day by day, that all seemed to change.

Holly’s favorite part?

The girls got more aggressive. They contributed more, raising their hands and offering to contribute to the group discussion.

During the first week, most of the female students had sat back in their desks, quiet and nonresponsive. Even when Holly specifically called on some individual students, those girls would just shrug. At the time, Holly figured about the girls didn’t have anything they wanted to say. Maybe they were bored with the material.

But then the boys started to quiet down, and that’s when the girls became more active.

Not only that, the guys actually seemed genuinely nervous. They would look around, wondering what might happen. It started in Holly’s introductory courses. But then it started to spread. It was pretty amazing. The boys did all their homework. If she asked for a volunteer, they cooperated. None of them made anymore snide comments, and she didn’t have to worry about discipline at all. Even Tyler became one of her best students. So long as she made her expectations very clear, he would do what she wanted. They would all do what she wanted.

That’s why she was so happy when she went home.

After another amazing week, Holly got out of her car, and she practically skipped up the driveway to her front door.

She wanted to celebrate.

It finally felt like she was getting through to the students, like she was actually making a difference.

It sounded cheesy and corny, but Holly couldn’t bring herself to care. She really believed in teaching and helping students to learn new ways of examining the world and analyzing the information they had at their disposal.

“Brent,” Holly called out as she hopped through the door. “I’m home, and I want to go out!”

When she didn’t hear a response, she dropped her bag by the front door, and she strolled back through the house. She grabbed herself a drink of water, and then she went to his office. He would probably be there.

Pausing outside of his office door, she shook her head, thinking that Brent pretty much always spent his free time working.

She tapped on the door. Nothing. She knocked again, a little bit louder.

“Come in,” came the invitation.

She opened the door, and she practically jumped over to his desk. She wrapped her arms around him even though he was seated. “Hey. Guess what?”

“What?”

“It’s Friday, and I want to go do something.”

He looked back up at her.

“I really should be working right now.”

“How many hours have you worked this week?”

The exhaustion faded away from his face for a few moments. “I put in a little bit of overtime,” he confessed.

“We both know you’ve been working really, really hard. Let’s go to a movie. Let’s go hang out.”

“Are you sure you wouldn’t rather hang out with your friends?” Brent asked her.

“No. You aren’t ducking out of this. You are coming out with me, mister. I want to spend some time with my awesome husband.”

That’s when Holly took a moment to really look down at her husband, and she saw the darkened bags beneath his eyes, the way his skin seemed pale.

“When was last time you ate?” Holly asked.

“I don’t know. Sometime this morning, before you left.”

“You didn’t eat anything before I left,” she said. “If I recall correctly, I told you to eat something, and you promised me you would.”

Holly retreated back a step. She kneeled down in front of him, and she looked hard at her husband. “Please, Brent, you need to start taking better care of yourself. I know that these projects are really, really important to you, and I get it. But you can’t kill yourself with the work.”

“I won’t. I promise.”

“I’m going to go grab you a snack. You’re going to eat it, and then we’re going to go out for a real dinner. Understand?”

“Yeah. Sure.”

Holly went out into the kitchen, and she grabbed an apple. As she chopped it up, she gripped the handle of the knife. Her nostrils flared, and she had to pause, to let her emotions settle back down. She cared about her husband deeply. She wanted to take care of him, but she could hardly believe what he was doing. He kept working and working, grinding himself down.

Exhaling, she could feel the breath along her teeth. Sometimes she really wished she could just tie her husband down and get him to do what she wanted.

She threw away the apple core and headed back into his office with his snack. Predictably, she picked up on the clicking of his mouse and the clacking of his keyboard. She set the tray down next to him.

“I swear, if you don’t start eating right now, I will turn off the computer, and I don’t even care if you saved your work.”

That caught his attention. His eyes widened as he looked up at her.

“You wouldn’t.”

She leaned down, resting her palms on the armrests of his chair. “Try me.”

Reluctantly, he rolled back, and he started eating his apple.

“You know, if you don’t start taking better care of yourself, I’m going to get very grumpy with you.”

“What are you going to do? Take care of me against my will?” He let out a derisive little puff of air.

“If that’s what it takes,” Holly answered.

Her husband looked back at the professor, and he tried to guess whether or not she was joking. After a few more seconds, he couldn’t come to a conclusion.

In his bedroom, Jake sat at his computer. He had a paper due. He needed to work on the equations for one of his math classes, and there were several readings he had to complete for his history class. All of that work required his attention, but he found himself staring at his computer, wondering exactly what he was supposed to do.

Again and again, he came back to one question.

“Why did I let her boss me around like that?”

On some level, Jake kept thinking that he acted on his own. Of course, he had flirted with girls in the past, telling them whatever they wanted to hear. He remembered one women’s studies major from his junior year. He had gone on and on about how women were the superior sex, how they would eventually take control of every major economic institution. That girl ate it up. That night, they had sex. In the morning, he watched her from his bedroom window as she carried her high heels in one hand and her purse in the other.

Because he was a gentleman, he had decided not to take pictures of her walk of shame. But seriously, that would have been delicious.

Yes, he could tell girls what they wanted to hear. But Jake actually kneeled down before a freshman. He said he wasn’t worthy of her? He said he was just a dumb boy?

What the hell?

Jake kept going through those memories, and they almost felt like some bad dream, something out of a terrible movie.

Unable to come to any real conclusion, he heard his phone vibrate for his attention. Jacob grabbed it, grateful for a distraction, at least until he saw her name. The message came from Olivia.

Come over. I want to talk to you.

“Yeah, that’s not going to happen,” he sneered.

Jake tossed his phone onto the desk again as he pressed his palms to his eyes. Maybe something was wrong with him? He could go to a doctor or something…Was he crazy? Earlier that week, Jake overheard some guy in his math class whisper something about going to see a psychologist. What was her name? Ellen? No…Elizabeth, Elizabeth Hunt.

Did he really want to go sit on a couch and talk about his dreams with some chick?

No way.

Jake didn’t have anything against therapy, not really. Some of his friends, especially back in high school, needed to talk to someone. Just not him. He was better than that. He didn’t have any problem.

“So why the hell did I do what Olivia told me?”

His phone chimed out for attention. He glanced down at it, raising one eyebrow. What the hell? No one actually called him on his phone.

Without really thinking about what he was doing, he lifted the device up to his ear. “Hello?”

“Don’t put the phone down. You’re going to listen to me.”

Olivia. Oh shit.

Drop it, man. That’s all you’ve got to do, he thought, silent. Within a span of just a few seconds, he made several attempts. He only had to release his phone, to let gravity take over. It would fall down, and he wouldn’t be able to hear her anymore.

“You’re still there, aren’t you?”

Jacob didn’t answer. His lower lip trembled, and the frustration kept burning through him. He only had to relax his fingers. If he only moved his thumb an inch or two, the phone would slide free, and it would hit the floor. He locked his jaw, and he tried so hard.

“I guess I need to be more specific with a dumb boy like you,” Olivia said, practically giggling on the other end of the line. “Answer me. You’re still there, aren’t you?”

“Yes. I’m still here,” he said mechanically.

“Good boy.

“How are you doing this to me?” Jake asked, though he hated to admit that she had any kind of ability.

For a second, he wondered if she was a witch or something.

But no, magic wasn’t real. It didn’t exist. There had to be some other explanation. Even as he made those excuses inside of his head, he still couldn’t drop his phone.

“Jake, I think you and I should spend some time together. I mean, you spent a couple of years now taking advantage of all the girls on campus. It’s time you gave something back.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about some games. You like playing games, don’t you?”

“Please, just let me hang up.”

“Are you begging?”

Jake didn’t respond right away. The seconds stretched on, and he tightened his grip on his phone. He could do that, at least. For a fleeting moment, he almost wished that he would be strong enough to crumple the case and destroy the hardware underneath.

“Yes. I’m begging. Please let me hang up.”

“Oh, I like that. I like it when you beg. Do that some more for me.”

“Please,” he said, almost whimpering. Please, let me hang up. You don’t really want to talk to me. You should go find some guy at a bar or something. I’m sure you could have a lot of fun.”

“Is it because I’m hot? Because I’m beautiful?”

His nostrils flared as he panted from one breath to the next. “…Yes,” he said, one word packed with frustrated helplessness.

“Say it.”

“You’re beautiful.”

“No. Say it like you mean it.”

“You’re the most beautiful girl at our school. Hell, you’re the hottest girl I’ve ever seen.”

“Oh, you’re so sweet,” she taunted. “But no. I’m not going to let you hang up just yet. I want to know what else you’ll do for me.” Olivia had no problem ending every word with a teasing lilt.

For his part, Jake had no problem imagining this girl laid out on her bed. Her feet would swing through the air as she talked to him. At that exact moment, she might have even been tapping one finger against the side of her head as she considered the different options.

It infuriated him.

She was a girl, a girl at Crystal Canyon University. She was the kind of girl he should have been able to seduce, one he should have been able to trick. Tightening his grip on his phone, he couldn’t help himself. The anger ignited. He didn’t raise his voice, but he didn’t need to. “Olivia, I don’t know how you’re doing this, but I swear I’m going to figure it out, and I’m going to make you pay.”

“Now I’m getting bored. So you know what? Come over to my place. Knock on the door and then get down on your knees and I will come get you so we can play.”


Chapter 4

He walked.

Jake took one step after another. He kept lifting his legs and moving his feet forward. He left his bedroom, he went down the stairs, he headed outside, and he made his way along the sidewalk. One block after another disappeared behind him.

It was late in the afternoon now, and he just couldn’t stop himself. A few guys from the frat happened by, and Jake waved. He pretended this was somehow normal. But on the inside, he kept fighting. It felt as though he had been imprisoned in his body. He moved.

If he relaxed and stopped thinking, he could pretend this was somehow normal.

Minute by minute, he got closer and closer to the Delta Chi house. Once there, he had no idea what he might find. Olivia, clearly. But why was she doing this? More importantly, how was she doing this?

The closer he got, the harder his heart pounded in his chest.

This was pure dread. It tingled along the back of his neck. It punched into his gut.

Finally, he saw the house up ahead.

“This is it,” he whispered to no one in particular as he continued to walk at that same mechanical pace. “It’s time to man up. Just stop. That’s all I have to do. Just stop.” His feet kept moving. “That bitch can’t do this to me. She can’t just order me around,” he said, locking his fingers down into the palms of his hands. He kept his fingernails short, yet he still sensed the pressure and wondered if he might draw blood. His knuckles turned white, but he kept going. Nothing could stop him, it seemed.

Soon, Jake didn’t have any choice.

He walked up the concrete path. Little pink flowers adorned the front of the house. He marched up the porch steps, and he found himself looking at those two Greek letters, one pink, the other purple.

Delta. Chi.

Jake knocked on the door.

Too late, he wondered if maybe he should have tried to tap gently. Then Olivia never would have known that he arrived. She may have figured that he resisted her order—somehow. But it was too late for that plan. Because she commanded it, Jake fell to his knees again.

After apologizing to Kelly, Jake had promised himself that he wouldn’t lose control, never again.

Those vows couldn’t protect him.

He knocked, per her instructions. Like a trained animal, he completed the trick by kneeling before the door.

Unable to help himself, Jake glanced back down the street. Luck wasn’t on his side. A couple guys spotted him. He didn’t know their names; they didn’t know his. That didn’t stop them from laughing. One of them pointed.

They probably figured he was there to ask a girl out, maybe apologize or something to one of the sorority girls.

Swallowing his pride, Jake turned back to the door.

He waited.

Time ticked by, second after second, and he could’ve tried knocking again. He raised his arm, only to stop with his knuckles poised in the air. But then he stopped himself. If he knocked, he’d sound desperate. Jake wouldn’t sacrifice any more dignity, especially when he could already imagine Olivia on the other side of the door, one hand over her mouth as she snickered at his expense.

“C’mon,” he whispered. “C’mon…c’mon…”

The door didn’t budge.

He couldn’t tell exactly how long it took, but the door opened eventually. There was Olivia. Three other girls stood back.

“Well, what do we have here?” asked Olivia.

The other girls giggled.

“It looks like we have a cute boy on our porch,” said one of them.

Another asked, “Do you think he’s a puppy?”

“Oh, he could be a lost little puppy. That would be adorable. Should we keep him?”

As far as Jake knew, he could speak. Yet he kept his lips sealed as he stared downward at the porch. He didn’t want to look up. He didn’t want to see these girls smiling at him.

“No. I don’t think he’s a puppy. At best, he’s a mangy dog.” He recognized that voice: Olivia. She walked out onto the porch, and her flats clicked against the concrete. She touched the back of his neck. “But look at that. He’s probably a stray. He doesn’t even have a collar. What do you think, ladies? Should we give this dog some obedience training?”

This time, Jake jerked his head up, and he stared at Olivia with wide eyes. That was a mistake. The moment they made eye contact, he saw her smirking. That’s exactly what she wanted. Olivia needed to see his reaction. To really enjoy his discomfiture, she needed to see him flinch.

And he did just that.

One of the other girls, a redhead with a smooth skin and big blue eyes, came out onto the porch as well. She had her hands behind her back, but then she held something out for her leader.

Again, Jake couldn’t resist the temptation; he looked at the strip of nylon hanging from the girl’s hand. Right away, he identified it. A collar. A dog collar.

His mouth went dry, especially when he saw the little nicks along the buckle. It was mostly clean, but splotches of dirt marred the exterior.

It was an actual dog collar, worn by an actual dog.

For a second, he opened his mouth, and he was going to say something. She dangled the collar in front of his face, letting the bottom half of the clasp bounce before his face. “Yeah, I think this is going to be appropriate.”

She had ordered him to kneel in front of the door. He tried to move away. Furtively, he made one attempt after another to retake control of his body, yet none of it worked.

She’s put the collar around his neck, she slid the buckle into place, and he could feel it tighten. A dog wore this. Now, it seemed, it was his turn.

“Should we send him scurrying home?” asked another one of Olivia’s sorority sisters, a black girl who wore snug jeans and a pink t-shirt.

“No. Of course not. He’s going to be our sorority pet, at least for a little while,” Olivia said. “Don’t worry. After a lesson, I’m sure we will decide to send you home.”

He absolutely hated the possibility that they might keep him.

But they couldn’t.

He was a man. He had rights.

Jake glared back at her, determined not to give her what she really wanted: another reaction. So he kept his face neutral.

“Come with us,” commanded Olivia.

While Jake was teased and tormented by a pack of wicked sorority girls, Elizabeth found herself strolling down Main Street. She had a few minutes before she was supposed to meet up with her friends, but she couldn’t stop thinking about what the compound might mean.

When she first learned about it, and when she first saw Tyler, it seemed obvious. She was supposed to find a cure. But now a different possibility itched at the back of her mind. She didn’t think about it actively. It seemed insane, like something that could only exist in a movie or something.

Elizabeth stood in front of a shop window, her eyes directed toward the manikins and the shoes down below. They were pretty gorgeous, each one equipped with cute little straps or ribbons.

“Are you Dr. Hunt?”

Elizabeth glanced over to her right, and she saw a young woman standing there. She had black hair, big blue eyes, and angular features. She looked like the kind of girl who could have been a model, but she wore simple jeans and a cardigan.

Fall had settled into the air, and the nights were quickly turning cold. In her black dress, Elizabeth hardly noticed. Then again, she didn’t care much about the weather, not when she kept thinking about everything Amy said.

“I am,” Elizabeth replied. “And you are?”

The young woman glanced back at her. They made eye contact for only a moment before she turned her attention back to the window. “My name is Denise. And I was wondering if the rumors are true.”

“What rumors?” Denise didn’t smile or smirk or even appear to be at all nervous. Instead, she kept staring ahead, like those shoes really held her interest.

“There are rumors going around that some of the younger men really can’t control themselves anymore.” This time, she did crack a smile, she slumped her shoulders, and she shook her head. “It’s kind of funny, don’t you think? For such a long time, man has enjoyed that excuse. If the guy does something wrong or even illegal, we just shrug and say that boys will be boys. If a girl gets in trouble, it’s because she made the wrong decision. If a man does something terrible, we just say that men have urges.”

“It’s a pretty terrible double standard,” Elizabeth agreed. She still didn’t understand exactly what was going on.

“There are lots of terrible double standards, and they’ve been around for a long time. Look, I just represent a group of women. We do what we can to try to help. Some of us are attorneys. We have a couple of teachers in our ranks. But I was hoping you would take a look at this.”

Denise reached into her pocket, and she took out a flash drive. She held it out.

“What is it?”

“Documentation. Personal experiences. Proof. Evidence.”

“Evidence of what?”

“Evidence that Crystal Canyon is basically one giant sexism machine.”

“That seems a little bit extreme.”

“The city is pretty young. But go into the structure of government or the bylaws for any of the local corporations, and you’ll see. Everything here is designed to disadvantage women.” Denise kept watching Elizabeth for some sort of reaction.

“But you already knew this, didn’t you? Someone else has already talked to you?”

Immediately, Amy’s face flashed behind Elizabeth’s eyes. “Let’s just say you’re not the first person to want to talk about this.”

Denise considered that for a second before she nodded. “Okay. I don’t know exactly what you’re going to do, but you need to think about possible changes.”

“It sounds like you’re talking about a conspiracy.”

“No. I don’t think I am. This isn’t intentional. Look at the evidence.”

“I’ll draw my own conclusions, but I’m interested to hear what you have to say,” Elizabeth said. She sounded exactly like a therapist.

Denise exhaled slowly before choosing her words. “I think men have a tendency to institute systemic bias against women. Even at their best, most enlightened, men want to take over. We can talk about whether or not this is evolutionary or cultural. I don’t think it really matters. The bigger question is what are we going to do about it?”

“So men can’t change?”

This time, the shadow of the smile crested Denise’s mouth. “I didn’t say that. Maybe we can do something. Maybe men just need the right incentives. But that isn’t something I can figure out all on my own.

“I’ll take a look at this,” Elizabeth said before she went off to enjoy some wine and maybe a few snacks with her friends.

“Oh, this dip is so good,” April said as she hummed and swayed in her seat. She jabbed her flatbread back down into the lobster dip before scooping out another dollop and taking a bite.

“It’s the small things,” Holly agreed with another laugh.

“The small, expensive things,” April answered.

“Hey, are you okay? You’ve been quiet tonight,” Holly said.

Elizabeth snapped out of her reverie. She forced herself to smile back at her friends. “I’m fine. Just thinking. I heard an interesting argument today.”

“I thought that was my job,” Holly said. But then she leaned forward. “So what was it?” Her eyes almost glowed with ravenous curiosity.

“Do you think men are inherently sexist?”

Holly shrugged, leaning back, apparently bored already. She shot out a standard response. “It’s difficult to generalize with that kind of population. You are talking about literally billions of people.”

“Not people,” Amanda said, her cheeks flushed after her first glass of wine. “Men.”

The ladies laughed. Even Holly joined in.

“My friend, many made the argument that men are always going to be sexist because they’ve always been sexist. She kind of made a good point. It’s really hard to find societies that aren’t dominated by males.” Even as she spoke, she wondered what kind of material she would find on the flash drive.

“Ours isn’t,” April said as she took another bite of her flatbread.

“Isn’t it?” asked Amanda. “Think about it. Pretty much every movie is about men. Okay, so you get a few romance or action-comedies, but the real money goes toward the guys. And even if a woman gets a major deal, so many guys run off to their computers to whine about it. Hell, you even have those ‘meninists’ who are worried about guys being oppressed because they can’t tell the difference between oppression and equality.”

Everyone stopped. They looked back at Amanda, shocked that she would say so much.

“Well said,” Holly finally replied, filling the silence. She held up her glass of wine.

“Don’t forget about pay,” April said. “Guys do a lot better. I know it could be caused by a bunch of different factors, but the fact is that more of the money out the world ends up in guys wallets. That’s not fair.”

Elizabeth nodded, wondering if any of this would be relevant to her. When she first learned about the compound, she figured that it might be an opportunity for her. She could discover something or figure out a cure. Maybe she could write a couple of journal articles.

But if this compound could actually alter behaviors, then an entirely different world opened up to her.

For the moment, she just took another sip of wine as the possibilities stretched out before her.

Back at the Delta Chi house, Jake crawled.

Yes, he crawled like a dog, moving along on his knees and knuckles. Around him, Olivia and those sorority sisters of hers circled and laughed. They hopped around him like excited little girls eager to play with a brand-new dog. They didn’t even let him stand up to walk up the stairs.

Once they got to the top of the stairs, they led him to a loft area. There were several seats and desks. The girls probably used this open space to study or chat.

The girls sat down, almost in sync. That left Jake in the center, prostrate before these young women.

He might have a chance, Jake reflected. Olivia wouldn’t show him any mercy, but what about the other girls? They might be more sympathetic, especially if he used the right words and flashed the correct expression. After all, they were women; as far as Jake was concerned, women could always be manipulated.

“Ladies, I propose a game.”

“What sort of game?” asked the redhead.

Olivia sauntered over to one of the chairs, and she sat down, crossing her legs. From his spot, Jake couldn’t help but look up at her. He admired her shapely calves, her perfectly smooth feet, and her bright red toenails.

“A classic. Truth or Dare.”

“I never liked that game. I don’t want to have to do or say anything compromising,” said the black girl.

“Oh, no. We won’t be doing anything embarrassing, and we won’t be giving up any secrets either. That’s what he’s for. He’s going to entertain us.”

“No. Please, don’t make me do anything.”

“Either you play the game, or we put you on a leash, and we take you outside for a little walk. I’m sure our neighbors and the other sorority girls would love to see you crawling around as our dog.”

Jake stared at her for a long time. At least, it felt that way. In reality, only a couple of heartbeats went by before he looked down, bowing his head.

“That’s what I thought,” Olivia said before she turned her attention back to her sorority sisters. “What do you think, girls? A little Truth or Dare?”

One of the girls clapped her hands together. Another just shook her head even as she giggled.

“I like it,” someone said.

“Let’s do it,” agreed the second girl.

“This is going to be fun.”

Jake listened to that chorus of agreement, and he wondered if maybe he had miscalculated. Perhaps he wouldn’t be able to manipulate these young women. An instant later, he grimaced, hardening his lips together. No. He couldn’t let himself think that way. He could do this. He would find a way to do this.

“Alyssa,” Olivia said, nodding toward the redhaired girl. “Why don’t you start us off?”

The redhead set down another chair. Unlike Olivia, she kept her knees together and her feet on the floor. Sucking on her bottom lip, she looked around the room as she searched for inspiration. Then her eyes lit up.

“Truth or dare?” Alyssa asked.

“Dare,” Jake replied automatically. Like so many other college students, he had played this game at a couple of different parties. It was only after that automatic answer left his lips that he realized he may have just made a terrible mistake.

His skin turned cold, especially as Alyssa leaned back in her chair. She tapped one finger at the corner of her mouth before grinning at her friends. “Jake, I dare you to crawl over here and kiss my feet.”

Anger prickled through his skin, but Jacob didn’t see any other choice. He crawled forward it, and she lifted her foot up. She wiggled her toes, taunting him. Hating himself forgiving in so easily, he puckered his lips, and he pressed of them against her big toe.

“Oh, my turn now,” said the black girl sitting to Alyssa’s right.

“Go ahead, Andrea,” Olivia said. Whenever she spoke to her sorority sisters, she sounded like a queen, like the one who could never be challenged. For a second or two, Jake wondered if he would be able to use that. These were girls, after all. As far as Jake was concerned, women always hated one another.

But before he could figure out some real strategy, Andrea smiled back at him. Her brown eyes sparkled mercilessly. “Truth or dare?”

“Truth,” he answered. He got lucky with that first question. Sure, kissing one of these girls feet sucked, but he didn’t have to do anything really bad.

“Remember. You have to tell the truth,” Andrea said to him. She almost adopted the singsong tone of an adult talking down to a little boy. Then again, this was a silly game. Maybe that’s why she used a silly voice.

“Fine. Whatever.”

“What’s your biggest fear?”

“Spiders.”

“That wasn’t very good,” Alyssa said. The other blonde nodded her head, apparently agreeing. She muttered something about how they were going to have to do better than that if they really wanted to enjoy having a boy around the house.

Jake itched to tell these girls that they weren’t going to be able to keep him like this. He wanted to make one bold promise: he would break their hold on him. He would show them what a real man could do.

Of course, he didn’t dare utter any of those words. For the moment, they had every advantage, and he wasn’t about to make some stupid mistake. He wouldn’t goad them into punishing him unnecessarily—because it seemed they could do whatever they wanted.

“Are you lying to us?” Olivia asked, narrowing her eyes.

Another bolt of cold shot through Jake. He couldn’t help himself.

Silently cursing Olivia, he stared down at the floor. He didn’t dare look up. “No. I’m not lying.”

“You know, if you lie to us, there’s going to be a penalty.”

“What sort of penalty?” asked Andrea. She probably already knew, yet they all leaned forward just a tiny bit, eager to hear how he would be punished.

Again and again, Jake thought about how this wasn’t fair. If it had been any kind of contest of mental acuity or physical strength, he knew he could have a chance. As far as Jake was concerned, men were always better than women.

But there is something wrong with him!

Silently, he promised himself that he would go online and spend hours or days, however long it took, to research his condition. He’d skip classes, dates, parties, anything to—

“Tell me the truth.”

“Spiders are my greatest fear,” he said, his voice becoming neutral and detached.

“Then what is your greatest fear? Remember. Tell me the truth.”

He locked his teeth together for just a moment. Then his body began to act on its own, just as it always did whenever these girls gave him a command. Inside, he rebelled. He raged against his mouth even as he told the truth.

“I have achluphobia,” he confessed.

“What is that?” asked the second blonde girl. Jake glanced over at her for a second, and he wanted to laugh at her face. Yes! Maybe he had been forced to tell the truth, but his confession didn’t mean much of these girls didn’t know what he was talking about.

Andrea already had her phone out. She typed in the term, and a moment later, her eyes widened, and then she started laughing.

“What is it?” Alyssa, the redhead, wanted to now.

“Achluphobia is a fear of the dark!” Andrea hopped up and down in her seat. “This big, bad scary man is scared of the dark! What’s wrong, are you a little boy? Do you think that there’s a monster in your closet?”

Jake bowed his head down, especially as the girls kept teasing him. They mocked him constantly. And all the while, he could only remain there on his knees. From one second and the next, he tried to get his body to move, yet his legs felt as though they had been cemented in place.

“Okay. Girls, I think that’s enough. We don’t want to humiliate him with this all night,” Olivia said. Almost immediately, the girls quieted down. Jake looked up at Olivia, almost hopeful that maybe she would let him go. They had teased him enough, right?

Apparently not.

“Tara, it’s your turn,” Olivia nodded toward the other blonde.

This time, Jake really did raise his head, and he looked back at her. He didn’t say anything, but his eyes were damp, and he did his absolute best to look pathetic. He didn’t care if he had to play on her sympathies. He would do anything to make this easier.

“Oh, he looks so sad,” Andrea said. “Should we let him go?”

He kept all of his focus right on Tara. She was the one who would decide what happened next.

“No.” Tara leaned back, she sat up straight, and her shoulders went rigid. “He looks that now, but that’s only because he’s a manipulative jackass.”

Jake’s brows crumpled with confusion.

“Look at that. He doesn’t even remember having sex with me two years ago. It really is good that we put a collar on him. He is just a dog.”

The corners of her eyes crinkled because that’s when she came up with her idea. “Truth or dare?”

Jake licked his lips. He did his best to ignore the fear rampaging through his body, but his heart was pounding, and his breath came in quick, frenzied little gasps. More than anything, he wanted to jump up onto his feet and sprint away.

He couldn’t.

And because he couldn’t move, he decided not to say anything. He glared back at these women, determined to remain silent. At the very least, maybe he could ruin their fun.

His attempt was doomed to failure. Olivia just waved her hand. “Answer her.”

He didn’t understand why his brain went to one response over the other. It didn’t really matter, but he said, “Dare.”

“Since you’re basically a dog, you shouldn’t be wearing clothing. I dare you to take it off. All of it.”

For the fraction of a second, Jake didn’t think he would be forced to obey, but that hope proved to be short-lived. “Do as she commands,” Olivia said.

He got up, lifting his shoulders and head back into the air. He pulled off his shirt. He kicked off his shoes. He removed his socks, and his pants. He even took off his underwear, all while these girls watched.

It was Andrea’s turn. “Truth or dare?”

Jacob was a young guy who worked out very frequently. In fact, he probably spent more time at the gym than he did with his textbooks for his classes. He had strong muscles, a firm core, so the girls definitely liked what they saw. They ogled him appreciatively, smirking back at one another.

“Maybe we should just keep him as a sex slave,” giggled one of the girls.

She was joking, Jake told himself. She had to be joking. She couldn’t possibly mean that.

“Nah. I don’t think we can do that. He would like it too much,” Olivia said. “But that doesn’t mean we can’t play with him some more.”

Jake swallowed, doing his best to ignore the apprehension that weighed him down. When he swallowed, he felt the pressure of the collar around his neck. The urge to attempt to take it off rose up right inside of his head, but he ignored it. He had to.

“My turn now,” Olivia said. She sat back, and then her eyes played over his body one more time. “What’s it going to be? Truth or dare?”

“Truth.”

“What’s your biggest secret?”

“I keep a box of trophies in my bedroom.”

Olivia tilted her head to the side. The others seemed confused as well. “That’s not so unusual,” Tara said.

“Yeah, sure lots of guys have trophies.”

“I don’t have to say anything else,” Jake said. “That’s not part of the game. I told you my secret.”

“If you had any rights here, that would certainly be true. But this is a punishment for all of your bad behavior, so we can play this however we want,” Olivia answered with the confidence of a woman who knew that she couldn’t possibly lose.

“Bad behavior? What are you talking about?”

Tara, Alyssa, and Andrea all glanced back at one another. Those were the girls who would have been willing to listen to him. Olivia, on the other hand, just shook her head. She reached up, sliding her fingers through her long, golden tresses. “All of the bad behavior where you saunter around this campus, thinking you can do whatever you want. You seduce girls, you lie to them, and you pretend that it’s all okay. You’re a bastard, Jake. You’ve had this coming for a long time.”

The other girls nodded like jurors.

“Which reminds me. You tried to lie to us. So you need another punishment. Come here.”

She uttered those final two words as a command, so his body responded. Jake got back up onto his feet, and he walked over to her. When she grabbed his wrists, he didn’t try to take them back. She pulled him down, shoving his face against the side of her chair.

“Ladies. You know what to do.”

The other girls got up, and Jake held his position, determined to appear brave. He wasn’t going to let these girls scare him. He didn’t want to let them intimidate him! He was the man, and he would show them just how brave he could be.

The first girl pressed her hand down against his naked ass. She squeezed his buttock. Gritting his teeth, he didn’t know exactly what would happen. What were they going to do? Take pictures? Palpate his body?

Obviously, this was meant to be humiliating.

Only then, one of the girls smacked his ass. Less than a second later, another followed suit. Those girls struck harder and faster, leaving his buttocks red.

“Stay down,” Olivia commanded just as Jake tried to pull away.

The spanking persisted, one blow after another, on and on for several minutes. By the time they finished, he could feel that heat percolated along the contours of his bottom.

Through it all, Jake could remain somewhat proud of himself for one reason. He didn’t cry out. He never made a sound.

“Tara, can you do me a favor and go get the paddle?”

That’s when Jake clinched his eyes shut.

Olivia had no problem tormenting him with what was about to happen. “Yes. There is a paddle. At this point, it’s mostly just an antique. We keep it around as something of a joke. When the sorority was first founded, some of the girls would get fake punishments. In order to scare the pledges, one of the presidents decided to get a paddle. It’s big, and it’s scary.”

This time, Jake couldn’t help himself. He gulped nervously.

“That’s right. You should be scared. But you know, I’m going to give you the chance to make a real decision all on your own. If you beg us for mercy, maybe we will be nice to you.”

She slid her hand down his cheek to the underside of his chin. She prompted him to lift his face. Still bent over the chair, he looked up at Olivia; this position made his back ache, but he didn’t complain.

Instead, he took a slow breath, and he made a conscious decision.

“Screw you. I’m not going to let you do this to me. I’m not going to beg. Never.”

“So brave. So stupid,” Olivia said.

She grabbed his wrists again, holding them down. By this point, Tara came right back into the room, and Jake couldn’t see it, but she held a paddle. It stretched outward for two, maybe 3 feet. Made from solid, golden wood, it was perfect. It had the Greek letters delta and chi etched into the fine grain.

“Who would like to go first?” Olivia asked.

“I will,” Tara said. She braced to the paddle against his ass, and he shivered. The wood was cold to the touch.

The blonde girl yanked the implement back, and then she swung it down just like a baseball bat. It struck with a loud clap, and a couple of the girls actually stepped back, shocked by the loud noise.

For an instant, Jake didn’t feel the pain. Then it crashed down on him like a wave. And that was only the first part.

“This is so much fun,” Andrea declared.

“Yes,” added another girl. “We are totally going to break him.”

Jake picked up on those words, barely. They were enough to goad him into another growl of defiance. The next girl took over. She prepared herself, tightening her grip on the paddle’s handle.

He had a few seconds, a couple of spare moments where he could try to rebuild his defenses. Jake concentrated as hard as he could as he tried to rebuild some kind of mental fortitude.

He hated the fact that a girl like Olivia could simply hold him down.

The paddle swung down again, whizzing through the air before it struck. The pain blossomed along his buttocks, glowing bright red. He didn’t know how much more of this he could take. He tried to pull away from Olivia, yet she held him with ease.

The next blow landed, and something inside of Jake broke. He cried out, yelping. “No more. Please, I can’t take it anymore!” His eyes were wet, and he panted through every breath.

“What you think, ladies? Should we let him off the hook?” Olivia wanted to know.

The other girls probably glanced back at one another. As he buried his face against the chair, Jake couldn’t tell one way or the other.

Instead, he simply inhaled and exhaled, breathing, doing everything he could to let the pain fade away. Even then, almost half a minute after the last paddling, he could feel the stinging vibrate through his ass.

The girls whispered back and forth, and Jake didn’t even try to eavesdrop. Then Olivia announced, “okay. It’s decided. Jake, you don’t have to take the rest of your paddling, but only if you beg for more Truth or Dare.”

She let go of his wrists, and he stumbled back down onto his knees. He pressed his forehead into the carpeted floor. “Please, can we play Truth or Dare? Please, I swear I will be a good player for you. Please, please can we just play that game?” His voice wavered with every word, every syllable. Usually, Jake could saunter around, his chest held out as he took command of every social situation. But not there, not with those girls. They were in control, and he knew it.

“Okay,” Olivia replied.

His shoulders slumped with relief. He wanted to fall down on his side, to just gasp.

He rolled over onto his back, and the girls giggled again.

“Jake, are you enjoying this?”

Slowly, he opened his eyes. He didn’t understand; how could he possibly be enjoying any of this?

He glanced over at Alyssa, and she pointed one finger down at his crotch. He looked down toward his genitals, and he saw the truth. His cock had stiffened somehow. No. This couldn’t be turning him on.

“Maybe we should let him put his pants back on. I don’t want him dribbling on the carpet,” Andrea said with a sneer of disdain.

“Or…” Olivia leaned forward, and she smiled down at the frat boy. “It’s my turn. Truth or Dare?”

Asking about his greatest fear led to a brutal paddling, so Jake instinctively answered, “Dare.”

“That’s what I thought,” Olivia replied. Only a moment later, she hopped up out of her chair, and she went back down the hall.

She came back a short while later, and she tossed something down onto the floor. Jake saw that crumpled fabric, only he didn’t comprehend what was going on. The other girls all became eerily quiet. They looked back at one another, like they really needed confirmation.

“Go ahead. Put them on.”

That second sentence had been formulated as a command, so Jake already knew he wouldn’t be able to resist. He reached out with his hand, and he picked up that little bit of fabric. It was silk, shimmery, a soft shade of lavender. At first, he thought he had picked up a shirt or something. But no. There wasn’t enough material for that.

Then he stretched out the silk, and he saw he was holding onto a pair of panties.

“I, I can’t wear these,” he stuttered, but the order had already been given, so he lifted his ankles into the air, and he pulled the panties up along his legs. As their plaything, he didn’t have any choice. He pulled the panties on all the way up around his waist.

They were snug, but they fit, barely.

His erection bulged out ever so slightly, yet his manhood was basically restrained.

“Tell us, Jake, is that the first time you’ve ever worn panties?”

“Yes,” he growled.

“You’re telling us the truth? Don’t lie.”

“Yes, this is the first time.”

“How do they feel?” Olivia asked even as the other girls giggled back and forth at one another. “Tell the truth.”

Degrading. Embarrassing. Dirty. Stupid. Those were the words Jake wanted to tell her. Instead, his mouth went in an entirely different direction, “They feel good. They are soft, and they make me feel small.”

Once those words left his lips, he actually slapped his hand across his mouth. No. He didn’t want to say anything else.

“Relax,” Olivia ordered. That was enough to get his hands to fall back down toward his sides. “That was my turn. Andrea, did you have something you wanted to say to him?”

The dark skinned girl pressed her lips together, looking back and forth at her friends like she couldn’t quite decide what she wanted to do. She tapped her foot against the carpet. Unable to make the decision herself, Andrea leaned over, and she whispered something to Olivia.

“If you’re up for it. I think you should try it. There’s no guarantee she will agree to it.”

“Tara, I dare you to give Jake a makeover.”

Silence fell over the group. Olivia continued to wear that condescending smirk of hers, but the other young women kept glancing back at one another with wide, nervous eyes. Obviously, they couldn’t quite believe what they just heard.

“Why, why is that a big deal?” Jake asked.

Tara looked like she was about to say something, only the redhead cut in first. Alyssa leaned forward, and she was getting more confident. She touched Jake’s chin, forcing him to look back at her. “Tara has a little brother. Apparently, when they were kids, she liked to dress him up as a girl. But you want to hear the really crazy thing? She did a good job. She did a good enough job that he could pass as a girl, a very pretty girl.”

“I could do it,” Tara whispered.

“This is your dare, Tara. You don’t have to do it if you don’t want to. But we got some time, and I think it might be fun.”

Jake peeked back at Tara. He tried to figure out what that girl would do. She had her lips pressed together, and she leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees. She pressed her palms together, and it was obvious she was deep in thought.

Normally, he could manipulate girls. Normally, he could look at one and figure out what her vulnerabilities would be. Did she need a daddy figure? Did she need someone who had to be saved? It didn’t really matter.

Except in a collar, down there on the floor, especially in those panties, Jake just couldn’t think clearly. He no longer had that intuitive sense of how to manipulate some blonde girl.

That’s why Tara got to make the decision on her own; that’s why Tara smiled back at her friends.

“Let’s do it.”

Too late, Jake realized he had to try something. “Please, no. Don’t.” He gulped again, especially because the girls gave him all of their attention. They focused on him as he begged, “Please, I’m already in a stupid dog collar. I’m already wearing these panties. Please, please you don’t need to do that. I swear, I’m never going to be disrespectful or rude again. Please, just let me go.”

He kept talking, blubbering out at these girls as he hoped for some modicum of mercy.

“Quiet,” Olivia ordered, and his lips stopped moving. He closed his mouth, and he stared down.

None of the girls had come to a decision quite yet. That’s why Olivia tilted her head as she considered the boy on the floor. “Jake, what you think those panties represent?”

“What?”

“It’s an easy question. What to those panties represent?”

“Shame. Embarrassment. You put me in panties, and you make me weaker.”

Olivia clucked her tongue once, twice, three times. “Oh no. That’s where you’re wrong, and that’s why you’re going to get that makeover. You still think being female means being weak or dumb. You think that it’s shameful for a man to be more feminine, and so were going to teach you another lesson tonight.”

“This is going to be fun,” Tara said. She hopped up and down in her seat before eventually racing off toward her bedroom. “Can I get some help in here?” the blonde called back.

“Don’t move,” ordered Olivia. At the same time, she and the other girl got up to go see what they would need.

In the meantime, Jake stayed down on the floor. Something occurred to him. He could have tried to pull out his phone to call for help. But who would he call? His frat brothers?

No way.

Jake wanted out of that sorority house, yet he knew that if anyone saw him like this, in a dog collar and panties, he would never live it down. This was supposed to be his senior year, his year of epic glory. One wrong move could destroy all of that, he knew with perfect certainty.

Clearly, he couldn’t call the police either. It wasn’t like they would believe him. He wasn’t tied down or anything. What was he going to say? A girl told him to wear panties, so he had no choice? Yeah, like anyone would believe that.

Or something even worse.

Jacob did try to reach down for his pants, discarded off to the side. When he tried to move his hand, he failed. Olivia didn’t just tell him to wait or to stay put. She told him not to move, so his body remained fixed in position.

He was lucky that he could blink and breathe. Apparently, to his brain, those quick little motions didn’t count.

That thought wasn’t particularly comforting, especially when the girls came back.

“Should we leave in the dog collar?”

“Girls were chokers all the time,” Tara said. “Besides, I found him this cute little dress that’ll match perfectly. But first, get him into the bedroom.”

Olivia didn’t rescind her order. Even so, the girls just reached a down, and they grabbed him by his wrists. They pulled him up onto his feet, and they practically dragged him into one of the bedrooms. They sat him down at a desk covered in different kinds of makeup.

Jake never really paid much attention to what girls had to do to get themselves ready. He never paid attention to the gloss or lipstick, blusher or foundation. But now he saw all those little bottles, and his heart raced in his chest.

“Let’s get started,” Tara announced. She had some kind of white sponge in her hand. She smeared it along his cheeks, down his nose at along his forehead.

“What, what you doing to me?”

“This is just a special cleaner we can use on your face. It will make sure that the rest of your makeup adheres properly,” Tara spoke like an expert.

Jake couldn’t even jerk his head away. He tried again and again.

“This should be very feminine, very girly. Now that I’m looking at him, I’m really getting the impression that Jake has some pretty feminine features. Maybe that’s why he does so well with the other girls,” Olivia said.

“I could see that,” Andrea said with a sage nod.

“Oh yes. Absolutely,” Alyssa added.

Focused on the subject of her work, Tara didn’t respond. Instead, she made sure she cleaned off every inch of his face. And once she was done, she threw away the little white sponge, and then she looked down at her arsenal. So many different bottles, so many different possibilities.

“So the general theme is going to be pink?” Tara asked her friends.

“I think it’d be a good idea, but you’re the expert. What should we do with the dolly boy?”

“He’s not a doll,” Andrea said. She looked back down at Jake, and he still couldn’t move. He really did feel more like a toy or a mannequin at that moment. “He’s a sissy. He’s a sissy boy.”

Sissy.

That word stabbed into him.

He started to speak again, but one of the girls, maybe Alyssa, cut him off. “Be quiet.”

That was all it took. Suddenly, he couldn’t move, or speak either.

Yes, that definitely turned him into a toy.

Worse, he had to sit there as they played with him. Tara did most of the work, but they made sure to put on lots of foundation, a little bit of blush, eye shadow. They ordered him to pucker his lips, so of course he cooperated.

Jake obviously had short hair, but they added a couple of ribbons. Suddenly, his hair looked more like a pixie cut.

For the most part, he tried not to look back at the mirror. He didn’t want to see what they were doing to him. Eventually, they pulled out a pair of knee-high socks. White, of course. But then they also lifted up this little pink dress.

“I think this will look good on the sissy,” Alyssa said.

“Put it on.”

Jake had no choice. He pulled the dress up and over his arms, his shoulders, and his head. Then he realized, to his mounting horror, that he wouldn’t even be able to button it up himself. The buttons ran along the back. The girls immediately pounced on him, sealing him into that fabric prison.

“Now we just need some shoes.”

“High heels. Definitely.”

They dropped a pair in front of him. He looked down, and his throat clenched.

“Put them on,” ordered Olivia. He slid his feet down into the shoes, and he stood a couple of inches taller. At the same time, he had to concentrate really hard to keep his balance.

“Let’s see what we’ve got,” Olivia finally decided, taking his hand and pulling him toward one of the full-length mirrors. Jacob kept his eyes aimed downward. He didn’t want to see. He didn’t want to know.

“Look at yourself. Look at what a pretty sissy you are,” Olivia ordered.

He raised his gaze, and he saw his reflection. For a second, Jake didn’t even recognize himself. He looked like a girl. Maybe he was a little bit too tall, but that was the only problem. Tara really had done an excellent job, using the makeup to draw out his more feminine features.

“I don’t think your frat brothers would even recognize you right now. They would probably see you and decide to hit on you. They would think of you as one more girl to fuck,” Olivia taunted, her voice a quiet breath against the contours of his ear.

Jake ached to argue with her, but couldn’t. They were right.

“Ladies. It’s time for some pictures.”

On cue, all of the girls pulled out their phones.

At first, he tried to hold his hands up, to block his face. He didn’t want any of these girls to have photographic evidence, but there was no way he could hide from all of them. One after another, they took those pictures, locking away this hard evidence in their phones.

“Don’t worry. All of these pictures are backed up in our cloud accounts,” Andrea promised him.

His shoulders drooped at that because he knew that he wouldn’t be able to hack into all of those different accounts. Perhaps he would have been able to get to their phones and destroy them. But if they were backed up and saved, he wouldn’t. Not ever.

“Pose for us. Hold your hands behind your back.”

“Very nice,” said another girl.

He got down on his knees for one set of pictures. He leaned forward for another. At one point, they ordered him to make different expressions. They made him look scared. They made him smile. They made him look pouty and sexy.

Jake hated every second of it, but there was nothing to do.

Eventually, they let him go. They didn’t give him back his clothing, however. They did let him keep his wallet, so Jake found himself walking the street like a young woman.

Halfway down the first block, he saw a group of guys. They spotted him, and a few of them called out. “Hey, baby. Feel like hanging out with some real men?”

Tilting his head down, Jake just raced along as quick as he could—which wasn’t fast at all, not in those heels. It took another few blocks realize he no longer had to wear them. He pulled them off, and he kept going until he made it to a department store. There, he bought some real clothing.

Once he was back in a pair of pants and some real underwear and he could take off the dog collar, Jake made a promise. He was going to make those girls pay. He was going to talk to someone, and he would make sure they were punished for what they had done. But first, he had to figure out what was happening.

It was a big world. Someone had to understand what was going on.


Chapter 5

Elizabeth wasn’t surprised when she saw Tyler walk through her door. After the last session, she told him to come back the next day. Perfectly obedient, he did just that. He didn’t complain about it, but there was something in his expression that made it clear he questioned whether or not he did this on his own.

Shrugging, she couldn’t really bring herself to worry about it. Something was happening, and he was the first patient she had encountered with this problem. Not the only one, however. Lots of young men had called in looking for help. They needed to know what they could do to reclaim control over their actions.

Nothing, it seemed, not for the moment anyway.

At the same time, Elizabeth didn’t know if she wanted the world to go back to the way it had been. Little by little, she saw the changes that were taking place in Crystal Canyon.

Although they could come by, Elizabeth hadn’t learned anything from her contact. The laboratory had run a variety of tests on different blood samples and even the compound itself, but nothing conclusive had been proven, not yet.

Elizabeth realized that she could have pushed harder. She could have contacted her friend and asked for some expedited tests.

She didn’t do it.

Why not?

Occasionally, just as she woke up in the morning or when she went to bed at night, Elizabeth would stare up at her bedroom ceiling, and she’d think about it. Time and time again, she kept going back to Amy. She kept going back to that stranger, the one who gave her the flash drive.

As a psychologist, Elizabeth was supposed to be neutral and detached. And yet, she kept thinking about what would happen to these young men. Eventually, they were going to graduate from college, they were going to move out into the real world, and so many of them would become misogynistic jackasses.

Sitting at her desk, Elizabeth shook her head as she smiled.

Misogynistic jackass could hardly count as a scientific term, but it seemed appropriate. Despite this, the term seemed appropriate for all of those young men who sauntered out into the world, confident that they could get whatever they wanted. They didn’t need to be rich. They didn’t need to be powerful. Simply because people would respect them and because they were guys, they could get away with so much.

It didn’t seem fair.

For the time being, Elizabeth told herself that she was simply curious. The more she studied the change that had come over these young men, the better she could understand the world at large. And maybe there was that little whispered possibility at the back of her mind that said this might come in handy someday.

She pushed those thoughts aside when Tyler came through the door. He walked into her office, and he sat down. He held his hands on his lap, and he gazed toward the floor.

“How are you feeling, Tyler?”

“Good. A little bit nervous, I guess.”

“Why is that? Why do you feel nervous?”

“Because it’s happening all around the school.”

“What’s happening?”

“The girls. They’re starting to figure out what they can do.”

“Really?” Elizabeth asked. She did her best to sound sympathetic, except she mostly failed. Tyler didn’t seem to notice, but there was a little lilt of something in her voice. Something close to enjoyment.

Elizabeth tried to push those sensations aside, but she kept thinking about all of these young men, handsome, charismatic, and strong. Normally, they would have been able to get away with pretty much anything. Phrases like “Boys will be boys” could be thrown around to justify any behavior. Those boys could drink. They can get into fights or steal.

They could even harass the girls on campus, and no one would really care. They were young. They were just “sowing their wild oats.” There were all of these stupid little expressions designed to excuse what these boys did.

It seemed that was coming to an end.

“Has anyone taken advantage of your condition?”

Tyler looked up at Elizabeth for just a second. He pressed his lips together.

“Tell me the truth,” Elizabeth commanded.

Wielding that kind of power sent a thrill of excitement running through her body. She felt it right below her belly.

“Yes. Some of the girls have teased me. A girl from a sorority made me clean her house along with some of the other guys.”

“Really? And how did that make you feel?”

“Embarrassed. Weak.”

“Do you mind if I ask you a different kind of question?” Elizabeth asked. He gave a quick, docile shake of his head. If they were both really honest, they would have acknowledged the fact that it didn’t matter if he gave permission or not. She could do whatever she desired with this young man.

“Have you ever thought about what it’s like for the girls in your classes?”

“What do you mean?”

Elizabeth touched her fingertips together. “You are feeling smaller, vulnerable. It sounds like you’re feeling helpless because you know that everyone around you is stronger and more powerful. Can you connect that to how so many women feel on a daily basis?”

He let out a little puff of derision. “What? No. This is totally different.”

“How so?”

“Whenever a girl gets herself in trouble, it’s her fault. Girls are always acting out, putting on something that attracts attention only to start complaining when they get it.”

Elizabeth blinked, shocked. She never expected a timid boy like Tyler to speak that way. Because she had to say something, she answered, “I…see…”

“Please, you have to figure this out. I don’t like the idea that a girl can just walk up to me and do whatever she wants.”

Elizabeth opened her mouth, and she was about to say something about how many women felt nervous on college campuses. They worried about going to the wrong party where the wrong group of guys might be. They couldn’t walk out to their cars unescorted. For so many young women, this palpable sense of fear always itched at the backs of their necks.

But Tyler wasn’t going to listen.

The psychologist could tell right away.

As far as he was concerned, girls deserved whatever they got.

Elizabeth leaned back in her chair, and she started to wonder if the same thing might not be true for the boys.

Pushing that idea aside, she shook her head, and she said, “I would like to try another couple of experiments with you. It might help with our work toward a cure.”

“Okay.”

“First, I need you to be completely honest with me. Tell me the truth. Do you like the idea of sucking on my toes?”

He wrinkled his lips. “No. That sounds gross.”

“Are you telling me the truth?”

“Yes.”

She believed him. It wasn’t like he could resist her voice any more than he could defy the other girls on campus. Suppressing a smirk, she decided to test him. “If I looked at your phone right now, what kind of porn would I find?”

He gulped. “I…uh…I don’t have anything like that on my phone.”

“Give me your phone.”

He was a young man. His phone had to count as his most valued possession. But because a woman ordered him to, Tyler took the device from his pocket, and he gave it to her.

Right away, she could see it was locked by a password. “What’s your code?”

Tyler hesitated.

“Tell me your code.”

“Three-three-one-five,” he replied.

“Good boy,” Elizabeth said, letting those words slip out before she realized what she had done. Obviously, he started to blush. She talked to down to him like he was some well-trained dog.

She tried to feel guilty; she really did. Instead, there was just that little tickle of desire simmering inside of her body. Holding onto his phone, she typed in the password, and then she went right to his browser history.

That’s where she saw the pornographic websites. Apparently, he liked Asian schoolgirls, tickling bondage, and girls getting spanked. Elizabeth shook her head, wondering if he realized just how misogynistic all of those fantasies really were.

But she wasn’t there to educate him. She was there to understand exactly what was going on, so she tucked his phone away, apparently satisfied.

“Can I have my phone back now?” His voice shook as he made his request.

“No, not yet,” she said. Theoretically, there wasn’t any scientific reason why she needed to keep it. She just liked holding it over his head.

Elizabeth grabbed a piece of paper off of her desk, and she quickly wrote out a command. She folded it up, and she held it out for him to take. At the same time, she slipped off one of her high heels. She exposed her manicured toes, wiggling them along the air.

If Tyler noticed, he didn’t say anything.

As she did all of this, Elizabeth could sense it again. Another wave of desire. She tried not to think about it because it was unprofessional, but she was getting horny. The arousal played through her body. Perhaps after the session, she would have to ask Jonathan to cancel her next appointment. That way she could just close her eyes, lift her skirt, and slide her hand between her legs.

Or maybe she would be patient and wait until she got home. She could slip into the bath and just touch herself with a glass of wine set off to the side. It would be so delicious.

Tyler took the piece of paper, he unfolded it, and he looked down at it for a few seconds.

“What are you going to do?”

“Nothing,” he said.

“Good. That means whatever is affecting you doesn’t work if you read it. That’s important.”

From there, Elizabeth reached over toward her desk, and she picked up the voice recorder. She handed it to him, and she told him to press play.

“What will happen if I do?”

“You’ll hear another command, and we’ll see if you feel compelled to obey it.”

“Do we have to do this?” asked Tyler as he gripped the recorder.

Sometimes she got tired of his reticence. So at that moment, rather than try to cajole or negotiate with him, Elizabeth just said, “Yes. We do. Now push the button.”

At once, his features became neutral and slack. He stopped thinking as some other part of his brain took over, and he pushed the play button.

The prerecorded message hit the air, “Tyler, get down on your knees and crawl over here. Suck on my big toe.”

With that same neutral expression on his handsome, young face, Tyler slid out of his spot, and he dropped down onto his hands and knees. Elizabeth watched, amazed as he broke through all of his regular desires. She believed him when he said he didn’t want to suck on her toes.

He crawled over to her, and he pushed himself up on his knuckles. He leaned down, licking his lips.

Elizabeth looked into his features, searching for some sign of frustration or any type of resistance. There was nothing. He seemed completely relaxed even as he started to lick her toe. A moment later, he began to suck gently.

Elizabeth closed her eyes, enjoying the sensations that tingled through her body. His tongue flicked along her skin, and she realized something. Elizabeth was a workaholic, so she really didn’t get very much time to date. But at this point, she had this young man, and he was right there.

A different thought occurred to her, a different kind of experiment.

Breathing in and out, she could feel her pulse quicken. Tyler may not have been the most attractive man she had ever met, but she loved having him down on his knees just like that. It was such a power trip, this heady mix of physical sensation and simple knowledge. She never imagined she could become so turned on simply by controlling a young man.

“Stop.”

There was something else she wanted to try.

A predatory grin spread across her lips, and she cleared her throat. For his part, Tyler just kept looking downward, obviously nervous. But he still believed that all of this would somehow lead to a cure, so he cooperated.

Then again, the decision wasn’t his to make.

“Tyler, forget that I have your phone and go sit down.”

This probably wasn’t going to work, and the incredulity that played out along his brows seemed to confirm it. Even so, Tyler got up, and he went over to the chair. He sat down again, and he waited patiently. At the same time, Elizabeth made sure to put his phone out of sight.

“Tyler, do you know time it is?”

Without even thinking about it, he reached down for his pocket, and he touched his hand to his pants. “One second,” he said, poking and prodding at his jeans as he searched for the phone’s silhouette.

Elizabeth watched him, careful to keep her expression neutral. After another couple of seconds, he got up, and he patted his jeans once again. Then he looked down at the cushions. He searched for his phone, nudging and prodding some more.

“Crap.”

“What’s wrong?”

“I can’t find my phone. I think maybe I left it in my room?” He didn’t sound convinced, but then he sat back down. “Actually, I think I’ll check your waiting room. Maybe I left it there.”

“Tyler, do you think I’m attractive?”

The confusion about his phone quickly disappeared. His eyes widened, and he looked downward. At the same time, she could see the hints of blush play along the contours of his cheeks and even up toward the tips of his ears.

His nostrils flared, he inhaled, only to hold his breath. “I’m not sure. I, I, I—don’t know what you mean.”

“Do you think I’m attractive? Tell me the truth.”

Clearly, he didn’t wish to respond. But then he looked back up at her, and he confessed, “Yes. I think you’re very, very hot.”

“Have you ever fantasized about being with me?”

“Yes.”

“What do you fantasize about?”

“I don’t—I don’t think I should say.”

“Why not?”

“Because it’s none of your business,” he growled, and even as he tried to sound all domineering and in control, he still couldn’t look back at her.

“That’s cute,” Elizabeth replied. She couldn’t help herself. That little sneer edged into her voice for one very good reason; more and more, she was realizing that she could do whatever she wanted with him. “But we both know that your mental health is very much my business. If I decide you need a course of treatment, you’re going to accept it. You won’t even be able to complain.”

“What, what are you saying?”

“I’m saying that I want you to tell me exactly what you fantasize about.”

“I won’t,” he shot back, but those two words sounded so pathetic, especially as she simply waited. She watched him.

And then she made the decision for him.

“Tell me what you fantasize about.”

“I fantasize about grabbing you, bending you over your desk, and fucking you.” He spoke with that same neutral tone, the one that made it abundantly clear Tyler was no longer in control. “I fantasize about pulling your hair and pinching your breasts as I fuck you.”

“Because you want to be in control?”

“Yes.”

“Unfortunately, I don’t think it’s going to happen. But it’s very clear that you want to get back down on your knees and suck my toes again. You want to lick my feet. You want to come over here, and you really, really want to eat me out.” Her eyes hardened as she spoke those words.

On some level, Elizabeth knew what she was doing; she understood exactly what kind of line she was about to cross. But there was that same itch deep within her body, and she wanted to feel his tongue on her. She wanted to know that she was in control, that she could use this young man. Her desires flared out of control, and she watched, hungry as he fell down onto the floor and he crawled back again.

When he came back this time, he eagerly licked and sucked on her toes.

She found herself closing her eyes. Elizabeth lifted her head back, her chin raised, her lips parted. She gasped. She moaned. By this point, she was getting really, really hot. The heat played through her body, this taunting inferno of arousal.

Eventually, she couldn’t take it anymore. She got up, she dropped her panties, and she hitched up her skirt.

She looked down at Tyler, and that’s when she noticed the bulge against his pants.

She told him he wanted to do this.

Right then, a different revelation brought another pulse of desire. She could influence his responses, his sexual responses. She swallowed for just a second. Exhaling through her lips, she waited for some shot of guilt.

But he wanted this. She could make him want this.

With that thought in mind, Elizabeth dropped back down into her chair, she spread her legs, and she grabbed his hair. Even before she reached out for him, he had started to glide forward. Soon, he had his face buried between her legs, and she leaned back, exposing her wet pussy.

Gasping, Elizabeth realized that she had never been wet, not like this. Of course, she was a beautiful woman, so she had been with a variety of boyfriends, yet none of them ever turned her on this way. Torrential desire pounded through her. It flooded her body, lighting up the nerves all across her gorgeous frame.

And then he started licking, flapping his tongue up and down her pussy.

At first, she didn’t say anything. She was still fairly coherent despite the passion already singing through her body. Elizabeth looked down at this boy, and she savored his presence, his subservience. She never realized that sheer, unmitigated power could be so arousing.

Swallowing back, she wondered if she was supposed to stop this, if this was some sort of test for her.

No.

For literally thousands of years, men had taken advantage. The universe seems to delight in giving them every excuse. So this time, Elizabeth indulged. She watched as this boy licked. He bobbed his head down and up. He worshiped her, and he made her feel like a goddess.

“Deeper,” she said, bowing her head down. Her chin pressed into her chest as the seconds ticked by and those desires swirled hotter and faster, like a tornado laced with magma.

He plunged his tongue deeper into her slit.

“Faster.”

Again, he obeyed. He serviced her with everything he had, and Elizabeth couldn’t take it anymore. She grabbed onto his hair, her grip tight against every strand.

Finally, she threw her head back, her hair splashing against the nape of her neck as she cried out. She moaned through that exquisite pleasure. It raised and reverberated throughout her body, along every inch of her skin.

Panting, Elizabeth looked down at him.

“Sit back in your chair,” she said, grateful she could get those sounds onto the air.

Tyler obeyed.

Forcing her breath to even out again, she sat down after she lifted her panties and smoothed out her skirt. Her heart kept pounding; it felt like she just ran a marathon. Even so, she leveled her gaze upon her patient. “Tyler, forget about the last five minutes.”

He blinked, he looked around, and then he asked, “When are we going to start?”

A second later, he licked his lips, and he probably tasted the flavors of her juices. At the same time, his hard-on didn’t relax. Elizabeth couldn’t help herself; she giggled a little bit into her hand just as he shifted his weight to the side. Obviously, he didn’t want her to notice his erection.

Poor boy.

“You’re right. We should get started,” she said to him.

“This has to stay between us,” Elizabeth said to her friends. Rather than sit outside where they could watch the different passersby, they chose a table inside back near the corner. Hardly anyone would notice them.

“What’s going on?” April asked. “Is everything okay?”

Elizabeth waived those concerns aside. “Everything is fine. I’m just wondering about something. Like you guys’ opinion on it.”

Sitting with her back to the wall, Holly kept her gaze on her friend. The philosophy professor wasn’t great at reading people, but she had a pretty good idea of what this might be about.

“Whatever do you want to talk about,” Alyssa promised.

“You guys have probably heard some rumors going around. I’m not going to confirm or deny them, so please don’t ask. But I would like some advice. Hypothetically, do you think men are good?”

“That’s easy. They’re jerks.” April laughed as she took a sip from her wine glass.

“I’m serious.”

April set her glass back down on the table, and she looked at her friend, clearly confused. Alyssa was the one who spoke next. “I’m not sure it’s so simple. I mean you’re talking about a lot of people. Some guys are jerks. Some are great.”

“But here’s the thing. We can try to aggregate the total sum of the population,” Holly said. She glanced back at Elizabeth one more time, and both women had to be thinking the same thing.

April and Alyssa both worked in an office; unless there happened to be an intern around, they probably didn’t see any of the younger men in Crystal Canyon. And even if they did encounter one, he would already be the one to take orders from pretty much everyone else.

Holly took a breath, wondering exactly what impact her words might have. And yet, she said the truth. “As far as the male population goes, I think they have a propensity toward aggression. I don’t know if it’s biological or social, but men seem to thrive on conflict. They fight a lot harder, and they try to control everything. If they can’t control something, they want to destroy it.”

“Look, this isn’t the 50s,” April pointed out. “It’s not like men actively keep women from voting or anything. If a girl wants to be aggressive and go fight it out, she can do that.”

“Should she have to?” Alyssa asked.

“That’s a good question,” Holly said. She couldn’t quite help herself; she was used to facilitating conversations and discussions in her classroom. One problem had been bothering her for a long time. “There’s something else I’ve been thinking about.”

“What’s that?”

Holly nibbled on the inside of her mouth for a second before she proceeded. “If you want to embarrass or silence a man, you threaten him with professional humiliation. Maybe you fire him. If a man wants to silence a woman, he threatens her with sexual violence.”

“Isn’t that a little bit extreme?”

Right away, Holly shook her head. “No. I don’t think it is. Just go online. Whenever you see a man get upset, he will inevitably talk about assaulting a woman. But he just doesn’t want to beat her up.”

“I try to ignore those comments sections,” April said with a giggle.

“And that’s very smart. They get really toxic. But it’s true.”

Elizabeth leaned back, and she crossed her arms. Second by second, she could feel her opinion solidify. “But here’s the real question. If you go online, do those comments actually represent who those guys really are? Or are they just blowing off some steam?” Even as those words left her lips, Elizabeth realized her mistake. Like so many other people, she was making an excuse for guys and their bad behavior.

“Threats hurt people,” Holly replied. “When you have someone promise that they’re going to find you, that causes real stress. You can say that it’s just something someone said online, and that’s probably true, but you can never really know.”

“Well, isn’t this depressing,” Alyssa said with a chuckle.

But Holly wasn’t ready to let it go. “And even if it is just a joke or something said online, it is still a decision some guy somewhere made. He thinks he isn’t being watched, so he actually types what he believes. Because if he didn’t believe it, why would he type it? Let’s now be clear. Talking about violence against another person isn’t a joke. It’s not like anyone will read that and laugh.”

Those ladies considered one another. A contemplative silence fell over the group, and that’s when Elizabeth made her decision.


Chapter 6

Jake hated doing it, but he asked around.

The other guys hated talking about it, but a few veiled threats and persistence led Jake to the truth. It was happening all across campus. Virtually every male had become susceptible to female commands.

Again and again, he asked about help or research. At first, most of the other guys just talked about going online and trying to find some information. There were a couple of websites on hypnosis and mind control that seemed promising.

Yeah, right. Jake couldn’t believe it. These were college students, the guys who were supposed to learn how to build the most complicated mineral extraction devices on the planet. And they were talking about hypnosis?

This was BS.

Finally, someone mentioned an actual scientist, a psychologist who was looking into this phenomenon. Elizabeth Hunt.

Once he learned about her, Jake when online, and he found that she had a lot of professional and academic gravitas. People listened to her. He hated the idea of talking to a woman about this. Seriously, he would have preferred to listen to someone who just had more experience, someone who had more gravitas.

Oh well.

He made an appointment with her, and he went into her office.

“What can I do for you?” Elizabeth asked at the beginning of their first session.

“I’m worried. I’ve heard that you’ve been talking to other guys about this.”

“Your newfound obedience?”

“Yes.”

“What have you experienced?”

Jake exhaled slowly through his mouth. Right away, he went back to Olivia. He thought about spending time in her sorority house, getting dressed up like a girl, getting collared, even getting paddled.

“There’s a girl. She played with me.” He tried not to think about the others. Somehow, when he focused on that night, he always pictured Olivia in particular.

“Are you mad at her?”

“Yes,” he growled, seething.

“Tell me, what would you do if your obedience went away?”

Jake didn’t understand. Why would she care about that? What did it matter? Just as those questions flittered through his head, he lost control again, and he was forced to answer.

“I would punish them.” After that, he regained control over his mouth. Wisely, he stopped talking. He glanced up at Elizabeth, and he saw the way the psychologist was looking at him. Why did he think he could trust a woman? Why did he think that she could do this correctly?

He should have found a male psychologist, even if that meant driving out of Crystal Canyon. Then again, the main road had been closed for some time. The stupid repairs, it seemed, would never get done.

“And how would you punish them?”

Jake tried to lie. “I would tell them how I felt. I would be very stern with them.”

Actually, he did a very good job. Other people probably would have believed him. But Elizabeth had been studying these boys. “Tell me the truth.”

“I would strip her naked, I would leash her, and I would drag her out into the street. I would show her off to all of my frat brothers, and I would let them spank her. I would make sure that she regretted every moment of my embarrassment. I would let people take pictures of her and post them online. I would destroy her reputation. After that, I would take her to a tattoo parlor, and I would make sure that she was properly labeled.”

Once those words were out of his mouth, he trembled, his fingers and hands shaking. He tapped his feet against the floor, a staccato rhythm that wouldn’t cease.

“Do you think that’s fair?”

“They embarrassed me first! You should’ve seen what those girls did! They, they made me wear a dress!”

“And they made you wear panties as well?”

“Yes!”

“And that made you feel like you lost something.” As those words left Elizabeth’s lips, she didn’t sound at all sympathetic.

As his nostrils flared, Jake looked back up at the psychologist, and that’s when something occurred to him. He had always been very good at reading females. Elizabeth may have been more mature than the sorority girls and college students he usually hit on, but she was aroused. He was certain of it. Maybe it was that extra little coloring along her cheeks or the way the corners of her mouth lifted. He couldn’t be certain, not when he read women as an instinct.

But he was sure. She was enjoying this conversation.

“You know, I think I should probably go.”

Jake started to stand, and he desperately hoped she would just let him.

Elizabeth had other ideas in mind.

“Jake, you came here for a reason. You wanted me to learn more about the phenomenon that’s taking place in this town.”

He still didn’t stop. He made his way back toward the door. Just as he was about to reach down, to grab the handle and pull, her voice called out, “Stop.” She didn’t sound panicked. On the contrary, Elizabeth was quite comfortable since he lacked the ability to resist.

He froze. His body didn’t even tremble as Jake stood there. He felt like a statue or a manikin. Again.

“Come back here. We aren’t done talking.”

Jake turned around, his expression slack as he sat down once again. It was only when he settled back into that spot that he could move and talk and think again. He looked around, and he glared at her. “You can’t do this. You can’t just make me do whatever you want.”

“Actually, it seems I can.”

“That’s not right!”

“And why isn’t it right?” Elizabeth asked, surprising the frat boy.

Because she was more mature and better educated, he had to give her a real answer. If he wanted to get out of that room, then he needed to genuinely convince her. So he rolled his shoulders back, he put his hands on his knees, and then he lifted his gaze. It was difficult, especially knowing that she could seize control of his body was just a couple of words.

In spite of all of that, he said, “It’s not right because I’m a person. I have rights. I have thoughts. I have feelings. It’s not fair that you get to control me. You shouldn’t be able to control any of the boys. We should be treated with respect just because we’re people, like you.”

“Are you familiar with the history of the femme covert laws?”

Her question seemed completely irrelevant, but he had to play along. He shook his head. “No. What are they?”

“They were a set of laws that governed most of Western Europe and even much of the United States for several centuries. The idea was simple. Women did not exist as legal entities.”

Jake itched to ask her to get on with this, to demand a point. Instead, he remained respectful, his back straight as he listened to her.

“Women did not exist as legal entities because they were effectively property. A woman didn’t have any rights besides those given to her by her husband or her father. Can you imagine what that would be like?”

“No,” he said, practically growling through his answer. “I can’t.”

“It would be terrible, don’t you think? You wouldn’t be able to have any real opinion of your own. There would be an entire half of humanity that would outrank you by default, simply because they were born a different gender.”

He glared at her.

“Then again, those laws may have changed, but men still have so many advantages. You think that’s fair?”

“No. It’s not.”

“Tell me the truth. How do you really feel about women’s rights? How do you feel about sexism?”

“Sexism is a crutch women use to make themselves feel better when they can’t compete.” As each word left his mouth, Jake tried to stop himself. Deep down, he still possessed that instinct to shape his words and manipulate the females around him…only he couldn’t use it!

“Explain.” Just like that, Elizabeth forced him to talk.

“Girls can’t handle the real world, so they make up those ideas. They pretend that there is this grand conspiracy of men trying to hold them down. It’s dumb. They are dumb.”

Elizabeth tapped her fingers against her leg. She considered this boy for a few more seconds. Slowly, he regained control of himself, especially since he had already obeyed her.

“Jake, forget we ever had this conversation.”

With that same sense of power, she watched as his expression dulled. Then he blinked, and he looked around, like he couldn’t remember exactly what happened. Apparently, he still retained his sense of time. Or maybe he instinctively started to search through his memories for the last few minutes. But then he shrugged.

Elizabeth proceeded with the rest of the session, though this young man had given her much to think about.

Malcolm had some time to kill, so he sent Amy a text. He wanted some fun. He wanted to touch her and use her.

Join me in my office, he sent.

Per his instructions, she showed up. When she sucked his cock, she glared up at him. Malcolm didn’t mind. That glare of hatred added to the excitement, to his sense of power and entitlement. He was the boss; he could use her. It was as simple as that.

Maybe if he had focused more on his company and his city, Malcolm would have realized how the world was about to change…he was in control…but not for much longer.

Holly woke up, and she rolled over. She threw out her arm and she expected to find her husband there in bed with her. Last night, she tried to talk to him once again, to really convince him to slow down. She was sick of being put second in their relationship.

Work shouldn’t come first. He needed to set his priorities.

Last night, she really thought he had listened to her. But the bed was empty.

“Brent,” she called out.

Biting on her lower lip, she did everything she could to suppress her suspicions. She didn’t want to get angry or upset. She didn’t want to start the morning with another fight, but the adrenaline started to itch at the back of her neck. She could feel it as it flared out. Her fingertips pushed down at her palms.

“Brent, honey, are you there?”

Hoping against what she knew to be the truth, Holly held on to the possibility that her husband would call back, that he would come right through the doors and jump onto the bed with her.

They could kiss and make out. Perhaps they would even fool around. It would feel so good. Holly would’ve loved some morning sex.

Instead, she waited nearly a full minute. That’s when she fell down onto her back, and she considered her possibilities. Second by second, she waited. But as she rested her head against her pillow, Holly wondered exactly how far she would push this. Were they going to break up over his decisions.

Because these were his decisions. When I first got together, this didn’t seem like a problem. But over the last few months, it had gotten worse and worse. She tried talking to him; she tried convincing him.

If he didn’t want to listen, what could she do?

Shaking her head, her eyes watered a little bit as she considered a philosophical problem. When most people thought about “logic,” they thought of an objective term. They would make statements like, “That isn’t logical.” Usually, they used logic as a concept that would apply to their perspective under all circumstances.

Logic was a very different animal. Logic was nothing more than consistency. Given the right assumptions about the world, pretty much anything could be logical. You could still be scientifically wrong since logic and science were two different concepts.

Anyway, it didn’t matter. If he wouldn’t listen to logic, then maybe she needed to do something completely different.

Holly giggled, covering her mouth with one hand as she considered a different possibility.

Enslavement.

Upset, hurt, and more than a little sad, she thought of her husband back in his office, typing away on his computer as he went through those equations. That’s what he really cared about. So, fine. If he kept making the wrong decisions, then maybe he needed to have those decisions taken away from him.

Yes…that’d be fun. Holly pictured a scenario where he would wake up, naked and tied down to the bed. He would look at her, his eyes big and full of nervous worry. “What, what’s going on? I need to get back to work!”

“You need to get back to work? Really?” Holly would tease. “If you really need to get back to work, then you should get up and go to it. Go ahead. Try.”

Gulping, he would start to pull against his restraints, flexing his muscles as he worked. For her part, Holly wouldn’t be able to help herself. She would enjoy the show as his biceps tightened and his stomach hardened.

He would kick and thrash, but his restraints would keep him in place, and Holly would be there, enjoying every second of the show.

“Let me explain something to you, she would tell him, turning every word into a vindictively seductive promise. “You had the opportunity to be a good man. You failed, so now you’re going to be a good slave.”

“You won’t get away with this!”

She would throw her head back, and she would laugh at him. It would feel so good, to see that helpless frustration burn in his eyes. Then she would touch him, stroking her fingers along his chest. If she felt playful, she would scratch him. She would make him whimper as he struggled there on the bed. For so long, she had felt helpless with him. Now was his turn.

And then, her attention when inevitably turn down to his cock. Yes, she would get the opportunity to play with his manhood. So many guys relied on their genitals, thinking that they were the most important part of their bodies. Fine. She would use that against him. She would tease him and taunt him. After all, it wouldn’t take much to glide her fingertips along his scrotum or up to his shaft. And once he became harder, she would squeeze him ever so lightly.

A different sort of frustration would take over.

“I can use you and play with you. If I want to, I could get up right now and walk away. Oh, that’s reminded me. I’ve some papers I have to grade. Should I go grade them?”

By this point, he would try to negotiate with her. “Okay. Okay! I understand. I’ve been a jerk. Just untie me, and things will be different. I promise.”

“Why should I let you up? Things are already different,” she would purr. She’d slide down next to him, pressing her lips to his ear. “You’re my slave.” With that, she’d bite his earlobe.

And he’d whimper this delicious, piteous little sound.

Holly wasn’t supposed to enjoy his discomfort, except she would. After so much time spent bugging him and arguing with him, she wasn’t interested in spending time with an equal. Now, she wished to take control. That’s why she would settle back on her toes, and she would watch as he struggled.

Brent would fight so mightily. And it would be adorable.

He would buck and thrash, writhing around on the bed like a damsel in distress. All the while, she would stay right there, elevated on her knees as he remained down on his back. He’d raise his chin and throw his head back, but it still wouldn’t do any good.

“You aren’t going to be able to get out of those restraints just by struggling.” Holly might offer him that little hint, just to tease him.

Thinking a little bit more clearly, Brent would lick his lips, he would close his eyes for a second, and then he would turn his head to the side. He would look at the manacles holding his wrists in place. Maybe he would try to stretch his fingers, thinking he might be able to work the mechanisms that bound the leather around his limbs.

For her part, Hollywood would remain incredibly patient. After all, it would be easy for her. She wasn’t going anywhere, and neither was he. Every second would add to the delicious desire spreading through her body. She would watch him, her eyes lit with animalistic hunger. Even so, she would hold it back.

Eventually, his lower lip would start to tremble, and his eyes might even begin to water.

“What’s wrong? Can’t figure it out?”

Brent wouldn’t respond. He would continue to stretch his fingertips, perhaps hoping that he might be able to get the right amount of leverage. Some way. Some how.

All of his hopes would soon be dashed because she would just grab his wrists and push him back down against the bed.

This was a game he always loved to play. Starting on their wedding night, he loved grabbing her and pushing her down into the mattress. He would hit her, holding her, and there wouldn’t be anything she could do about it.

This time, it would be Brent’s turn to struggle. With the added weight of his wife on top of him, he wouldn’t stand a chance. That’s why she would kiss him again, her tongue probing his lips in his mouth. She would savor every iota of heat radiating from his body.

Then she would pull back, she would grin down at him, and she would lean in one more time. She would graze her teeth along his neck. She would lightly bite at his nipples. His body would respond, and she would look from his crotch back up to his face.

Brent would be so embarrassed! He’d be ashamed of the fact that his body had started to react to all of the stimulation.

“Brent, do you want to be my slave boy?”

“No. I’m not a slave,” he would snarl. His voice might retain cold civility, yet she’d hear it: this primal desire to be free, the urge to break away. Only Holly wasn’t about to allow that to happen. She liked having her husband down on his back, arms and legs spread, helpless.

As far as she was concerned, this was where he belonged.

From there, she would look down at his erection, and Holly would probably decide to stroke him some more. She would fondle his testicles, gently gliding her fingertips over that sensitive flesh. She would watch as the tip of his erection would become damp with his juices.

“I’m going to take you, Brent. I’m going to show you where a husband belongs,” she’d vow with a feral grin.

At that point, he would open his mouth, he might even take a breath, but he would still stop. Somehow, he wouldn’t be able to contradict his wife.

Rather than strip in front of him, allowing him to revel in the nakedness of her body, Holly would simply sit up, she would hitch up her skirt, and she would pull down her panties. She would set them aside, neatly, and she would stroke his cock again.

Doing so would prompt him to arch his back, to pull on his restraints as tightly as he could. His knuckles might start to turn white, but Hollywood wouldn’t mind. She would continue to touch him, stroking him, teasing him, working him up into a frenzy of desperation.

“Are you a slave boy?”

“No!”

He would open his eyes and look back at her, perhaps thinking that she would stop. It was supposed to be a game, right? She wouldn’t touch him if he refused to supply the correct answers. And yet, Holly would have something much more vicious in mind for her restrained a husband.

She would continue to touch him, stroking him, teasing him, sending those little signals of desperation through his nervous system. Her hand would play along his manhood, and he wouldn’t be able to stop her. Every time he might try to wiggle his hips from side to side, she would compensate, easily keeping her fingertips dancing from the base of his shaft up to the tip.

By this point, he would practically be dribbling pre-come.

That’s when she would be cruel. Holly would slide her palm along the tip of his cock, dabbing his juices along her palm. Then she would pull her hand away altogether.

“Brent, there is something you need to understand. I can do this all day. I can leave you here for hours, squirming as you beg for an orgasm. But I’m only going to give you one chance to earn the release you crave. Just one. Lick my hand clean and I will let you have your orgasm.”

His eyes would widen, and she would practically be able to read the calculations planning out behind his eyes. He would probably think that she wouldn’t really do something like that. She couldn’t! But then she would just smile at him, her eyes neutral.

He would come to the correct conclusion. He didn’t really have any choice. His shoulders would slump, his muscles relax, and when she would press her hand down against his mouth, he would start licking.

“Good boy,” she would say to him, just to add another dose of embarrassment to his situation.

And true to her word, she would mount him. She would lift up her skirt, she would slide herself down onto his erection, and she would start to pump him. She would move her hips up and down, forward and back. She would take everything from this boy.

It wouldn’t be long before she climaxed. By this point, Holly would buzz with impatience.

When the pleasure finally raced through her body, she would look down at her husband, their eyes would lock onto one another, and he would finally see the truth. He wouldn’t be her husband, not really, not in the traditional sense. Every drop of masculine power would be drained from his role in their household.

Husband might as well become a synonym for slave.

Back in her bedroom, in reality, the last of the fantasy faded away, and Holly realized her panties were soaked. Swallowing, she looked up at the ceiling, utterly shocked. She had never experienced anything like that before.

Through most of her life, her erotic fantasies had been sweet and easy. She might imagine going to a library and meeting a hot guy. They would make out, and they would fall in love. She would think more about a first kiss or something like that. Her dreams were never vulgar, her fantasies never so intense.

For just a second or two, Holly imagined a scenario where she would go to her husband and tell him what happened.

If she could even get his attention away from the screen, he would just smirk, telling her something about how he would never go along with a scenario like that. As far as Brent was concerned, he was the man, so he would always have to be on top.

Shaking her head, disappointed, she closed her eyes. She expected some wave of sadness. Instead, she started to think about how he would look, strapped down and writhing.

A smile touched her lips.


Chapter 7

Elizabeth held the printed stack of proposals in her hands. Although she had already distributed the electronic copies, she enjoyed holding onto something physical, something tangible. She needed to keep her hands on something solid.

The other trustees arrived sporadically. Predictably, Malcolm Talbot came last. Elizabeth could never tell if that was a power-play on his part or if he was just so busy that he could never be on time. In any case, she didn’t say anything to the group until everyone was seated.

Even then, she remained quiet for nearly a minute. Silence stretched out, filling the room. A couple of the trustees had their phones out. They were busy typing messages or reading articles. Others looked back at Elizabeth, clearly confused.

Exhaling through her pursed lips, Elizabeth got back up onto her feet, and she addressed the group.

“Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for coming today. Judging from your expressions, you have all had the opportunity to read my proposal.”

“I read it,” said one of the men. “And I think it’s a bunch of garbage. You can’t be serious about this. There has to be something else we can do.”

Another guy nodded his agreement. “That’s right. Are you sure that this is necessary? I can’t believe that it’s really happening this way.”

“It is,” said one of the female trustees. She was an older woman with long gray hair. “I see it every day in my classes.” A teacher, that made sense.

Before the conversation could spiral out of control, Elizabeth cleared her throat. “I figured there might be some resistance to this idea, so I brought along a volunteer.” She glanced over at the doorway. “Tyler, you can come in here now.”

The door remained motionless; no one entered.

“Tyler is embarrassed. I don’t think he wants to be today’s guinea pig,” Elizabeth said to the group. “Do we think that matters?”

“This doesn’t prove anything,” muttered the same male trustee.

Despite her colleagues comment, another one of the trustees spoke up, “It does matter. It makes all the difference.”

“Let’s see how this plays out,” Elizabeth said, doing her best to remain diplomatic. She kept getting those darker glances from most of the males in the room. Malcolm seemed more interested than anyone else. She would have been impressed except for the fact that Elizabeth had heard so much about how he treated his female employees. For a second or two, she almost wished the proposal could apply to all of the men, not just of the teenagers and those in their early twenties.

“Tyler. Please come into the room.”

The door opened almost immediately, and a young man, blushing, walked through the doors. He kept his head down. Clearly, he didn’t wish to be there, only that didn’t seem to matter.

“Tyler here was actually the first one brave enough to report his condition. You see, as I outlined in my report, the young men really have lost all ability to inhibit their behaviors once they have received the command from a female.”

“Bull shit,” muttered one of the male trustees.

“I assure you, this is very real. Isn’t that right, Tyler?”

“Yes,” he said, his voice so quiet that pretty much everyone in the room needed to strain to hear him. He still refused to look up.

“Tyler, explain what happens to everyone. Please raise your voice as well.”

Like an obedient puppet, Tyler lifted his head, and he kept staring past of the trustees. He began to speak, “I can no longer resist any command I hear from a woman. It doesn’t matter what I’m told to do. Over the last couple of weeks, girls have started to figure this out. I’ve cleaned rooms, I’ve done dances, and I entertain them however they want.”

“Kneel on the floor.”

Tyler obeyed again.

“Just because it’s affecting one person doesn’t mean it’s really affecting all of the young men. Please, tell me someone has been strong enough to resist this, whatever this is,” said a different trustee. He held out his hands, waving them along the air.

“Unfortunately, it seems that every young man has been affected.”

“But your proposal, it seems somewhat extreme,” said another trustee, this one a woman. She looked younger. She seemed like the kind of idealist who would have signed up to become a teacher or a social worker because she genuinely believed she could somehow make the world a better place.

“I certainly appreciate that. But when we consider the severity of this condition, I think it’s necessary.” Elizabeth spoke those words with a great deal of manufactured certainty. She kept her gaze level as she looked from one trustee to the next.

They didn’t need to know about her shifting politics. They didn’t need to know that Elizabeth had her own agenda.

A couple of the trustees nodded, willing to trust Elizabeth no matter what. She was the psychologist, after all.

“But what we’re talking about, it sounds like these young men are going to basically become second-class citizens.”

“I can appreciate that as well,” Elizabeth replied. “Hopefully, my contacts will be able to find some kind of cure for this condition. In the meantime, it’s important that we keep this under wraps. The outside world can’t find out about what’s going on. That means progress will be a little bit slower.”

“These boys, they’re going to lose so much,” said another one of the trustees.

Elizabeth nodded again. She actually looked very sympathetic. As a psychologist, she routinely had to school her features, to lie to those around her. “They will, but only in the short term. Longer-term, I think this might actually be good for them. We can think of it as a learning experience.”

A couple of the men in the room shook their heads.

“Many young women have to endure a sense of helplessness in college. Maybe these boys will become more sensitive once they understand how it feels to be subordinate. But in any case, that won’t slow us down. We will find out everything we can about this condition, and we will make sure these boys get the help they need.”

Throughout the conversation, Malcolm Talbot remained quiet. Elizabeth didn’t understand. He watched her for several more seconds until she asked, “Are there any questions before we take a vote?”

No one said anything.

Elizabeth took a breath. “Okay then. Do I have the support of the trustees to implement this new policy?”

Most of the men didn’t raise their hands. Most of the women did. Malcolm lifted his hand into the air, and Elizabeth counted.

“Thank you for your support,” Elizabeth said.

The next day, Elizabeth expected to be nervous. Instead, she was excited. She could feel the heat of passion run through her body. Up until this point, she never imagined what it would feel like to be a politician, an elected leader who could wield power over the lives of hundreds, thousands, or even millions. But there she was, standing up at a podium in front of the assembled student body.

Cool, almost-winter air blew along their faces. They were gathered out in the bleachers. The football field was the only place large enough to gather everyone. Most of the students had on sweaters or jackets at this point. A few of the more stubborn college students still wore t-shirts. Most of them seemed to be boys. Elizabeth smirked, wondering if that would still be allowed after these new policies went into effect.

When the school sent out the email, Elizabeth wondered what attendance would be like. College students could be notoriously fickle, yet it seemed like every single student had arrived. Even most of the professors had chosen to attend as well. She had the entire school here, and everyone was waiting to hear what Elizabeth had to say.

Then again, the boys’ helplessness had been an open secret for weeks. Up until this point, most of the girls had been unwilling to take advantage. After her speech and this announcement, Elizabeth knew that would probably change.

“Good afternoon,” Elizabeth said. “I’m sure many of you have noticed that some changes have taken place. Specifically, many of the young men have started to behave differently.” Elizabeth could feel her heart pound away in her chest. Adrenaline pumped through her body.

This wasn’t just the generic fear of public speaking. Oh no. She was about to do something new, something important.

She waited for a moment, pausing just long enough to let those words sink in. Up until this point, many of the students probably suspected that she would offer up generic, meaningless advice. “A new set of policies are going to be instituted to help everyone deal with this change.”

Before she could to continue, one kid with blonde spikes jumped up. He had no problem shouting, “Policies? What the hell are you talking about? Is there a cure?”

“Sit down. Be quiet. That applies to all of the boys in the audience,” Elizabeth snapped.

All of a sudden, more than half of the murmuring stopped. Elizabeth noted with a small jolt of pride that quite a few of the girls in the audience were smirking. For so long, they had been forced to put up with the boys’ boisterous behavior. Like so much else, that was about to change.

As many of you have noticed, there is a new condition that only the young men in Crystal Canyon seem to be susceptible to. As bizarre as it sounds, these boys no longer have the ability to resist any command they hear. As I’ve just illustrated, it seems all of the boys in the city are compelled to obey whenever a woman tells them to do something.”

The murmuring continued.

Elizabeth allowed the girls some time to talk amongst themselves, just a few seconds. Or maybe she needed that time for herself. After all, she had only shown a few people her proposal. At this point, she could still back out. She could change her mind.

Elizabeth ran her fingers through her hair. The gesture helped calm her. Breathing out, she made her decision. “This puts the young women of Crystal Canyon—you—in a new position. It will be difficult, but you are going to find yourselves in a new set of positions. I don’t think I need to say that it would be unethical to take advantage of the boys when they are vulnerable like this.”

She let those words settle in.

Of course, Elizabeth could have been so much harsher. She could have gone on and on about how it would be completely unethical to manipulate the young men. And yet, she thought about how she used Jake, how she had watched so many of the boys humiliate themselves simply because they were told to.

It felt good.

She loved the power; many of these girls would learn to enjoy it as well.

Elizabeth held onto the sides of the podium for a few seconds, her grip tightening. “This new transition is going to be extremely difficult for the boys. In order to facilitate this new phase, I have instituted a variety of rules that will become effective at the end of this assembly.”

Licking her lips, she savored this moment. Her doubts began to fade away; Little by little, Elizabeth concluded this was the best way. This was the only way.

“First, the young men of Crystal Canyon will no longer be allowed any kind of serious employment. Any job that requires these boys to handle money or any kind of potentially important information will obviously be barred to them. Given the current circumstances, the young men will still be allowed to work, but only in the most domestic and servile of roles.”

Many of the boys looked back at her. A few opened their mouths, only to remember at the last second that they weren’t allowed to speak. Their bodies wouldn’t let them, even if they tried to shout out or to disrupt the gathering.

The girls, on the other hand, leaned forward, clearly very interested in this new development. “As a consequence, there will be a lot more work available for the girls of Crystal Canyon. Ladies, it’s important that you take this new responsibility very seriously.”

Elizabeth waited for murmuring. This time, there wasn’t any. Everyone waited, absolutely silent.

“Next, all the young men will have to forfeit their checking and savings accounts. This will be difficult for many, but the boys clearly cannot be trusted with money. Right now, we have been exceedingly lucky. No one has been defrauded, but when a woman can walk up to a boy and demand access to his bank account, he clearly cannot be trusted with any sort of financial responsibility.”

Elizabeth waited again, wondering if there would be some shout or protest. But no. While the boys clearly wanted to argue, they couldn’t bring themselves to do it, and none of the young women seemed eager to do anything other than listen.

“Along similar lines, the boys of Crystal Canyon will no longer be allowed any kind of driver’s license. Again, if you stop and think about it, this makes perfect sense. Right now, the boys could accidentally be told to turn in the wrong direction and break any number of laws. That clearly isn’t acceptable, so they will not be allowed to drive.”

The uncertainty disappeared from Elizabeth’s voice. The more she spoke, the more confident she became.

“Next, these young men have all taken a terrible blow. So much of masculinity is based on the ideas of independence and aggression. Girls, it’s going to be your responsibility to help ease them through this transition, especially when many of them will view it as a terrible humiliation. But that isn’t how they should think of it at all. For a very long time, women have borne the responsibility of being demure and obedient. Throughout history, women have been subjugated. Ladies, consider this an opportunity to teach these boys. That’s why, from this point forward, all of the young men at this university will be required to wear a uniform.”

The girls looked up at her, a little bit confused. One young woman raised her hand.

“I’ll take a few questions now, but only a few,” Elizabeth said, pointing to the girl with her arms stretched toward the sky.

The girl, a redhead, dressed in white denim jeans and a pink T-shirt got up. She spoke loudly enough that pretty much everyone could hear her. “Dr. Hunt, what does this uniform look like?”

This time around, Elizabeth sounded cool. “Well, I was going to wait for that part, but I think now is a good time to demonstrate. Remember, boys, you’re going to stay right where you are, and you’re going to be quiet.”

At that point, she noticed several of the girls smirking. Clearly, they enjoyed the helplessness of their male compatriots. But for the moment, Elizabeth turned off to the side of the stage. “Tyler, can you come up here please?”

A few seconds later, she could hear his footsteps. He moved with slow reluctance. He climbed up the steps, and he came up onto the stage, careful to keep his gaze and downward.

“The boys are going to wear short skirts, tights, and button up blouses. This attire might seem very feminine, but that’s okay. It’s important that these boys feel helpless, that their attire match their new positions of powerlessness in the classroom and on campus.”

Many of the guys stared up, their eyes wide, their mouths agape. Obviously, they would have jumped up and shouted if they had been given the opportunity. Unconcerned with the boys, Elizabeth waited, bracing herself for some backlash from the female population. She expected a few of them to stand up, and insist that this was wrong for one reason or another. Maybe someone would trot out an argument about civil rights. Elizabeth couldn’t know one way or the other, but she waited, holding her breath.

No one said anything.

“I realize that this is very unusual, but I have been researching male psychology, and it is my expert opinion that this uniform will facilitate the transition in the easiest way possible. Tyler, please lift up your skirt.”

The humiliated boy obeyed.

“Traditional underwear will also be shifted out. The boys will no longer be allowed to wear traditionally masculine garments. Instead, while on campus or in class, the boys were be required to wear panties. These fitted briefs will be a solid reminder of how things have changed, at least in the short term. Because it is very important that I remind you, this is a short-term event. These boys are vulnerable. Anything could happen to them, so it’s a very, very important that we keep this secret. Ladies, I know that will be a challenge, but I believe you are up to it.”

Tyler stood there, his hands behind his back.

The girls whispered back and forth for a little while.

Elizabeth cleared her throat, and silence descended once more. All of this amazed her. If the boys had been allowed to speak, it would have taken three, maybe four times as long for her to get her audience’s attention again. It seemed like the girls knew how to focus so much more easily.

“Many of you are probably wondering how these rules are going to be enforced. To put it simply, every boy on campus will be assigned a handler. As long as you are over the age of 18, you will be allowed to become a handler for a young man.”

Many of the faces out in the audience, notably the boys’, started to go pale. “As a handler, it will be your responsibility to determine what is best for the boy under your care. Simply put, you will have authority over him. If he wants to get a job, he will require your approval. After every semester, he will be required to show you his grades. He will submit a schedule for your approval. You will also be required to educate him, discipline him, and make sure that he remains in uniform during all appropriate times.”

Elizabeth leaned forward, making it seem like she was sharing a very special detail. “It is very important that everyone here understands that this has been approved by the board of trustees as well as the City Council. I’m going to be honest with you. We don’t understand exactly why this is happening, but for the moment, that’s irrelevant. We need to deal with the facts as we see them. These boys need our help.”

A lot of the girls started laughing or giggling. Others nudged them, making sure that they quieted down. “I want all of you to think long and hard about volunteering to become a handler. Like I said before, these boys need our help. They can’t say no. They can’t resist. They’re completely vulnerable and at our mercy. If you become a handler, you will be responsible for these young men. They will look to you for guidance and wisdom. They will look to you for leadership. This is your opportunity to show them what kind of person you really can be. It’s also your opportunity to help them become better.”

Almost instantly, dozens of arms shot back into the air. Several of the boys lifted their hands as well. Granted, those young men couldn’t know that Elizabeth had no intention of calling on them. They could sit there quietly. That was all.

“Yes?” Elizabeth asked, pointing to one of the girls.

She stood up, she cleared her throat, and she seemed to direct her question at everyone. “So what you’re saying is that we are in charge now?”

“Yes. You are in charge. Remember, every girl here will have authority over the boys. If you volunteer to become a handler, then you will become responsible for one or more of them, but that’s really up to you.”

Lots of the boys kept waving their arms around, which made Elizabeth want to laugh at them. Instead, she nodded toward another young woman.

The girl got up. “You said we are responsible for their behavior if we become a handler, right?”

“Yes. That’s correct.”

“What kind of behavior are we supposed to encourage?”

“Well, isn’t that obvious? Good behavior. Teach these boys how to be obedient and sweet.”

Almost all at once, the group of girls realized exactly what kind of opportunity they had. They smirked back at one another. Some seemed predatory. A few started to laugh. Others joined in. They couldn’t stop.

For their part, the boys all seemed to get very, very nervous. Unfortunately for them, they couldn’t get up, nor could they argue.

“There’s one more important detail that we need to consider, ladies.” With that final word, Elizabeth made it abundantly clear that she wasn’t talking to the entire student body, not anymore. The boys had been turned into an irrelevancy. Neither their opinions nor their perspectives mattered. The girls were in charge now. No one was interested in listening to the boys.

“Once you become a handler, you will be responsible for that boy. In order to make sure that it’s clear that every boy is being monitored appropriately, he will need to be tagged.” A hush fell over the crowd. “These tags will be relatively straightforward. For now, we will use collars. I’m sure a lot of people will object to the symbolism here, but we need something that will be straightforward and easily seen.”

Again, Elizabeth waited. She expected an argument, someone somewhere in the audience to talk about how this wasn’t fair or how it would be a violation of human rights.

But Crystal Canyon was a city mostly filled with men. Every young woman out in the audience had been sexually harassed at one point or another.

If the boys needed to be collared, then they didn’t seem to mind. If anything, they grinned back at one another, relishing this opportunity.

Dr. Hunt continued to answer questions for the young women, but she had already made her point.

This was happening.

Jake strode back and forth, pounding his legs into the ground like an angry predator. He exuded that caged, angry power of a lion at a zoo. He needed to find something to pounce on, to attack. He wanted to claw, to punch, to bite.

And yet, he couldn’t do any of those things.

Before this all started, his solution would have been obvious: go to a bar, have something to drink, find a girl. Because that’s what he really wanted to do. He wanted to hold a girl down, to kiss her, to feel her underneath him. He wanted to feel like a real man again.

But going out to a bar would mean almost certain humiliation.

It wasn’t like he would be rejected. Instead, he just had to face the very real possibility that some overconfident girl would start to play with him.

Jake tried not to think about that. Instead, he focused on action.

“Gentlemen, we have a very serious problem,” he said to his assembled fraternity brothers. “This bitch, Dr. Hunt thinks she’s some stupid feminist or something. There is no way she’s going to get away with this. We aren’t going to let her get away with this, are we?”

“No way,” growled one of his friends.

“That’s right. Right now, yes, it looks like the girls have an advantage. I understand that. But it doesn’t matter. They’re still girls, and more importantly, we outnumber them by a lot. I don’t care who we have to talk to or what we have to do, this will not stand. These policies won’t last a full day.”

The guys lifted their fists. “Yeah!” they shouted together.

“We are going to protest this. We are going to get together, and were going to show these women who is really in charge.”

“Yeah!”

“We are going to take back control.”

“Yeah!”

“We are going to show them who’s—”

Olivia and her cadre of sorority sisters filled the room. They walked in through the front door without knocking, and they spread themselves out, standing behind the boys. Jacob was the only one on his feet. None of the other guys stood, however. They seemed to shrink down their spots, almost hiding like they hoped to avoid any kind of female notice.

Doing his best to remain diplomatic, Jake glared at Olivia. As always, seeing her struck a chord within him, this vibration of aroused attraction. He couldn’t help himself, not when she was so confident and so gorgeous. And yet, he experienced something else as well: fear.

Swallowing back his trepidation, he glared at her. “This is private property. Get out.”

“Oh? It’s private property?” Olivia replied without any hint of fear. “I guess we’ll need an invitation to stay. Invite us to stay.” She aimed that last line right at Jake.

“Please stay,” he replied, his body relaxing as it obeyed. “Hey! That’s not what I wanted to do. Get out! Get out right now you—”

Olivia cut him off. “Boys, shut it.”

They all closed their mouths; they all shut up.

Jake spun on her, and he marched right in her direction. Before this moment, he never understood what it meant to see red. His vision clouded, however, everything taking on an angry red hue. How dare she come into his house? How dare she show up with her little entourage of bimbos and think they could take over?

Alpha Omega ruled here; they were the men, and they weren’t going to be intimidated by a bunch of sorority girls.

In just a second or two, he considered everything he wanted to do with this girl. He wanted to hold her down, to strip her naked. He wanted to see her struggle underneath him as he kissed her and played with her body. He would make her so wet, and she would be ashamed of every second of it. He would make sure she enjoyed her humiliation. He would do nothing less than subjugate her. He would show her just how bad an idea feminism had been. He would make her pay for every single little indignity.

He got halfway over to Olivia before she smirked, pointing down at the floor. “Sit, boy,” she said. She talked down to him like he was nothing but a dog.

Worse, he obeyed.

Jacob fell to his knees.

He didn’t know what to do. Scrambling, he’d already been ordered to silence. Now she made him kneel before her.

While he tried to think of something, Olivia began to walk around the room. “You,” she said, pointing to Eric, one of Jake’s fraternity brothers, “How many boys are in this little playhouse of yours?”

Jake wanted to talk to his friend, to tell him not to respond, to not cooperate. Then again, silence wasn’t even an option.

At this point, Eric didn’t technically have to respond. He had been given a direct command, but after weeks of enforced compliance, he replied probably without even thinking about it. “There are fifteen brothers and five pledges,” Eric answered, his voice small land filled with shame.

Grinding his teeth together, Jake tried to get up again and again. To be humiliated on his own, at the sorority house was one thing. To have it happen again, here of all places, seemed like something entirely different. He could push his knuckles down against the floor, yet he couldn’t get up.

The frustration burned through his body, yet Olivia hardly seemed to notice.

“Okay. That sounds about right. Ladies, go through the house, order the boys on to their knees, and pick whoever you want.”

The sorority girls took their time; they sauntered through the house, looking at the different guys. None of the boys tried to stand up or resist. The girls touched their hair, they pinched their cheeks, and they stroked their biceps. These girls behaved like shoppers, like they were at a pet store trying to figure out which animals to buy.

For her part, Olivia just watched. Jake didn’t understand, not until his worst fears were realized when that beautiful blonde sorority sister wandered over to him. “You’ve learned about the new rules, I assume?” Because he had been ordered to silence, Jake couldn’t even answer. Realizing this, Olivia giggled into her hand as she shook her head. No matter how many times she commanded these boys, she still marveled at the power she could wield with nothing but her voice. “You may speak. For now.”

Despite the permission she offered, Jake still kept his mouth shut. He was in no mood to cooperate, especially with this girl of all people.

“Well?”

Still, he kept his mouth shut. All around him, he had to watch as his fraternity brothers were poked and prodded. One girl, a redhead, grabbed a boy’s hand. “I think I’m going to be his handler,” she said.

“Please, I don’t need a handler. I can take care of myself.” He obviously intended to sound strong, but he couldn’t even bring himself to look up into that girl’s eyes.

“Obviously, you do need a handler. That’s the new rule. And we wouldn’t want you to break the rules now, would we?”

The boy didn’t respond. He obviously understood that he didn’t have any way of arguing with her. None of them did.

Another girl, this one with shimmering black hair, grabbed a boy by the back of his neck. She pulled him onto his feet. “I want this one. I think it would be fun to teach him to do tricks.”

“You can’t do this. You can’t take advantage of us,” Jake growled. Once those words left his lips, he knew they had been a mistake. He should have just kept his mouth shut.

Olivia smiled down at him, her expression filled with joyful condescension. “Actually, we can. Besides, this isn’t us taking advantage of you. It’s just like Dr. Hunt said. We are giving you a taste of your own medicine. That’s all.”

“We never did this,” he answered.

“No, but you always loved it when girls dressed like sluts. Just think back to all of your parties. The girls could only get in if they pleased you. Well, now this is how it works. It’s your turn to please us.”

Jake opened his mouth again, hoping he would be able to come up with some reason why she was wrong, some reason she couldn’t do this. After a few more seconds, he closed his mouth. There wasn’t a good answer.

All across the campus, the young men worried about what was going to happen. They soon found themselves texting back and forth. They tried to stay in communication with one another. They conversed like hunted animals. Who had been adopted by a handler? Who was still free?

It was especially problematic for the popular boys. Obviously, they were the first ones to get grabbed. At first, the young men did the obvious. They went back to their dorm rooms, they closed the doors, and they turned their locks. They probably figured they would be safe. Sure, they would eventually have to go out to class or sneak out for some food, but they bought themselves a couple of hours, right?

Wrong.

In the first couple of hours, the boys forgot how voices can carry through doors. The girls could knock at first. Then they would just call out, “Open this door right now.”

Compelled by their newly evolved obedience, the boys would get up from their spots, and they would go open the doors. Once they did so, they would soon be collared.

Some of the girls made the boys get down on their knees. Others just smiled and looped the collars around those guys. It didn’t really matter how it happened. One way or another, they were claimed.

It didn’t take long before someone set up a registry. It became publicly available. If you needed to find out which girl handled which boy, you could just go online.

After a little while, the remaining boys got smart. They put on their headphones, and they blasted music. This way, they wouldn’t be able to hear any commands. But the girls were confident now. As the hours ticked by, the girls pulled out some power tools. They started taking doors off the hinges.

Other boys tried to sneak off. Those who attempted to leave campus soon found themselves spotted.

Without agreeing to anything official, the girls formed a picket line. They patrolled the boundaries of the school, and none of these boys knew any secret routes. More to the point, lots of them panicked. They just tried to run.

To make matters worse, those boys who were already under the girls’ authority could be forced to help. That’s right. The biggest, strongest young men were ordered to tackle their friends. One by one, the boys across campus were collared.

Still, the remaining males kept trying.

Kyle was one of them.

A sophomore, he was usually pretty good at keeping his head down. He wasn’t especially popular, he didn’t get really great grades, but he still passed all of his classes, and he figured he could keep working hard and end up with a decent job.

Like so many others, he had gone to the assembly. For the most part, the girls had left him alone. It helped that his girlfriend, Amanda, liked to spend a lot of time with him. They went to the movies, they relaxed in his apartment, and they went for walks along the main street. They were a cute couple, but they didn’t attract much attention.

When he learned about the rules, he knew that he had to get out of that city. Granted, Crystal Canyon was pretty much in the middle of nowhere, but he knew it had to be possible. The main roads would be watched. But he could probably hike past the patrols.

The first thing he did after the assembly was keep his head down and simply walk away.

Dr. Hunt allowed the group to disperse. For the most part, the girls were off, heading toward the pet stores. They wanted to pick up collars.

Lots of the boys were grabbed, taken in hand and led away. If they tried to struggle, they could simply be told to cooperate. And they would.

Kyle could hardly believe what he witnessed. Seriously, he kept expecting these guys to fight back. They were bigger and stronger. That didn’t seem to matter.

Like so many others, he had witnessed what could happen. But really, he didn’t see very many girls in his engineering classes, so he never really understood exactly how much the world was changing around him.

Once he left the stadium, he pulled out his phone. He called his girlfriend. Amanda picked up on the second ring. “What happened over there? I’m getting all of these messages from my friends,” Amanda said. She didn’t get to go to the assembly since she had to work at the ice cream shop downtown.

“Look, I’m really not sure what’s going on, but I think I need to get out of here. Going to grab some money, and I’m going to get my backpack, some water, some food.”

“What?” Amanda asked.

Right to then, she could have ordered him to stay, but the idea didn’t really occur to her. She really cared about her boyfriend, after all. She wanted to just strip him of his ability to act of his own accord.

“They’re talking about collaring the college students. Can you believe it?”

“No, that can’t be what’s happening,” she said. “They misunderstood?”

Kyle seriously thought about looking down at his phone, like maybe it was broken. Misunderstood? How could she just dismiss him like that? Then again, it didn’t really occur to Kyle that young women face that sort of prejudice all the time.

“I know what I saw. I know what I heard. I have to get out of here,” he told her, his voice utterly insistent.

Amanda tried to say something else, but Kyle hung up on her.

Heart pounding, he turned on the engine, and he started to drive. Once he was back on the road, he felt like he had a modicum of control once again. And yet, when he looked out, he could already see it happening. There were boys with collars around their necks, some leather, some nylon, others soft fabric. With each and every one, it was clear what was going on.

He thought about going back to his place. He changed his mind. Sucking on his lower lip, he considered the possibilities, and then he made a choice.

He went to the ATM on the other side of town. Based near one of the ore refineries, Kyle didn’t think he’d ever seen a female use it.

He parked out front, he ran over, his card already in hand. He slid it into the machine, and he typed his code.

Processing.

It seemed to take longer than usual, but Kyle just figured he was nervous. His heart kept pounding, and he glanced over his shoulder, uncertain of what he was going to say next. That doctor, the one who had explained the new rules, had ordered him to be quiet and to sit down like all of the other boys. In that time, he had been utterly helpless. Yes, he could still think for himself, but his body behaved all on its own.

He didn’t want that to ever happen again.

Please enter handler’s code.

What?

Kyle stared at the screen. He tried to cancel the transaction, to get his card back. It would blink, but the same text would appear again.

Please enter handler’s code.

“I thought you would be here,” came a voice that he immediately recognized. Amanda.

Kyle turned around, and he found his girlfriend standing there. Her car was parked a few feet away. Because he had been so focused on the screen in front of him, he hadn’t even noticed the sound of the tires grinding against the parking lot pavement.

“You know, that was really rude, hanging up on me,” she said.

Kyle couldn’t help but notice that Amanda held her hands behind her back as she came forward.

“Look, I’m sorry, but I have to get out of here.”

“So they set up a website after the assembly. You can see all of the information. I guess it can only be accessed locally.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about the new rules.”

“I thought you didn’t believe me.”

Amanda came closer and closer, step by step. The distance between them began to disappear. Nervous energy roiled through his chest and crept down into his stomach.

“I’m sorry about that. Here, let’s just go back to your apartment, and we can talk about all of this.”

“There’s nothing to talk about. I’m getting out of here.”

Only a few steps separated them now.

Marching ahead, he tried to stride right by her. Kyle aimed for his car, only as he started to pass her, she became altered and she told him to stop. He barely registered those sounds, but his body understood. All at once, Kyle lost control.

Enjoying her newfound advantage, Amanda sidled up to him, and she finally showed him what she was holding her hands. A collar. Dark red, it looked like it was made out of nylon. “Sorry. I know this isn’t your color, but I think it will work for right now.”

“No, no way,” Kyle insisted. His voice pulsated with desperation, but Amanda stood in front of him. She smiled, curving her lips. “Yes. This is happening. Like that nice psychologist said, you need someone to take care of you until we figure this out.”

“Please, just help me get out of the city. That’s all you need to do,” he told her, his voice straining.

“Actually, you’re going to stay here. You’re going to come home with me, and you’re going to help out. You’re going to show me just how grateful you are.”

Kyle inhaled; his nostrils flared, and he was just about to tell her that he wasn’t going to play along with any of this. Only then, she ordered him into the car, so he obeyed. From that point forward, he’d become an obedient boyfriend. If he did a really good job, Amanda started to wonder if maybe they should get married. She could always tell him to say, “I do.”

Tony kept his headphones on.

Like so many other guys, he dealt with his stresses by playing video games. There was always something so freeing about picking up a controller, aiming it at the TV, and controlling an avatar. On the screen, his warrior summoned telekinetic powers to crush one alien after another. Pixilated blood splashed along the imaginary ground.

On the other side of his room, his computer continued to work. For the last few weeks, Tony had been rather interested in the scrubber protocols used by the Talbot Corporation to delete any references to what was happening in Crystal Canyon. Up until this point, he hadn’t wished to make any enemies, so even though he had the program, he didn’t think he was really going to use it.

Then that dark-haired woman came out, and she announced all of the men had lost their rights.

No, not all of the men, Tony reminded himself. This was only happening to the college students.

When Dr. Hunt had explained what was going to happen, Tony had genuinely believed that some of the older male professors would stand up and say that this was wrong…but no…no one argued. The people of Crystal Canyon were actually going along with this. Then again, he considered what the government routinely did to the citizens of the United States. Domestic espionage happened every day. The information was all online; you only had to care enough to look.

“Sheep,” Tony muttered, angry all over again.

He didn’t care about that psychologist or her beliefs. The lady was obviously nuts.

More importantly, she was going to realize that it would be impossible to oppress the men of Crystal Canyon like this. He didn’t care if he was younger; he was a skilled hacker and computer programmer. He would do whatever it took to show the world what was going on. And once that happened, there would be genuine outrage.

“Agreed to,” he muttered a few seconds later, tapping his fingers against his controller. The avatar on his screen came upon a huge alien. This thing had dozens of tentacles, a huge mouth filled with dagger teeth, and it was coated with some kind of black slime.

It was supposed to be disgusting, but nothing could offend Tony more than what he heard on that football field. He kept his blinds pulled a shut, he had his headphones on, and he basically hid. He wasn’t going to listen to any female voices.

Just to be safe, he had even gone through his playlist, just to make sure that there weren’t any female singers.

From the corner of his eye, he spotted the light from his phone. Someone just sent him a text message.

Wondering if maybe it had come from one of his hacker buddies, Tony grabbed it. Instead, he saw the message came from Elena.

“That’s not going to happen,” he said, tossing the phone back over onto his bed. He didn’t know what she had to say. He didn’t really care either.

Even through the noise of his headphones, he could hear his phone rang out for attention.

His phone kept ringing and ringing, but he wouldn’t pick it up. Finally, he grabbed it again, and he typed message back to her.

Leave me alone, Elena. I don’t have anything to say to you. He hit send and tossed his phone off to the side again.

It dinged with another message just a half minute later.

Exhaling through his teeth, he paused his game, and he saw her message.

Tony, what’s happening to you, it’s just not right. If you let me, I can help you. I can get you out of Crystal Canyon, but we need to do this now. Are you going to trust me?

Why would I trust you?

Because you know me. Look, I know stuff happened between us, and I won’t lie. I’m still really pissed about what you did, but this is wrong. They can’t do this to you. Just tell me where you are, and I’ll help you.

Tony held his phone in his hand. He wandered over to his computer, and he glanced at the screen. His program continued to work, but it couldn’t find any way around the hunter programs used to silence the people of Crystal Canyon. Balling his fingers into fists, he went back over to the window, and he looked out, wondering exactly what he might be able to do.

Right away, he spotted a kid his age. The boy threw a backpack into his car, and he was just about to close the sedan’s door when he stopped. He froze, his expression softening as he stared forward.

“What’re you doing?” whispered Tony.

Then he saw the girl. She strolled up to the car, and she beckoned the boy to come out. She waved him out with one finger.

Seemingly paralyzed, the kid held onto his steering wheel. Tony gritted his teeth, desperate to see some guy his age successfully shrug off a female command. Time seemed to expand for Tony, only then the guy got out of the car. The girl walked up to him, and she easily encircled his neck with a dog collar. A freaking dog collar. Tony could hardly believe it.

This was real. It was actually happening. If he stayed in Crystal Canyon, he would eventually be found out. He didn’t know what girl would become his “handler,” only that didn’t make much difference.

As a programmer, he always believed in freedom. He believed that he had a right to control his own destiny.

The idea of depending on Elena of all people pissed him off, but he didn’t see an alternative.

Finally, he grunted, and he made his choice. He picked up his phone, and he messaged her. He said he was back in his apartment. She could come by to pick him up at any point. He would be ready to go.

Checking the window again, he didn’t see any other boys try to run from predatory girls. Instead, he saw a couple of guys his age, all collared, all completely cooperative. They didn’t try to fight, and he could easily guess why; they’d already been ordered not to resist.

Just like that, he started to pack. He grabbed a duffel bag, some clothes, and his computer. He got everything ready, and he waited. From time to time, he went back to the window, looking out onto the parking lot.

A while later, he heard the sound of her knocking. She slammed her fist against the door. She had to in order for him to hear her over the music from his headphones. He shut down the music, and he went back to the door, peeking through the peephole.

On the other side, he saw her standing there. She glanced down the hall. At the same time, he made sure that he didn’t see any other girls.

Elena really did seem to be alone.

He tried to deny it, but relief still pulsed through him. Despite their differences, it really seemed like he could trust her. As he reached out to unlock the door, he thought about what he said to her the last time they saw each other; he called her irrational. He told her that she needed to learn to think for herself because she always let her feelings override her judgment.

Because he really didn’t have any choice, Tony unlocked the door. He opened it, careful to stay behind it and out of sight.

Elena stepped across the threshold, and she closed the door herself.

“Thanks for coming,” he said, sweeping his eyes up and down her body. She had on a short black skirt, matching leather boots, and a cardigan. Her black hair stretched to down her back. She obviously had on a little bit of makeup, not that he could really name exactly what she had done.

“The moment I heard about everything, I knew I had to come for you.”

“To help me,” he said. Her expression shifted slightly, and she started to shake her head. “Oh, you cute, silly boy. I’m going to help you, absolutely. I’m going to give you exactly what you need.”

That’s when she pounced. Literally. Some time ago, Tony had discarded his headphones. He couldn’t block the sounds when she issued command, “Be weak.” His face screwed up with confusion; he didn’t even understand what that meant, especially since his body doesn’t seem to react.

For a heartbeat, he looked down at his hands, and nothing happened, but she was on top of him. She grabbed him, shoving him down onto his bed. He tried to push her away. In the first half-second, he figured it would be easy. While they had dated, Tony had overpowered his girlfriend dozens of times. In some ways, it had been a game. He made her feel good by being big and strong. Holding her down also turned him on. It showed him that he could get away with anything—or so he’d believed.

But that half second passed, and she shoved him down onto the mattress. She pinned him, and he kicked and squirmed, doing everything he could to dislodge her, yet none of it worked. She was a slim girl, and he should have been able to pick her up, but his muscles seemed so much weaker.

“I really like that command. I saw one of the other girls do it to her boyfriend.” Elena grinned at him, flashing her teeth. She really did look like a hungry huntress. “This way, you aren’t going to be able to fight me. I can just grab you and pull you around, and you’re going to get to feel what it’s like to be the small one, the weak one.”

“Never,” he growled back at her. “Oh yes. You treated me like I was just your property for such a long time. I think, I was pretty much okay with it. There was only one thing I couldn’t accept, and you couldn’t even give me that.”

Tony almost groaned about how he didn’t want to hear her complaint again.

She shook her head. “That reminds me. I do need to disappoint you for cheating on me. You stupid, silly little slut.”

He grimaced at those words, surprised that they could affect him.

She leaned down, and she kissed him. It felt good, at least until she bit his lower lip, almost hard enough to draw blood. When she pulled back, she giggled, and he tried to shove her off. He channeled all of his strength into that one push, but it didn’t work.

He may have been taller than her by several inches, only that wasn’t going to make the slightest difference.

“I’m going to make you into my bitch,” she said.

Elena surprised him again, slipping off of his body. She walked back over to the front door. She bent down, and she pulled several items out of her purse.

“What, what are you doing?” Tony demanded to know. He tried to sound strong. At the same time, he looked around, and his eyes locked on to his headphones. This was his opportunity.

He grabbed the headphones, he slipped over his head, and he smirked back at her. The music washed everything out, and Elena turned back. She was holding onto something that looked like a pair of black panties, yet he already knew he wouldn’t have to wear them.

She couldn’t give them another command. Unlike all of the other young men, he couldn’t hear her!

Her lips moved, but his body didn’t obey. She could have been teasing him, or she could have been ordering him to drop down onto his knees and to beg for the privilege of worshiping her. But he wasn’t going to do any of that, not ever! Laughing, he pointed back at her. “I can’t hear you. You can’t make me do anything!”

That’s what he thought.

He really was a silly boy.

Elena marched forward, and that’s when he remembered her first command. She had already weakened him.

He glanced from side to side, wondering which way he should go. He felt like a cornered bunny. It wasn’t fair. He wasn’t accustomed to the sense of helplessness. He wasn’t a girl! He had never gone to a club been dogged by all of the guys. He had never been criticized for wearing a skirt that was too short or a top that was too tight. He didn’t know how to deal with that judgment, the kind of judgment that came from someone who was bigger and stronger and destined to be more powerful.

He sprinted to the left, hoping that he might be able to get away.

Under normal circumstances, Elena may not have been as strong as her ex-boyfriend, but she was definitely faster. Her hand shot out, and she grabbed him by his shirt. It started to stretch, but then she yanked, and he fell down, hitting his ass hard.

She practically straddled him as she came closer, and Elena grabbed onto the headphones. At the last moment, he brought his hands up, he tried to protect his headgear. It didn’t work. She easily pulled the headphones off, and she tossed of them away.

“Don’t touch them again.”

Just like that, he couldn’t put them back on. Because he understood exactly what she was referring to, his brain compensated for the lack of specificity. Under other circumstances, he might have been fascinated by how that girl could program a boy.

Defiant, he nonetheless lifted his chin, and he glared hard at her. “This isn’t going to stand. I’m not the only one who’s going to fight. We’re going to win. There’s a reason men have ruled for such a long time. You aren’t going to get away with this!”

“Open your mouth and suck on this,” she replied, her lips hard. He did irritate her. That should have been some consolation, only then he saw exactly what she had in her hand.

It was a bubblegum pink dildo.

When Tony saw it, he could hardly accept it. Denial ripped through his body. He blinked, and he looked to the side, only then she pressed to the tip up against his mouth, and her command took hold. He wrapped his lips around at the dildo, sliding his head forward. She helped, shoving it deeper, down his throat.

“Feel that? That’s your gag reflex,” she explained, mocking him with every word. “Remember when you wanted me to go down on you? Remember when you told me I just needed to try harder. Okay. Take your own advice, Tony. Try harder,” she sneered. His eyes watered, and the muscles in his throat contracted. He couldn’t help himself, no matter how hard he tried.

“Deeper,” she said. “Don’t forget to suck. Suck like a good little bitch.”

He opened his eyes, and he looked up at her through his unshed tears. His vision blurred, and he kept hoping that he might find some trace of sympathy or mercy on her pretty face. No. His ex-girlfriend saw him, their eyes met, and then she threw her head back, and she laughed.

Elena pushed the dildo in, only to slide it back. Hope welled up inside of him; he began to believe she had finished with him. But no. At the last moment, just before the tip was about to slide free from his mouth, she shoved it in again.

“There we go. That’s what you need to do. I love seeing you just like this,” she said. Because she could, she grabbed onto his hair, and she took a firm hold. She pulled his head back, and she kept up with that vicious rhythm.

Elena fucked his mouth with the dildo.

Just when he believed he couldn’t take any more, she pulled it out altogether, and he fell forward, gasping. Lifting his head, he wanted to throw himself at her; he needed to tackle her, to push her down onto the ground. He wanted to put his hand over her mouth. If he couldn’t understand what she was saying, then he obviously wouldn’t be susceptible to her commands.

Before he had the chance to do any of that, Elena pointed to the bed again. “Go over there, drop your pants, and hold onto the edge.”

“What, what are you going to do to me?”

He obeyed her, obviously. His legs moved, and he walked. He bent over the bed, but he still kept his head tilted to the side. He watched as she unzipped her skirt and pulled it down. From there, she also removed her panties.

With his ass up, Tony didn’t know what his ex-girlfriend had in mind, not until he got a better look at those new panties she had brought into the room. They were not just panties, it turned out. That garment also doubled as a harness for a strap-on dildo.

His mouth went dry, and he knew he only had one option left.

He could beg. He could plead.

Some part of him rebelled against the idea, and he thought about how he was supposed be stronger than this, better than this. But before he knew it, he licked his lips, and Tony started to plead with her. “Please, please don’t do it. Look, I’m already obedient. I’m already your bitch!”

“I disagree,” she said. She came up to him, and she already had the dildo in place. It glistened with his saliva.

“I’m not going to make this an order, but you should probably try to relax.”

His eyes widened, and his jaw tightened up. He started to pant, but then she grabbed his hair again, and she pulled his head back just as she shoved her hips forward, thrusting the tip of the fake cock into his opening.

She could have told him to relax. She could have given the command, and his body would have loosened. Instead, Elena made him work for it. Second by second, he had to concentrate, to really get his body to go slack.

It worked, for a second at least. But his body wasn’t used to this sort of invasion. As far as he was concerned, Tony never ever believed that he would get penetrated.

And yes, that’s exactly what happened.

The dildo slid deep into his body. Just when he thought he couldn’t take any more, she pushed a tiny bit deeper. Then she pulled back, and she did it again. To make matters worse, his body reacted.

Like so many other guys, Tony assumed that he could never be turned on by getting taken by a girl. He was supposed to be tough and strong. It didn’t work out that way.

Just because she could, she grabbed his hands and pulled them behind his back to make him feel especially helpless. His body remained weak, so she had no trouble thrusting, pounding, taking everything she wanted from him.

“Please, no more! I can’t take it!”

“Sure you can,” she teased. “You can take whatever I give you,” Elena laughed, and she let go of one of his hands, just so she could smack his ass. “Don’t try to deny it, honey. You love this. You’d fight harder if you didn’t!”

Every thrust was another promise that he wasn’t strong enough. Every second made it clear: he was helpless with this girl. She could own him, and he couldn’t stop her.

Eventually, Elena finished with him. She pulled back.

Gasping, he didn’t know what to do. Luckily, she had an idea already. “Roll over,” she commanded.

He obeyed.

And when he did so, she saw his erection. “Oh, look at that. Someone enjoyed getting fucked. Admit it. You love being my bitch.”

Those words were phrased as an order, so there wasn’t anything he could do. His mouth started to move, “I, I love being your bitch…” Those words were just the beginning.

It wasn’t terrible for all of the boys.

Just look at what happened to Ian. Whenever there is a major cultural or economic shift, some members of society can adapt. One could argue that this is one of the most important character traits of all. As the world changes, individuals need to learn to be flexible. Jobs go away, social mores change, and the world becomes a different place. Those who can learn to adapt will ultimately be the most successful.

Unlike so many of the other boys, Ian learned to adapt.

He and Tiffany had been dating for nearly a year. They were both twenty. Through all of that time, they muddled along. They went to parties, to dinner, they went out, and they saw movies. Whenever their professors offered extra credit, they visited the university art exhibits or listened to the lectures from semi-famous experts.

Ian loved Tiffany; Tiffany loved Ian too.

But she had a secret.

On some level, he could sense that distance between them. For some reason, he always had the sense that she was holding back, but she was hiding something from him. Tiffany was gorgeous with her wavy brown hair, her bright and sparkling eyes, plus he always loved the way she laughed. In so many ways, she reminded him of the quintessential girl next door, the one who could be sweet and playful.

From time to time, he tried to prod her, to get her to open up. Whenever they fooled around, he couldn’t ignore the sense that there was something she didn’t say, something she kept hidden from him. Because they were both college students and busy with friends and classes and work, he never pushed her too hard. But still, he wondered.

The truth was simple.

She had fantasies—the kinds of fantasies that would make most men shiver with dread.

For these fantasies, Tiffany would wait until she was alone in the dark. Just before she would fall asleep, she would slide her hands along her body. She would pull up her shirt, and she would touch her nipples. She would caress her flanks, that she would stroke her thighs. She would glide her fingers along the skin just around her pussy. Every gentle stroke would send shivers of desire running through her body. It would always feel so good.

And yet, that tingling was just the appetizer. As her heart would start to beat more quickly, Tiffany would slide her fingers down toward her wet crevice. Again, she would take her time, barely touching her opening. But pretty soon, she would plunge her fingers down, and there would be those words, those images.

She would always think of Ian in one position or another.

She experienced that same wet heat when Dr. Hunt stood on the podium in that football field. She sat next to her boyfriend, and as the psychologist spoke, ordering all of the men to sit down and be quiet, Tiffany had grabbed her boyfriend’s hand. She squeezed hard. He may not have been allowed to speak or to get up, but he squeezed back, and she felt some degree of reassurance.

All around her, Tiffany could see the boys blanch or blush. They were frightened, she realized as the psychologist outlined to the new rules.

Like all the other girls, Tiffany had heard the rumors about the boys who lost the ability to say no, to fight back, to argue, to simply disobey. At the time, Tiffany figured that they had to be just that, rumors. This sort of thing couldn’t possibly be happening. Even when she saw some of the stranger behavior—like boys begging out on the quad or dancing in miniskirts while a gaggle of girls laughed and pointed—Tiffany always assumed that it was just a bunch of college students being silly.

And yet, this woman, Dr. Hunt, insisted that it was all true.

Careful to keep her features neutral, Tiffany could hardly believe what she was hearing. The boys would have to wear collars. They would no longer be allowed to make their own decisions. They could be disciplined—punished. They had to wear little uniforms. They had to obey…

Tiffany kept thinking this sort of thing couldn’t really be happening. She did her absolute best to keep her face straight. This proved to be exceedingly difficult, especially when she had to ignore the throbbing desire right between her legs. Her stomach did somersaults, her heart pounded, and her skin heated.

Tiffany didn’t know if she had ever been this hot or wet before. As the discussion proceeded, she turned around, occasionally glancing at some of the other girls. For the most part, she saw confusion, at least at first. But then something else started to spread through the female portion of the crowd: excitement.

Then the psychologist finished, and many of the boys were taken in hand. For her part, Tiffany never let go of Ian. She walked him back to the car. Out in the parking lot, some of the boys tried to run away, only to be stopped by barked commands from their female friends or girlfriends.

Or even random strangers.

A few of the girls moved out tentatively. Others pounced, grabbing boys by their wrists or the backs of their necks. Some of the guys got away. They sprinted off. A few even added some protection. They threw their hands up against their ears, and they loudly sang out, “La la la la la!” It was pathetic and adorable.

It was hot.

Ian and Tiffany went back to her car. She drove, obviously. For his part, he just stared out the window, and she gripped the steering wheel tight, careful not to hit anything or anyone.

One idea bobbing up inside of her head: they could go into her apartment, she could pull down her jeans, spread her legs, and order him to eat her out. She wanted to feel his lips and his tongue, his mouth against her most sensitive spot, especially considering she was already so incredibly wet.

Old ideas about decorum and appropriate behavior held her back.

“What just happened?” Ian asked as they went back into her apartment. They both sat down on the small, secondhand couch. The equally small TV sat a few feet away, and Tiffany didn’t know exactly what she was going to say, not until the words left her lips.

“Clearly, I’m going to need to become your handler. That means I’m going to be in charge, Ian.”

She didn’t order him to be quiet, so when silence filled the room, Tiffany didn’t know exactly what he was doing or thinking.

Then the thought occurred to her. “Tell me what you’re thinking.”

She expected him to give her a blank look, like that wouldn’t actually work. Instead, he answered honestly and immediately, “I’m thinking about how lucky I am to have you.”

“What, what do you mean?” Because she didn’t phrase those words as an order, he didn’t answer right away. As the impatience ate at her, she sucked on her lip for a second. Then she gave up on waiting. “Tell me what you mean.”

His eyes flickered wider for an instant before he started to speak again. “I like the idea of belonging to you,” he said. He couldn’t stop. He couldn’t stutter or close his mouth. At one point, Tiffany actually saw him raise his hands, like he intended to cover his lips with his palms. Something held him back.

Outside, chaos reigned as girls hunted for the boys, catching them and taking control of their lives. Those boys would no longer be able to wander around, teasing or harassing the girls. But inside of their apartment, everything seemed a very, very quiet for Tiffany and Ian.

“What do you mean by that?”

“I can’t stop myself. If you tell me to do something, I have to obey. And that feels good.”

“There’s something you need to know, Ian,” she started to tell him. She stopped a moment later. Tiffany gulped, uncertain if she could continue. She remembered being back in high school, talking to one of the boys. She even started to confess her fantasies, how chains and taking control excited her. That boy looked at her like she was absolutely insane.

But things were different now. She was in control, whether her boyfriend would accept it or not. That thought should have turned her off; it did just the opposite. Forcing herself to breathe, she started to talk again. “I’m in control, Ian. I’m going to take very good care of you, but I’m also going to discipline you if you misbehave. You’re mine now.”

With those words, she couldn’t control herself. She grabbed him, she pushed him down onto the couch, and she started kissing him. Her hand slipped down his pants…and she joyfully discovered his erection.

“Strip for me. I want you naked,” she said to her boyfriend. She sat back, crossing her legs. Back straight, Tiffany managed to appear dignified.

The same wouldn’t be true for Ian.

He got up, and his pants mostly held his erection back.

Compelled by his automatic obedience, Ian pulled off his shirt. He revealed his chest, his biceps, and his stomach. Smirking ever so slightly, Tiffany enjoyed the show. She couldn’t help herself, not when she knew he couldn’t even stop. For much of her life, Tiffany had wondered why boys would be so enamored with the idea of strippers. Now she started to understand. It wasn’t just about seeing another person. Oh no, it was also about the power.

He yanked off his shoes, his socks, and then he went for his pants.

“Slowly,” she said, savoring every moment of this.

He obeyed again, slowing down his pace. He pulled his pants off, revealing his erection as his member pressed out against his boxers. Tiffany actually found herself licking her lips. She couldn’t wait to play with that.

“Are you enjoying this? Are you enjoying being helpless with me?”

He didn’t hesitate quite so long this time. He slowly hooked his thumbs into the elastic of his boxers.

“Yes.”

“Are you going to enjoy belonging to me?”

He swallowed, he lifted his gaze, and he looked back at Tiffany. At that moment, she realized something. Unlike so many of the other boys, he could accept this new status quo. He had effectively been demoted, having lost so many of his rights. Now they became privileges. And yet, he didn’t seem to mind for one simple reason: he trusted her.

Not only that, he loved her.

He could surrender to her.

“Yes. I’m going to enjoy belonging to you,” Ian confessed.

She motioned for him to finish, he pulled down his boxers. He dropped them down onto the floor, and he stepped back.

“Dance for me.”

His lips parted for one good reason. He wasn’t a dancer. He didn’t like moving his body around to some rhythm.

But he didn’t have a choice, so he started to jump around, to lift his hands into the air, to shake his ass. He did it all for her, and even though he did a terrible job, Tiffany didn’t care. Apparently obedience and skill really were two different things. Even so, she clapped her hands, and she whistled for him.

“It’s okay if you don’t like this. I do.”

Several minutes went by, and he obviously hated every second of this, but Tiffany didn’t mind. She loved watching her boyfriend, knowing that she had asked him to go dancing with her on so many different occasions. “After this, maybe I’m going to take you to ballroom lessons. Or we could just go to some clubs. What do you think?”

He kept jumping about, moving his body from side to side. Several minutes had gone by, that was true, but he didn’t really get the hang of this.

“Whatever you decide,” he finally answered through gritted teeth.

Tiffany clapped her hands together some more, laughing.

Then she hopped up on her feet, and she put her hands on his shoulders. He was naked, and she was fully clothed. That only amped up her excitement. Those desires swirled and pulsed through her body as she pulled him close, kissing him, grabbing onto his hair.

“Come with me,” she ordered.

She released him, only to walk back down the narrow hallway to her bedroom. Almost immediately, she picked up on the sounds of his footsteps as he followed along like an eager puppy. With her head turned away, she indulged in a wicked little grin.

In her bedroom, Tiffany turned around, and she shoved him down onto the mattress. Not only that, she told him to close his eyes.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m going to make a little confession, Ian. I’ve been thinking about this for a long, long time. I even bought some of the toys. I wasn’t sure I should bring it up though. I guess now, it doesn’t really matter. I don’t need to handcuff you to the bed, but I’m going to do it anyway. And then I’m going to ride you. And when I’m done, you are going to say thank you. You’re also going to ask me what you can do to please me because you’re mine now. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“You’re basically my slave. Aren’t you?”

This time, he hesitated, but only for a heartbeat or two. Tiffany waited, ready to hear his response.

Once he was on the bed, he lifted his hands above his head, and he crossed his wrists. She cuffed them, locking his hands together. She used the second set of cuffs to connect the first chain to the headboard. And once she was done and satisfied, she straddled him. Her gaze swept up and down the length of his body. Oh yes, she loved to seeing him in this position, spread out and helpless.

“Yes.”

“That’s right,” she said, reaching down to touch her finger to his mouth. At this point, he still couldn’t open his eyes. “Since I’m your owner, you need to address incorrectly. What should you call me?”

“Master?” Ian asked, sounding genuinely confused.

“No. I want something prettier than that, something that conveys my authority over you but also knowledge is my femininity.”

“Mistress.” This time, it didn’t come out as a question.

“Mistress,” repeated Tiffany. “Yes. I like that. I like that a lot.”

Rather than give him the opportunity to say something else, she leaned down, and she kissed him hard on the mouth once again. Obviously, he noted that huge difference. Usually, when they made out, Tiffany would be so very timid. Every movement would seem demure, almost hesitant.

Not anymore. Now, when she kissed him, she kissed him passionately. Possessively. She took what she wanted, and she wouldn’t apologize for it.

Instinctively, he yanked on the handcuffs, pulling as hard as he could. Doing so meant feeling the bite of steel against his skin. He heard one click after another. Each time he yanked or tried to twist free, the cuffs tightened.

She moved her hands down his body. She grabbed his nipples, twisting. He arched his back and howled out, desperate for freedom, yet somehow eager for more.

“Look at me and tell me what you want.”

Tiffany stared down into his eyes. She waited for him to answer. He gulped again, and he had to tell the truth. “I want to be your slave boy. I want to belong to you.”

“How long have you felt this way?”

Although he had the opportunity to lie or to attempt to deceive her, he didn’t. Tiffany knew her boyfriend, so she listened as he said, “I, I don’t know. I don’t know what’s happening. It just feels right.”

She grazed her fingernails down along his clavicle and past his rib cage. “What feels right?”

Hardening his lips together for a moment, he looked like he didn’t want to answer at all. Just as Tiffany was about to order him to confess, he started to speak again, “Belonging to you. Belonging to you feels right. I don’t know what it is, but there is just this feeling, this excitement, I guess. I can’t explain it, not perfectly.”

“Did someone tell you to feel this way?”

So very innocently, he shook his head from side to side. For a moment, Tiffany really thought that he looked more like a little boy than a man.

“I’m glad,” she said. When her lips grazed his this time, it wasn’t passionate or possessive. Instead, it was a gentle kiss, a soft reminder that she loved him. “Let me promise you this right now. Until everything gets figured out, I’m going to take very good care of you, Ian. I promise, I will be a kind and compassionate Mistress so long as you do as you’re told.”

Despite the circumstances, a grin crested his lips. “I don’t think that’ll be a problem.”

“Think about it. Being my slave will mean more than just doing as you’re told. I want you to anticipate my needs. I want you to think about what I want to do and what I want you to say. I’m going to let you stay in your classes, but you have a new top priority.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

She leaned down against him, walking her fingers along his body. She started to touch his erection, and she loved that sharp intake of breath, the one that made it abundantly clear just how desperately he needed this. Every inch of his body probably ached for her attention. Good. Owning her boyfriend was one thing; understanding exactly how to torment him with pleasure became something else.

“First off, you’re going to move in. Second, it’s going to be your responsibility to cook and clean. Think of yourself as my little servant boyfriend.”

He gulped, but then he gave the correct answer. “Yes, Mistress. I, I understand.” He didn’t need to say anymore, but he chose to anyway. “I promise, I will be good for you.”

“Who is in charge?”

“You are,” he said.

“Who makes the decisions in this household?”

“You do,” he said again.

Tiffany kept waiting, wondering if there would come some point where he might try to contradict her or argue with her.

“That’s right. I’m in charge. I’m the authority in this house, so you do as I say. If you want to buy something, what do you do?”

“I ask?”

“That’s right,” she said, gliding her hand up and down the length of his cock. “You ask. Of course, if it’s something you want for yourself, then what do you do?”

Despite her attention on his manhood, he could still think somewhat clearly. At least, he provided her with the correct answer again. “Then I beg.”

“Yes, you beg. So that’s what I want you to do right now. I want you to beg for me to be your handler. Beg for me to become your Mistress.” She leaned down, and she whispered into his ear, “And beg for the privilege of being my slave. Beg for me to take you right now.”

He turned his head to the side slightly, and he saw that wicked intent etched into her pretty face. Normally, she looked so sweet and innocent. Not now. At that exact moment, she exuded that dangerous arousal.

“Please, please be my handler. Please, I’m just a boy. I need someone to tell me what to do. I need someone to take control. I, I can’t handle the responsibilities on my own!”

“That’s a good start,” she said. He closed his eyes, which somehow made his words seem more honest, more genuine. It was like his vision had turned back into his soul to determine exactly what would be best for this young man. “Please, would you become my Mistress? Please, would you own me? I, I’m desperate! I’m desperate to be your slave! I want to belong to you and do whatever I can to please you! Please, I can’t take this anymore. I, I need you to take me!”

Tiffany moved at a languid pace, unbuttoning her jeans and pulling them down the length of her legs. She discarded her panties, and she loved the way he kept panting.

Now she savored his helpless frustration, she reached down and stroked her wet pussy. This had been fun, certainly, but she wanted some attention from her boy. So she positioned herself above his face, and she lowered her slit down toward his mouth.

“You know what to do,” she said.

He did.

Eager to please, he slid his tongue forward, and he lapped at her pussy, sliding up and down the length of her opening. He worshiped her. It must’ve strained his neck, but he lifted his head nonetheless, he held the position as he pressed his lips to her opening. He worshiped her, gliding his tongue up and down, forward and back.

He paid special attention to her engorged clitoris.

Tiffany had never known that pleasure could feel like this, that it could be so delicious, so incredibly hot, like magma running through her body.

A bolt of pleasure exploded through her, lightning dazzling her vision and making her senses all tingle. She could feel it in her toes, her fingertips, along the ridge of her nose and down toward her nipples. Each and every nerve in her body seemed to sting out with delicious, incredible wonder.

But that was just his mouth.

“Now I’m going to ride you,” she said. She slid down the length of his body, she took his cock in her hand, and she maneuvered his tip toward her drenched pussy. She slid down onto his manhood, and she threw her head back. Some of her bangs came loose, sliding along her for head and all the way down to her cheeks. Tiffany didn’t care. As her face flushed, she started to ride him, bobbing up and down. She used his cock like he was nothing but a living dildo there for her pleasure.

For such a long time, she had fantasized about seizing control. Now she’d have the opportunity, and she wasn’t going to let it go. She wasn’t going to give it up either, not ever.

Biting down, she kept riding him, and one conclusion glowed bright inside of her.

This was going to be permanent. One way or another, she was going to keep her boyfriend as her slave. She was going to own him and dominate him and subjugate him. He needed to learn his place. She would teach him, and this would be their relationship.

After all, once she had a taste of this sort of power, she would never be content to go back. She couldn’t just be a girlfriend, not ever again.

Those thoughts coalesced inside of her as she fucked her boyfriend.


Chapter 8

The new rules went into place. The girls became handlers. The boys became…something less. On campus, they kept their mouths shut. None of the male students wished to attract undue attention.

Everything seemed quiet. Amongst themselves, many of the (mostly male) professors complained that this would lead to some kind of anarchy. Sure, those teachers had generally been very permissive when it came to pranks and the more traditional college misbehaviors. But now they bristled at the idea that the young men had to obey.

The boys were collared; that part happened quickly. As far as uniforms went, that part took another week and a half or so. First off, Crystal Canyon had to ship in enough uniforms for all of the boys. All of the boys’ handlers were told to take measurements and submit them to the administration. The bookstore would be in charge of supplying the appropriate clothing. After ten more business days, all males would be barred from attending class without the requisite attire.

That was probably one more reason why everything seemed mostly normal, why the girls didn’t really take advantage of their newfound powers right away.

Several days went by, and most of the girls seemed to be on their best behavior too. When someone asked Elizabeth about this, she had a theory. “They probably aren’t sure how long this is going to last, so they’re just waiting to see what happens.” After that, she smiled with a different thought: these girls would get more and more comfortable.

It started with small things. Pretty soon, none of the girls on campus carried their own books. Why would they when a slave was right there to do it for them?

Not very much happened out in public, which was another explanation for what was happening and why everything sounded so quiet, why every college kid seemed to be on his or her best behavior. Out on the streets, in the classrooms, and between the lecture halls, none of the boys were humiliated…because it all happened behind closed doors.

Pretty much every young woman would be smart enough to take her charge and order him to remain quiet about what she did to him.

Elizabeth visited the campus every day, and she talked to many of the handlers. Even the girls who didn’t have boys under their control often went up to her to ask about one issue or another.

Elizabeth continued her practice as well the study of the male population, but she now went onto the campus. Administration had set her up with a small office, so young women would come by to talk to her.

On the day before the uniforms would arrive, a girl with sandy blonde hair knocked on Elizabeth’s door. It was already open, but she seemed timid as she poked her head across the threshold. “Dr. Hunt?”

“Yes? Please, come in,” Elizabeth said. As the local psychologist, she’d already spent some of her time talking to college students, but they now made up pretty much the entirety of her workload. In some ways, it was very refreshing. Yes, all of these kids seemed very young to her, but there was also something so passionate and energetic about them. They fascinated her.

Adolescence was certainly a fascinating time of life, more so since all of these kids were on their own.

“My name is Darlene, and I’ve been thinking about something a lot lately,” said the girl as she came into the office and sat down. She spoke quickly, like she worried the words might fail her unless she shoved them out as fast as possible.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Darlene.”

The girl with the sandy blonde hair bobbed her head down and up. She looked back toward the doorway. Then she took a breath, and she said, “I’ve become the handler for my ex-boyfriend.”

“Really?”

“Yes, really.”

“And how is that then?”

“Problematic,” Darlene said, choosing that traditionally academic word.

“Can you be more specific?” Elizabeth asked gently as she waited for more information.

Darlene swallowed again. “This is the thing about my boyfriend. He is a really sweet guy, and I think he and I have a lot of potential together as a couple, but he cheated on me. He actually cheated on me twice, and I forgave him. Then he cheated a third time, and I finally broke up with him. After you announced to all of the new policies and stuff, he came to me, and he asked me to become his handler.”

Elizabeth nodded. That had actually happened on multiple occasions. Some of the boys who had managed to get away from the announcement on collars had immediately gone to siblings or friends for help. It made sense. They figured the girls who were romantically involved with them might be gentler. For the most part, it had even proven to be true.

For her part, Elizabeth didn’t mind. As long as these boys recognized that the balance of power had shifted, then they could accept whichever female authority would have them.

“How is it gone?”

“Good, I think?”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m really worried that he’s manipulating me.”

“How so?” Elizabeth asked, careful to explore Darlene’s feelings without attaching any stigma to them.

“I’m still very much in love with him,” Darlene said. “I know that. But I don’t think he really loves me.”

“I’m not sure if you’re aware of this, but some of the other handlers have instituted trades. If a boy can’t properly please his handler, he can be offered up to someone else.”

“Yeah, I heard about the website,” Darlene said.

Elizabeth hid her surprise beautifully. Yes, she had heard about girls trading boys, but she had no idea there was already a website for such transactions. It had been less than two weeks since the boys were effectively reduced to the status of chattel! If she had to be completely honest, Elizabeth was wildly impressed.

“So you still have feelings for your ex-boyfriend. How do you think he might be manipulating you?”

“Well, I still care about him, so it’s really easy for him to just to do or say something to affect me.”

After a couple of seconds of consideration, Elizabeth asked, “Like what?”

“I guess it’s hard to explain. It’s just the way he looks at me or the tone of voice he uses.”

“Have you disciplined him?”

Darlene opened her mouth, only to close it a heartbeat later. Finally, she shook her head. “No. I haven’t, not really. I’ve heard about what the other girls have been doing, but I’m not sure that’s something I should do.”

“Let’s pause for a second,” Elizabeth said. “Just now, you said it’s something you’re not sure you ‘should’ do, not something you ‘want’ to do. If I asked you right now, do you want to discipline your ex-boyfriend, what would you say?”

“Yes.”

Elizabeth let out a quick, imperceptible sigh of relief. She had been concerned that Darlene was one of those girls who still believed the boys deserved their civil rights. As far as the psychologist was concerned, those had been thrown away; it was only a question of how long it took everyone to figure this out.

“That’s good.”

“That’s why, that’s why I brought my ex-boyfriend here.”

“He’s here?”

“Yes. He’s waiting out in the hall.”

Elizabeth took a moment. She looked down, and she massaged to the bridge of her nose. At the same time, a big grin splashed across her lips. This was exactly what she had been hoping for.

“Okay. Let’s bring your ex-boyfriend in here. But first, there is something I want to know.”

“What’s that?”

“How does he feel about being here?”

Darlene’s features hardened with anxiety. Even so, she rolled her shoulders back. “I know he really doesn’t want to be here. He got all sullen and pouty on his way in. But then, I just told him to be quiet, and he couldn’t really argue with me. But I hate knowing that he is upset.”

“And your feelings are certainly valid, there is something you always need to remember about this situation. You are in charge. If you decide that something is good for him, then it’s good for him. That’s all there is to it. No one else gets to complain about how you take control, least of all him.”

“I guess it just seemed so unfair to him.”

“If it helps, think about what he did. Think about what he deserves.”

Darlene’s eyes narrowed slightly, and she got up. She walked back toward the door, prompting Elizabeth to wonder if maybe she had pushed too hard. Back straight, Darlene stopped just outside the threshold. “Come in here with me. Don’t speak unless someone asks you a question directly.”

For a girl who felt timid and manipulated, she certainly knew how to issue orders.

Darlene returned, and she sat down on the couch. A handsome young man with dark brown hair, a strong jaw, and sculpted shoulders came into the room right after her. He had on a black collar. It could almost be counted as innocuous.

Right away, Elizabeth could discern something different about him. Perhaps it was his stance; it might have been the way he glanced up at her. Oh, he did to keep his eyes mostly aimed toward the floor, yet he peeked up at her. And when he did, their eyes met, and she could read that hint of frustration in his face. Walking around campus, Elizabeth had determined a sense for which boys had given up and which continued to think of ways to try to resist, rebel, or even fight back. Clearly, this boy wanted to rebel.

“What’s his name?” Elizabeth asked, pointedly addressing her question to Darlene.

“This is my ex-boyfriend, Michael.”

“He’s only your ex-boyfriend?”

“Well, I guess I could start thinking of him as something else.”

“What would you want to think of him as?”

While Darlene sat down, Michael stood off to the side. He glanced back toward the seats. Elizabeth remained at her desk, and Darlene had the only spot available. If he wanted to stop standing, he would have to kneel or take a place on the floor. Elizabeth had designed her office with this feature in mind.

“What would you make him?”

“A servant?”

“Is that all? Considering how much you’ve done for him, you should consider something else.”

Darlene licked her lips. She had already closed the door, so it wasn’t like anyone might be able to overhear this conversation.

Elizabeth had witnessed this transformation on several different occasions. A girl would show up with some concern or worry, but then she would stop and really think about the possibilities, and then she would start to feel a lot better about how the boys had been reduced to second-class citizens. Or less.

“Are you suggesting I make him into a slave?”

“It’s one possibility. Ultimately, I won’t tell you what you should do in your relationship, but it sounds like it might be appropriate, especially if you want to discipline him more.”

Michael opened his mouth, and he clearly wished to say something, yet the two women ignored him. As far as they were concerned, he didn’t have any opinions worth hearing.

“Have you ever paddled him?”

“No.”

“What about a belt? Have you ever considered using a belt on him?”

“I don’t know. That sounds kind of cruel,” Darlene answered. She glanced back at her ex-boyfriend. Their eyes met, and he quickly shook his head from side to side. The desperation practically radiated from his body.

“It really depends on how often you have to do it,” Elizabeth said, drawing Darlene’s attention away from her beleaguered ex-boyfriend. “Think of it this way. It’s his decision.” Darlene seemed confused for a moment, so the psychologist continued, “I know. He is just a boy, and you don’t really think of him making a lot of decisions at this point, but it’s true. If he doesn’t want to be disciplined, then he needs to behave. It is really as simple as that. When you punish him, it’s because of something he did. Always keep that in mind.”

Michael glared at her, practically flashing his teeth like some sort of wild animal. Darlene, on the other hand, seemed to really think about what Elizabeth just said. She sucked on her bottom lip for a few more seconds.

“How do you think I should punish him then?”

“I would recommend using a belt, his in particular. In this way, he can wear the implement of his own discipline.”

Darlene giggled.

Immediately, Michael jerked his head over to the side, looking up at his ex-girlfriend. Clearly, this conversation wasn’t going the way he had expected. Then again, he was the kind of manipulative jerk who could easily cheat on a girl and feel nothing about it.

“Yes, that’s what I want to do. I want to use his belt on him.”

“By all means,” Elizabeth said, motioning with her hand.

“What? Here? Now?”

“If you really don’t feel comfortable doing it when I’m here, I understand, but I would suggest that you should try to get over the idea of embarrassing either yourself or him in public. You are his handler, his keeper, and it’s your responsibility to make sure he does as he’s told. If he makes a mistake or defies the expectations you have set out for him, even if he just goes against the intention rather than the technical rules you have established, then he should be punished. Sometimes that means punishment will take place in a public space. Don’t worry. Everyone in town knows that’s going to be for his own good.”

This last part may have been a stretch. Elizabeth knew that a lot of the male instructors were very much against of these new policies. For the moment, however, she had the support of the trustees, and that was all that really mattered.

Occasionally, she wondered about Malcolm Talbot. He really was a bastard, willing to sacrifice all the young men in Crystal Canyon because it meant that they wouldn’t be able to sue him over this condition, whatever that turned out to be.

“Okay,” Darlene said. She stood up, and she peeked over at her ex-boyfriend.

Michael kept shaking his head. Not only that, he brought his hands together, and he was clearly in a begging position.

“This is very important. You’ll notice that he’s not down on his knees. He’s willing to try to convince you that he is changed or that he sorry, but he won’t actually subjugate himself before you.”

Michael glowered back at Elizabeth, actually hissing through his teeth.

“I’m starting to understand what you mean,” Darlene answered. That’s when she snapped her fingers. “Put your hands on the edge of Dr. Hunt’s desk.”

He moved it comply, his body prompted by the voice of a female. Once he was in position, he gripped the edge of the desk, and Darlene deftly maneuvered her hand down to his waist. She unbuckled his belt, and she slid it free from the loops of his pants. From there, she yanked them down, bunching them around his knees.

“Feel free to take down his underwear as well,” Elizabeth said with another wave of her hand.

By this point, Michael bowed his head to the fake wood of her desk. He clearly didn’t know what to do, so he tried to hide, like that might make some difference, like there would be some respite in the dark of his eyelids.

For her part, Darlene folded her belt.

“If you don’t mind my asking, were you ever disciplined like this as a child?”

Darlene gave a quick shake of her head. “No. My parents don’t believe in corporal punishment. To be honest, I don’t think I really do either.”

“This isn’t corporal punishment. Think of it this way. You aren’t dealing with a rational person. What you have here is an aggressive young man. He needs your help. He needs you to discipline him so he can finally learn how to control his aggressive, male tendencies.”

Darlene hesitated.

Elizabeth pushed just a little bit harder.

“This boy was able to cheat on you because he saw it as a risk. So many guys are the same. They see the world in terms of risks and rewards. Even if they can’t articulate it exactly, they will act however they want, and they won’t feel bad about it. Trust me. Lots and lots of guys can cheat without any kind of remorse because they think they can get away with it. It’s only after they’ve been caught that they pretend to feel real guilt.”

Although Darlene’s expression didn’t really change, Elizabeth spotted that a little clench of her jaw.

The brown haired girl positioned herself behind her ex-boyfriend, and she raised her arm. She cocked it up there. When she spoke again, she didn’t address Elizabeth. Instead, she talked down to Michael. “I want you to think about how much this is going to hurt, and I want you to know that it hurt me so much more when I saw you with that slut.”

Darlene’s voice didn’t get louder, and she didn’t even sound angry. If anything, there was only that little trickle of sadness.

But then she swung the belt down, letting the solid leather bite into his skin.

He whimpered. A gasp of pain escaped his nostrils and his mouth, but he didn’t actually cry out.

He couldn’t.

With her command still in place, Michael had to remain completely quiet. He gripped the edge of the desk with enough force to turn his knuckles white, yet he couldn’t do anything else. He may as well have been shackled to the desk, on display and ready for punishment.

She swung again. The belt swished through the air, cutting down with a whistled hiss.

She struck hard, and his eyes began to water. For her part, Elizabeth just sat back in her chair, her arms resting casually against her legs.

But for Darlene, it was completely different. The brown haired girl looked down at her naked, ex-boyfriend’s ass. She studied the red lines forming along his butt cheeks. She licked her lips again, and Elizabeth could practically guess what this girl was feeling: excitement, desire, raw power, arousal. For so long, young men had known just how having control could be.

Now it was the girls’ turn.

Darlene was virtually panting. Her cheeks were flushed, and she had only struck a couple of times.

“It’s important for you to determine whether or not he’s learned his lesson. That might be something you leave up to your own judgment, or you might give him the opportunity to apologize.”

“I want to hear him apologize,” Darlene said.

“Tell him what to do. We both know he’s going to do it. He’s not strong enough to resist your command,” Elizabeth said, fudging the truth just a little bit once again. Although the psychologist didn’t understand exactly how a compound had altered these boys’ behaviors, it didn’t really matter.

They had become chattel.

Like it or not, they had to accept their new place in the society of Crystal Canyon.

“Michael, apologize to me. Get down on your knees and beg for forgiveness.”

He dropped to the floor, he bowed his head forward, and Elizabeth didn’t know what to expect. For a second, he just made this strange little squeak. Clearly, this boy didn’t want to actually do as he had been told, and he must’ve been fighting his newborn instincts with everything he possessed. Even so, it wasn’t enough. It wasn’t anywhere near enough.

Then his lips moved. “I’m sorry I was such a jerk. I’m so sorry I cheated on you. Please, can you forgive me for being such a jerk?”

“Tell her you want to be her slave and that you are eager to show her just how obedient you can be,” Elizabeth said, interrupting.

Theoretically, she probably should have allowed their conversation to play out.

At once, however, Elizabeth could see she had made the correct decision. He showed off his canines once again, but he couldn’t intimidate either the women. “I want to be your slave, Mistress. I want to show you just how obedient I can be. Please, give me the opportunity to serve you!”

He blinked, he stopped, and he was about to say something else, but then his eyes drifted down to the belt his ex-girlfriend still clutched in her hand.

Very wisely, he shut up.

Good, reflected Elizabeth. These boys really were beginning to understand what it meant to be second-class citizens.

“Is there anything else you’d like to talk about, Darlene?”

With her eyes looking down at her ex-boyfriend, it was very clear Darlene was thinking about what she could do with her newly designated slave. “No, I think that’s about it. Thank you so much for your time, Dr. Hunt.” She ordered Michael to get dressed again, and he swiftly obeyed.

Elizabeth watched them leave, confident that Darlene was going to run off and toy with him. He would learn what it meant to be the helpless one in their relationship.

Elizabeth smiled to herself, confident that she had just made the world a slightly better place.

The same staid, almost quiet atmosphere held onto the campus. Holly didn’t know about the parties, but the actual school had settled down. The boys walked around with their handlers, the girls dressed their boys, and the boys probably hated it—not that anyone asked for their opinions.

As a teacher, Holly loved it. All of her classes ran so much more smoothly. The girls had always been the ones who were willing to do the readings, pay attention, and work hard. Many of them had an actual interest in philosophy, as opposed to taking the class because it was a general education requirement.

“Today, we’re going to have a little discussion about the changes that have taken place in Crystal Canyon. When it comes to philosophy and ethics, it’s always important to take the generalized concepts and apply them to local circumstances.”

As she spoke, the boys quickly scribbled down their notes. Most of the girls sat back, listening. The girls didn’t need to take notes, not when they knew the boys would transcribe them like good little secretaries.

“My question for you is simple: have the changes to Crystal Canyon been positive or negative? For this discussion, we’re going to respect one another, and everyone will get the opportunity to speak.”

A couple of the boys looked up at that. They seldom spoke in class, probably because their handlers told them not to.

One of the girls immediately raised her hand. It was Lauren. Holly nodded in her direction. “The changes have definitely been positive,” she said, practically framing the beginning of her point like a topic sentence. “I see it pretty much everywhere. The girls feel safer, we don’t have to worry about the boys getting all rambunctious, and we cover so much more in our classes.”

“Plus there are the other benefits,” whispered another girl. Holly barely picked up those sounds, and every one of the females in the class chuckled.

“What was that?” Holly asked. Unfortunately, she didn’t exactly see who had spoken, so she couldn’t call on anyone. When there weren’t any other volunteers, Holly nodded. “Yes, all of the behavioral issues for the boys have certainly gone away. Are there any other arguments for or against to these new policies?”

Another girl raised her hand and said, “I think it is pretty clear that the change has been for the better. I’m a student assistant with the campus police. Right when the policy went into effect, we lost all of our male volunteers, and we were kind of panicked. But the girls picked up all the slack, and incidence of petty crime at the school have actually gone way down.”

“Good. Could you get the statistics on that?”

“Easily.”

“If you decide to write a paper about this, you should definitely do that,” Holly said. She looked around the room, and there were several other young women who had their hands raised, but there was also one boy. He sat toward the back, and he kept his gaze down, but his arm was outstretched toward the ceiling.

“Mason, what do you think about all of this?”

He started to open his mouth, and he tried to speak, only the words wouldn’t come out. His cheeks turned red as the frustration started to build, and he actually grabbed onto the edge of his desk. Then he let go, he exhaled, and he looked over to the girl next to him. He nudged her gently, pulling on her sleeve to get her attention.

Pretty soon, everyone had turned back to see exactly what Mason was doing.

Holly wondered if she should be upset or offended by this. Obviously, his handler had ordered him to be quiet during class, so he couldn’t make any sounds.

His handler looked back at him, and then she motioned for him to lean in. Obviously believing that she was going to whisper a command that would allow him to speak, he obeyed. Through all of this, Holly probably could have ordered him to speak without the use of his handler, but it had become a tacit rule that only handlers should order their boys around.

Finally, Mason made his declaration. “I think it’s wonderful. The guys on campus shouldn’t be allowed to think for themselves. We are just a dumb boys, after all.” After those words left his mouth, he grimaced, and he shook his head, but he was seated at the back of the class.

Lots of the girls started to laugh. The boys sank down in their desks, humiliated by extension.

One boy lifted his hand into the air as well.

Holly called on him.

Apparently, he hadn’t been ordered to be quiet. “This is all incredibly frustrating. It’s not fair. We don’t like being treated this way,” he said.

“Oh, be quiet. You had every opportunity to be a jerk, and you took them all. Now you’re just upset because you’re getting a taste of your own medicine,” said another girl, waving his concerns off.

The boy obviously wished he could respond, but he went quiet. A girl had told him to shut up, so he did.

“Let’s assume the boys don’t enjoy this. Does that matter?” Holly asked.

Another student was ready to answer. She sat up straight as she talked to her classmates. “It’s something we should probably consider, but I don’t think it’s a very big deal. Seriously, these boys have to be obedient. Most of them were busy drinking, playing video games, and maybe getting high. It’s not like they were making the correct decisions. Now we are making the right choices for them. It sounds good to me, and I know that everyone here is enjoying the side benefits.”

“It’s not fair,” insisted another boy.

Someone else told him to be quiet.

“Boys, if you want to speak, you need to raise your hands,” Holly said to them.

This time around, none of them were brave enough to do so.

The conversation continued, and the consensus was clear: the boys needed their handlers and they should be grateful.

“I want a massage,” Olivia said before the door had even opened all the way. Jake stood a few feet back.

Whenever he saw her, he gulped. He didn’t make a sound when he did so, but that roll of his throat meant feeling the unfamiliar weight of his collar.

“So go hit a spa,” he said, and he was just about to close the door again when she wagged her finger.

“Stop.”

Paralyzed, his extremities locked up.

“Invite me in.”

“Wouldn’t you like to come in?” Jake asked. As he spoke, he kept his gaze aimed right at her. He wanted to look away, so he wouldn’t appear intimidated at all. This girl thought she could get away with whatever she wanted. He needed to show her that he wasn’t intimidated; at some point, her influence would be broken. He didn’t know when, and he didn’t know how, yet he was certain it would happen eventually.

“Yes, I would like to come in,” she said with mock etiquette. She stepped across the threshold, and she looked back at her boy. She had collared him, which meant she was responsible for him.

They both knew this, but she liked to hear him say it. “What are you wearing?”

It was childish, but Jake needed to defy her at every step, so he answered like a smartass, “Clothing.”

“Cute,” she sneered. “But if you really want to avoid a punishment, you need to be a better behaved young man. I’d hate to put a leash on you and show you off to all of the girls.”

His nostrils flared; he remained silent.

“What are you wearing around your neck?”

“A collar,” grumbled Jake. Although he hated today’s games, he didn’t see any alternative. There was no way out, not yet.

“Yes,” she said, practically purring with satisfaction. “You’re wearing a collar. You’re wearing a collar just like a dog, and you aren’t allowed to take it off. Don’t ever take it off, Jacob. That’s a direct order from me, your handler, to you, my toy.”

“I’m not a toy,” Jake insisted.

She giggled at him.

“Cute,” she said again. “Very, very cute. You still think you have rights.”

“I’m going to make you pay for this,” he growled. But he was like a wild animal locked in a cage. No matter how loud he barked, he wouldn’t be able to intimidate her.

“No. You’re really not. But that does remind me. Since you were talking about clothing, are you in uniform?”

“No, don’t,” he said, and all of the anger drained away from his voice. Desperation replaced all of his defiance. “Please, Olivia, you can’t be serious about that.”

“Actually, I am. You see, all of those cute little uniforms are now at the store, so I can take you shopping! And don’t worry about paying for it. I already went to the bank, and I took control of your accounts.” She blinked at him, and then she turned around, skipping down the steps. She paused in the middle of the walkway and turned around. “Come on.”

Just two syllables. That was all it took to force his obedience. He didn’t have his keys or his wallet or his phone, yet none of that mattered. He followed after her, his cheeks turning a shade of icy white.

They got into her car, and she started driving. For his part, Jake couldn’t bring himself to say anything. After all, he kept hoping that he would wake up and this would all turn out to be a nightmare.

Within minutes, she parked downtown. And there it was, a cute little boutique that sold exactly what Olivia wanted him to wear.

Timidly, he took in the sight of that shop. The windows were covered with painted hearts and stars and a few rainbows. It looked cute, the kind of place where you might be able to find adorable uniforms for an elementary school girl.

“Please, there has to be something else I can do for you. I know that it’s the rule, but we still have a few more days before it goes into effect. Please, don’t dress me like this,” he said, begging.

“What should you do instead?”

“Anything you want,” he replied quickly, stammering through his answer. Every word clapped out onto the air, each sound filled with promise.

“Be more specific.”

“I will be your servant. I will be your sex toy. I will do whatever you want!”

“That’s a very interesting proposition, but there’s only one problem with it. You know what the problem with it is?” She touched a finger to her chin, like she was really considering this.

“What?” Jake should have realized that this girl was only teasing him, but this was his only hope! He had to listen to her! He needed to believe that maybe there was something he could really do to reclaim some tiny toehold of control over his life.

“I already control you!”

His face fell, so she reached out, and she pinched his cheek like he was some petulant child.

Still laughing at his face, she continued, “oh, don’t feel bad. I’m sure you’re going to get used to being a servant boy. Just think about it. You spent all this time in school, you probably got stressed out thinking about your responsibilities. This way, you aren’t going to have any. You have a handler who’s going to tell you what to do, and in exchange, all you have to give up control.”

Jake opted not to say anything else as she took him by his wrist and pulled. She guided him across the street and into the shop.

Right away, his nostrils were assaulted by the gentle aroma of perfume. He picked up the scents of candy, cherries, and strawberries. His mouth actually started to water even as he took in the sights of the different manikins.

Fortunately for him, the shop seemed to be mostly empty. There was a young woman standing behind the counter. That was all.

“Is there anything I can do for you?” asked the clerk.

“Where is your uniform section?”

“Everything along the far wall has been specially ordered for the boys,” replied the clerk. “If you would like me to get something in a different size from the back, I would be happy to help!” The clerk chirped happily, like she loved doing this.

Jake looked over at her; she had black hair and big brown eyes. He kept wondering if maybe he would be able to do or say something to win her assistance. Probably not. She seemed like the kind of girl who not so secretly loved the new power shift in Crystal Canyon.

Within seconds, he was being dragged across the store anyway.

Olivia brought him up to the first section.

“What do you think?”

“I don’t think I’m going to wear any of that,” he said. There were skirts, lots of them. They were all pleated or came with tartan patterns. Some were blue, others red. A few were purple. Each and everyone had something in common: femininity. These were all girly little skirts, the kind of thing that a toddler who didn’t know better might put on.

“If you don’t vote, then I was going to pick out whatever I want you to wear.”

“You’re going to do that anyway,” Jake replied.

“I guess you’re right,” she said with a wicked little smile.

She grabbed a pink, pleated skirt and a white blouse. “Go put these on.” She shoved them up against his chest, and he instinctively grabbed them. Worse, he started to walk back for the dressing room.

“Can I keep my underwear on?” Jake asked.

“No,” she replied.

He was tempted to beg or plead, except he’d already seen how well that worked.

Moving automatically again, he went into one of the dressing rooms, and he stripped out of his trousers. He’s pulled off his shirt, and he even slid his feet out of his shoes. He pulled the skirt up the length of his legs, and he zipped it into place. At first, he had hoped that maybe he wouldn’t know how to put this thing on. He figured it out quickly. Next, he pulled on the white blouse, and he started to button it up.

He felt absurd.

It only got worse when he looked over at his reflection in the mirror.

Like so many other boys, Jake wanted to believe that he couldn’t possibly look anything but absurd in girl’s clothing. Instead, he seemed somehow more petite, vulnerable, cute.

“Come on out so I can see what you look like,” ordered his handler.

He raised one foot and stepped forward. The momentum of obedience carried him out into the store, and while he had been getting dressed, he didn’t catch the sound of the front door opening. Now he saw her, and he didn’t know her name, yet that didn’t really matter.

She was probably the hottest girl he’d ever chased, definitely an eight, probably a nine. And he’d slept with her. In fact, he probably still had her panties in his trophy box. Sure, she was hot, but he wasn’t interested in a relationship, so he never called her back.

Jake tried to duck behind one of the manikins, hoping she wouldn’t notice him. Instead, that little bit of movement from the corner of her eye attracted her attention.

“Olivia, what you doing here?” asked the girl.

They knew each other!

Jake’s heart pounded in his chest, and he did his best to stay out of sight. Meanwhile, the two girls went up to one another, and they hugged. “Abby, what you doing here?”

“Well, I just wanted to stop by and see if they had anything cute.”

“If you want to see cute, I have something to show you. Or should I say, someone?”

From there, the girls started to whisper back and forth. He could hear their muffled voices, but he couldn’t pick out any particular words. Pressing his lips together, Jake hoped and prayed that his handler wouldn’t show him off. Especially not to a girl like Abby.

Each heartbeat kicked in his chest as he waited, his fingers tightened into his palms. That fight or flight reaction kept pounding into him. His skin was hot, his mouth dry, and he desperately needed to get out of there, only he couldn’t. He had to hide like some little animal.

And then both of the girls walked over to him.

Jake looked up at Olivia. That blonde, beautiful girl smirked ever so slightly. She started to introduce him, and Abby just broke out laughing.

“Oh, we already know each other. We met at a party a couple of months ago. What was it? Labor Day weekend?”

Jake tried to answer, yet his lips stubbornly refused to move. He hadn’t been ordered to be quiet, yet his brain couldn’t come up with anything worth saying.

That’s when Olivia stepped up next to Jake. “Don’t be rude, Jake. Answer her question.”

He really wished that he could just tell her that he didn’t remember. Maybe if he downplayed that night, Abby wouldn’t be offended. After all, he remembered one of her complaints. She said something very specifically about how she hated the way guys wimped out, how they would fool around or make out, and in the morning, the boys would be gone. That night, he promised her he would be different. He promised her they could have something special…

“It was the Fourth of July,” he said. “And we met at a house party on the beach.”

“That’s right,” Abby agreed, wagging her finger at him. “You were teasing me about my stars and stripes bikini. You said it was too on the nose. Well, maybe you were right. I should take fashion advice from you. You look really cute in your uniform.”

Jake retreated back a step, only Olivia placed her hand on the small of his back, making sure he couldn’t get away.

“You know, we were just about to pick out some panties for him. Would you like to help?”

What? As the confusion shot through him, he looked back over at Olivia; she couldn’t be serious! And yet, these girls looked like they were already friends.

“I’d be happy to help.”

“You stay right here. We are going to go find you something to wear,” Olivia commanded.

The girls sauntered off, and his body obeyed because it always obeyed. He found himself trapped right there in the middle of that boutique. He looked over at the clerk again, hoping that he might get some sympathy.

She looked up at him, she shrugged, and then she went back to playing on her computer.

“You think he would look better in polkadots?”

“Maybe,” Olivia said. “I’m thinking that Jake here should have something with words on it. You know, like his little skirt can flash up, and everyone would see a word like Naughty or Slutty.”

Neither of the girls told him to be quiet, so he realized he did have an opportunity. “Can I wear something more virginal?”

“What was that?” Olivia asked, definitely sounding intrigued. She came back over to her collared boy, and she raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued.

Yes! Maybe he had chosen the right tactic after all.

Clearing his throat, he said, “I was just thinking that if you’re going to dress me like a schoolgirl, then maybe I should wear something more innocent. A pair of white panties?”

“I like that idea,” Olivia said, nodding her head down and up.

“I don’t.” Those two words slashed across the air, each one cold and sharp. “White panties would be very cute on a different boy, but they would just be hypocritical on Jake here. I think you were right the first time. He should wear something that says he’s a slut. Because that’s what he is. Aren’t you, Jake?”

Because he didn’t know what to say, he decided to be quiet. More and more, he found himself reduced to silence in front of the girls on campus. This moment was no exception.

“You know what, I think you’re right,” Olivia agreed, nodding toward Jake. “In fact, maybe you should pick out his panties for him.”

Jake felt his eyes widen even as he jerked his head from side to side. He didn’t try to contradict her. And yet, he couldn’t think of any reason why Abby should be given the privilege either. As the humiliation blossomed inside of him, that girl he slept with once and ditched on the beach immediately giggled before she raced off to pick out his first pair of panties.

“Please, no one needs to know what I’m wearing underneath the skirt. Please, please don’t make me wear panties,” Jake said, his voice low as he desperately made to this last attempt.

“Actually, this is for your own good,” Olivia said. He opened his mouth to speak, and she touched a finger to his lips, silencing him. “It’s okay. I know this is difficult for you. You’re just a boy. You don’t understand what it’s like, but you’re going to. Once I’ve got you in your uniform, you’re going to go back to your cute little frat house, and you’re going to spend some time alone.”

She paused, letting those words sink in. He didn’t understand exactly what she had in mind for him, though he already knew he would hate it.

It turned out he was more than right.

“You’re going to shave, Jake. You’re going to remove all of your hair from your eyebrows down. The next time I see you, you’re going to be all smooth and sweet.”

“All of it?” he nearly choked.

“Every single little hair,” she said. “And whatever you miss, I’m going to pluck.” Her eyes sparkled with cruel intent.

Abby came back, hopping in place. “What you think of these?” She held up an adorable pair of panties. The front was relatively simple, black silk with white frills. They immediately reminded Jake of something from a French maid fantasy. “If you ever make him clean, these would be perfect. You know, a little status check for him. Oh, and here’s the best part!”

The girl he once considered to be a conquest turned them over to reveal the silver, sparkling lettering.

EASY!

“These are adorable! Go put them on,” Olivia commanded, taking the panties from Abby and handing them off to Jake. Before he knew it, that soft material was in his hand, and he immediately trudged back into the dressing room. Step-by-step, he tried to think of some way to get this to stop, something he could do.

At one point, he decided he would just rip up the panties. He could shred them between his hands, breaking the fabric until there was nothing left but shreds.

It didn’t work.

His hands already had another command, and they obeyed. Before he knew it, he was sliding the panties up his legs. The silk enveloped his balls and his cock.

As much as he hated to think about it, it felt good.

“Someone’s excited,” Olivia said.

By the time he made it out, his erection was on prominent display.

“Oh, I want to see,” Abby said, hopping up next to him. She pulled up his skirt, and the two girls fondled him and teased him.

“It’s time for pictures!” Olivia announced.

“You mind if I take some too? We can do some selfies with him,” Abby suggested.

“That’s a great idea.”

Those two girls posed him. They made him bend over. They had him lift his hands and hold them behind his back. They made him pout and smirk and smile. They treated him like he was just a model or a doll.

Aiming their phones at him, issuing commands, they got everything they wanted.

“And just think,” Olivia said. “Next time, we can put makeup on you again.”

Jake didn’t say anything. He soon found himself walking back to his frat house, knowing full well that he would shave because she ordered him to.

Malcolm stood in his office, looking out the window. He held his hands behind his back, and he enjoyed the height, the power that came from his lofty position. Even as he watched the cars scuttle around the streets below, he ran through the tallies once again. Sometimes, when he wished for a distraction, he would tabulate his total wealth.

Granted, it changed on a minute to minute basis. Many of his assets fluctuated in value. That was fine. He would settle for a rough estimate as he considered the different companies he owned.

Moments like this could be frustrating, only he didn’t mind. He enjoyed a little bit of delayed gratification.

Then the door to his office opened, and his assistant appeared. She had on a short, dark red skirt. If she had followed her orders correctly, he wouldn’t find any panties underneath.

“Come here,” he said, snapping his fingers.

Head bowed down, she obeyed, just as he knew she would. Amy couldn’t help herself. In some ways, Malcolm decided she was a lot like the boys of Crystal Canyon. While he did occasionally worry about this mysterious compound that only affected the young man, he knew that power could be more than simply chemical. Amy wanted him to write a letter of recommendation; she yearned to get ahead in business. To do so, she had to be a good girl.

She came over to him, and he grabbed her. His arm slipped around her waist, and he pulled her in front of him. His hand flew beneath her skirt, and he caressed her smooth pubis. Of course he had her shave.

His fingers slid along her slit. She shivered; by this point, he knew how to touch her.

Sure, Malcolm enjoyed teasing and taunting this girl, but there was a different kind of power he could take in pleasuring her. He owned her orgasms, just as he effectively owned her decisions. That’s why he fingered her, gliding his digit along her opening. Although she closed her eyes, he kept watching her, studying the way she bit into her lower lip and how she panted. He saw the way her jaw clenched, and he loved the color blossoming over her cheeks.

“Should I give you an orgasm?”

“Yes,” she panted. “Give me an orgasm.”

It seemed like Malcolm changed his mind. Only a few seconds before, he had intended to deny her, to get her wet and to maybe send her off on some errand. Even if he hadn’t done that, he would have been likely to order her onto her knees so that she could suck him off.

Instead of those options, he must have decided to be generous. There wasn’t any other explanation, right?

Malcolm pushed his finger up against her pussy, teasing her with quick little swirls of his fingertip. He worked her, toying with her clitoris just the way he knew she enjoyed.

“Yes, please,” she said. “Just like that. Yes, more.”

The CEO of Talbot Industries obliged. He worked her gently, and then she lowered her gaze. “Suck on my nipples?”

“Absolutely,” he said, sliding his hand from beneath her skirt and up to her shoulder blades. He pulled her closer as she unbuttoned her top. Only seconds later, she lifted her bra, exposing both of her nipples. He licked them eagerly, sliding his tongue around those points.

While his mouth was busy, Amy’s expression shifted ever so slightly. Something occurred to her. But then, she seemed disdainful of the idea. It couldn’t possibly be this easy, could it?

Clearly, this young woman was willing to take a risk. And why not? She wanted to be an entrepreneur. From time to time, she would need to play with the odds.

“Eat me out,” she said.

He pulled back, and Amy braced herself, waiting for that moment when he would laugh or tell her to get down on her knees so she could suck his cock. She had done it so many times before. She licked her lips with anticipation, knowing that she would have to face that humiliation again. This was the real world. In this echelon of power, sexual harassment laws couldn’t protect her.

Malcolm seemed truly disconnected; it was an expression Amy had witnessed before.

“Get down on your knees. Get down on your knees and eat me out,” she said, yet she could barely bring herself to do more than whisper.

Malcolm pushed her off of his lap, and then he got down on his knees. Before she realized what she was doing, Amy sat down, and she spread her knees. She watched as the CEO of one of the fastest-growing companies leaned forward and started to obediently lick her pussy. She grabbed onto the edge of the desk, holding on tight because she couldn’t think as his tongue played over her crevice.

The world just changed. Again. Amy enjoyed her spot at his desk.

She grinned, eager as she savored the lapping of his tongue.


Chapter 9

“May I please go to class?” Jake knew it was a risk to interrupt his handler, only he didn’t see another alternative. As usual, Olivia held court outside of her next class. Standing back, docile and obedient, Jake gripped her books. His arms ached, but he didn’t complain. Most of the time, he didn’t want to draw any attention.

Today, he had on a pair of pink panties which Olivia had already shown off to some of the other girls. They had giggled. One had snapped a picture. At least he didn’t have to wear makeup, though the girls did insist on putting a white bow in his hair.

Fortunately, he had on long sleeves, though his legs looked perfectly smooth. After she had inspected him, Olivia had decided he needed to remain that way all the time. He had to shave twice every day, making sure he didn’t miss any errant hairs. If he did, then he would be spanked or paddled or otherwise punished.

“Please? I don’t want to be late for my math class,” Jake said.

“Really? You don’t want to be late for your math class? Why do you need math? You’re just a boy.” Olivia giggled along with the other girls. For so many generations, young women had been forced to deal with comments just like that. The frat boy in front of her kept his face down even as he blushed brightly.

“Please, I really want to go to class,” he said. Before the compound had invaded his body, Jake never would have behaved like this. He had never been a particularly studious young man. As far as he had been concerned, his classes didn’t matter as much as the girls who roamed the campus, each one another potential conquest. “Please…?”

He came off as so adorable and pathetic. Olivia smiled, and she pinched his cheek. “Okay. You can go to your silly math class, but I expect you to find me when you’re done. And I’m thinking about painting your toenails.”

The other girls laughed again, but he had been given permission, which was all that mattered. Jake quickly did an about-face, and he retreated down the hallway. His footsteps clicked against the linoleum as he made his way outside.

Winter air assaulted him. The semester was only halfway done, yet the clouds had turned big and puffy. It would probably start raining soon.

Because he had on such a short skirt, Jake really had to worry about a random gust of wind showing off his panties. None of the other guys would look; they were just as humiliated as he, but the girls might decide to take pictures or to point and laugh.

As hard as he tried, he couldn’t simply ignore their derision.

Only a few seconds before he would have been considered late, Jake made it to class. He dropped down into a desk toward the back of the room.

Up front, a couple of girls were arguing with their teacher. That kind of thing never happened before the new policies went into effect. The girls respected their professors.

“Are you sure we can’t have an extension on those equations? They’re really hard.”

“You’ve had plenty of time,” replied their teacher.

“Yes, but we need some more! I’ve been going to the tutoring center and everything!”

“This is a difficult class. I warned you at the very start.”

A different girl chimed in. “Please, give us some more time.” Her voice strained, and it didn’t sound like she really believed she had any shot of convincing her teacher. Seated at the back of the room, Jake certainly thought these girls would fail.

But their teacher, an older gentleman just blinked once. “Okay. You can have more time.”

Jake could hardly believe it.

Up until this point, most of the students hadn’t really been paying attention to the discussion at the front of the room.

“How much time can we have?”

The professor swallowed as he looked around, apparently confused by what he had said. The girls all recognized that expression. They knew what it meant, not that the teacher had quite figured it out. To him, it probably seemed like an impossibility.

“You can have an extra day,” he said.

The girls looked back at one another. Silently, they tried to determine who should speak next. After all, they could be wrong. And if they made a mistake, their teacher could get offended and maybe reset the due date back to what it had originally been.

One girl bit her teeth along her bottom lip, and then she said. “Give us an extra week.”

“You have an extra week.”

Jake slumped his shoulders. “Oh no,” he moaned into his desk.

For their part, the girls were just laughing.

The teacher still didn’t understand what was going on. But he would figure it out soon enough.

It didn’t take long before some of the female professors noticed how their counterparts started to behave differently. For the most part, the men had stayed out of the debate. Secretly, they were probably just grateful that they weren’t afflicted by the compound like the younger boys.

But all of a sudden, the girls started getting really good grades, and classes were canceled, and the tests suddenly became much easier.

Word spread quickly, so the teachers did the only thing they could think of. They went to Elizabeth, and I told her what was happening.

Just to confirm, she started talking to some of the teachers as well.

She had one of the professors get down on his knees and bark like a dog, simply to prove that she could make him do it.

After that, she went to the Board of Trustees.

“I’m sorry to say that the situation has changed. From this point forward, I’m going to have to insistent we relieve all of the male professors. They can no longer be trusted to maintain discipline or academic rigor in their classes.”

“This is outrageous. Obviously, we made a mistake giving you this much authority, Elizabeth.”

“Be quiet,” she said to her critic. “Or better yet, agree with me.”

“You’re right,” he said, only to blink.

All of the gentleman in the room looked back and forth at one another.

Elizabeth realized with a pang of disappointment that Malcolm Talbot wasn’t here. She wondered what the CEO would make of the situation.

“Ladies, I think it’s best if I ask of the men to leave so that we can have a conversation about what really needs to happen next.”

The male professors all looked back at their colleagues, probably hoping that someone would stand up to defend them.

No one did. The women were polite enough not to laugh or smile, but no one got up or said a word about why the men should be allowed to stay.

“Gentlemen, please wait outside. We will let you know what we decide.”

The men got up, and they walked out of the conference room.

She watched them, and she felt that thrill of ecstasy. It was spreading, not just to the young men, but to the entire male population.

Holly was in the middle of her evening class when her phone vibrated. She continued her lecture even as she glanced down at the small screen. Distantly, she noticed all of the other young women in the class do the same. The boys craned their necks, perhaps hoping to sneak a glimpse of what was going on.

No one bothered to tell them.

At 7:00 PM, there will be a town meeting held at the Crystal Canyon Football Stadium to discuss the new policies regarding the male population.

“Professor, are you seeing this?” asked one of her students.

“Yeah, I see it,” Holly replied. Technically, it was unprofessional of her to look at her phone during class time, but all of the students were leaning forward in their desks. Even the boys were waiting, probably holding their breaths.

“Can we go? Please?”

Normally, Holly didn’t like to cancel class for anything, and they weren’t supposed to officially end until eight o’clock.

Holly glanced back at the doorway, and she found herself nodding. Yes, they all needed to know what was going on. There had been some more rumors, of course, but they couldn’t possibly be true? Then again, she glanced over at the back of her class, and she saw all of those formerly reluctant, once defiant young men in their cute little skirts and stockings. Many things could happen, it turned out.

More often than not, the football field was a center point of energy. Even during the day, when there weren’t any games, the physical education classes used the facilities. Young women and men could be seen running laps or practicing for their team sports. Because of the quarantine, none of those athletes had been allowed to play.

Then again, no one had complained. The boys probably didn’t want the truth about their new uniforms to get out.

But now, there is an entirely different emotion permeating the air. It wasn’t the excitement of athletic competition. No, it was something closer to a rave.

Virtually everyone on campus had received the same text message. Everyone who counted anyway. Because their handlers liked toying with the boys, most of the them had lost their cell phone privileges for one infraction or another.

Something seemed off to Holly. Although she sat with the other faculty members, something was missing. Pressing her tongue against the side of her mouth, Holly turned around. Many of the female lecturers and professors chatted amiably. Every one of the men was quiet. Most had their arms folded over their chests. A few started down at their phones, consternation outlined along their faces.

That seemed a very…odd.

“Good evening, ladies. Thank you for coming to this impromptu meeting. I know that the situation here in Crystal Canyon has put pressure on all of us. Some more than others.” Dr. Hunt didn’t need to call for quiet. As her voice boomed out through the speakers, everyone fell silent immediately.

“Through our research, new information has come to light.”

Many of the collared young men leaned forward, perhaps hopeful that their ordeal had finally come to an end.

“I’m sorry to say that the condition has now spread to the entire male population.”

Holly’s mouth fell open. What? Right away, Holly turned around again, jerking to the left, then the right as she took in the reactions of the rest of the audience. A few of the women looked just as confused as she was. Others nodded or smirked, like this had been some sort of inevitability.

“I would like to let you know that I have already discussed in this matter with the mayor of Crystal Canyon. Several new changes are about to be instituted,” said Dr. Hunt from her position on the stage.

“Many of the rules that we applied to the young men will now become universal for all males in Crystal Canyon. She paused, only for a moment. She wanted to let those words sink in.

Elizabeth then proceeded, “From this point forward, all men will need handlers. No male will be allowed to hold a real job. Domestic service and retail is still generally appropriate, though men should not be allowed any access to money. The City Council and I have already reached out to local businesses to make sure that these policies are followed. I’m sure many of you are wondering if this is really happening, but let me assure you, it is.”

Murmurs filled the stadium.

“If you are married to a male or are dating one, then you will clearly be able to take responsibility for the man in your life. If, however, you see an unattached man, feel free to claim him. Ladies, these boys need our help, so we are going to take care of them. I know this must seem very, very strange. The world is changing, but rest assured that our research is continuing. Once we find a cure, we will implement it without question. Until then, it’s important that the men in our lives get the help they need. From this point forward, they won’t be allowed to drive, they will need to be tagged with a collar, a visible necklace, or a bracelet of some type. As a handler, you’ll need to determine what is best for the boys in your life.”

Boys.

Holly couldn’t help but notice how her friend stopped using the word “man”.

A word like “man” implied respect. It inspired a sense of independence. That had just been taken away from the males of Crystal Canyon.

“Questions?” Dr. Hunt asked her audience.

A bunch of different hands shot into the air, and the discussion started again.

A few of the women talked about civil rights and personal liberties. Elizabeth gave an imperceptible shrug before she started to talk about simple necessity. The men couldn’t be trusted. At this point, whenever they heard a command, no matter how insane, they would obey. Really, they simply couldn’t be trusted with the ability or freedom to make decisions on their own. Elizabeth leaned forward, bracing her weight against the podium. She tried to seem sympathetic, but Holly didn’t accept it. If anything, her friend seemed genuinely excited by this prospect. And if Holly had been really honest with herself, she would’ve admitted the truth: this idea turned her on.


Chapter 10

Dr. Hunt’s presentation was streamed online. Dressed in his twenty thousand dollar suit, Malcolm Talbot kneeled next to his chair. His assistant leaned back in the chair that once belonged to him, her feet kicked up against the mahogany of his desk.

As he listened to Dr. Hunt, Malcolm tried to run through the calculations. His assistant had already discovered the truth. Every man was now susceptible to feminine suggestion. The fact that Malcolm was the elder, watching, his hands held behind his back, it all proved the obvious.

Unlike so many other businesspeople, Malcolm tried not to deal with what he hoped for. Instead, he was a master of predicting actual outcomes. Rather than fret about what would be good or bad, he negotiated the scenarios that he viewed as more likely.

So he didn’t try to bluster his way out of this.

As the broadcast came to an end, he turned his head back toward his former assistant.

“Amy, I think it’s time for you to move on from Crystal Canyon. If you like, I can help set you up with any major corporation on the planet. A lot of people owe me a lot of favors. I can make sure that you get the respect and power you want.” He didn’t try to sound aggressive or intimidating. For once, he talked to his assistant as though they were equals.

Slowly, the Asian girl turned around, and she leaned forward. She still had on her blouse, with a few of the buttons undone. This meant that he got an ample view of her cleavage.

Despite his position on the floor, he could feel his cock begin to stir. His shaft started to harden.

“Is that the best you can offer?”

Okay, so this had just become a negotiation. Malcolm could deal with something like that.

“Name your price.”

“And what are we negotiating for again?”

“You leave Crystal Canyon, and you help me so that I don’t need to worry about a handler.”

Amy leaned back in the chair again. She crossed her legs.

Her pussy was still wet from his mouth.

Amy nodded to herself. “You know what? That sounds like a very interesting proposition. But I have one for you.”

“I’m listening,” he said.

“It’s really quite simple. I’m going to call your attorney, and she is going to draw up a contract that establishes me as CEO of this company. You’re going to transfer over all of your shares of Talbot industries, and you will take a position as my assistant. Don’t worry. I’m not going to put any real power in your hands, and you’re definitely not going to need to think. You’re just going to sit around and be cute and you’re going to use that adorable mouth on me.”

“Amy, I,” Malcolm started to say.

She cut him off. “Service me, slave.”

Because she was a woman, and he was a boy, he leaned forward, crawling across his office floor. She spread her legs for the boy, only this time there wasn’t any question about this. She was playing with him, toying with him, using him, and there was nothing Malcolm Talbot could do about it.

None of the women of Crystal Canyon actually had to train the boys of the city. They all now obeyed without question. Malcolm didn’t get to be an exception. He soon had his tongue pressed up against his former assistant’s pussy. He licked, sliding his tongue along her orifice. He worshiped her. He tasted her juices, and he licked, moving his head down and up.

“That’s very nice,” she said, practically purring, yet there was another sound as well. Amy was typing on the keyboard. He could hear the clicks and clacks, though he didn’t know exactly what any of them would signify.

She decided to be mean. She decided to let him know exactly what was happening. “Right now, I’m sending an email out. Don’t worry. Talbot industries is a very complicated business, so the boys are going to need to work for a little while longer. They’re going to be hard at work training the replacements. Pretty soon, this company will be staffed entirely by women. Or if there are boys, they’re going to be kept around as slave labor.”

Malcolm resisted the urge to growl or grunt. Even as his head mechanically moved, his tongue forced to lick and swipe obediently, he still tried to think of some way out of this.

There had to be a vulnerability, something he could exploit.

But right there, he couldn’t even speak. He kept licking, eating her out.

“Sent,” Amy announced. She started typing again. “Oh, this is fun. Do you remember how you used to tell me to suck you off while you took care of your business correspondence? That was definitely a very, very good idea. I’m glad I have you to service me, Mr. Talbot.” She chuckled, clearly enjoying his former title. “Don’t worry. I’m sure it’s only going to take a few hours for all the paperwork to be drawn up. Then we can start making the transfers. By tomorrow, I’m sure you won’t have any money left. Your entire company and everything you’ve worked for is going to be mine. Doesn’t that sound good? You won’t have to worry about making any of those decisions anymore. Lucky boy! You won’t have to worry about hiring some sexy assistant or whether or not the women on the board will try to sue you for sexual harassment. This is not going to be a concern for you, not for a slave.”

His nostrils flared as he panted, but he only caught the aroma of her excitement. This turned her on. It made her so wet, and it wasn’t long before she came to the verge of an orgasm. “Slow down,” she ordered.

Once again, he obeyed, and she laughed. He began to massage her pussy with his tongue. Rather than excite her to the point of climaxing, he now simply serviced her because it felt good.

“Very nice,” she said, savoring her newfound authority over her former employer.

“I like you in this position, Malcolm. I think it’s very good for you. Oh, and don’t think that I’ve forgotten about all the silly little costumes you’ve made me wear over the years.”

She ran her fingers through his hair, she gripped his scalp, and she pulled his head back.

Although she had ordered him to be quiet, he didn’t know what he could possibly say, so he remained silent.

“I’m going to do that to you. All the boys are already running around in little schoolgirl uniforms. You’re going to join them, Malcolm. You’re going to be so cute.” Her eyes sparkled with mischievous delight.

Something inside of him broke. He could practically hear a crunch as some psychological barrier finally cracked under the taunting possibilities. “You can’t get away with this,” he insisted with the authority of a former CEO. “I have business contacts all over the world; people won’t accept this, any of this!”

“You’re a very silly young man, Malcolm Talbot,” she said, using his full name derisively. Usually, when people talked about him this way, they did so fearfully, in hushed tones. No more. Amy cocked her head to the side as she smiled down at him. His lips glistened with her juices. “No one is going to know what’s happened here. Think about it. I can tell you to do a conference call, and you can answer whatever questions people might have for you. Of course, we are going to need to think of a good reason why you are stepping down.”

Amy leaned back in her new chair, tapping one finger against the corner of her mouth. “Oh, I know!” The black haired girl snapped her fingers, “You’re stepping down because you want to have more personal time. Or maybe we should say that you haven’t been able to handle the stresses of running a major corporation. What do you think about that, Malcolm?”

“You wouldn’t dare,” he said.

As hard as he tried, he simply couldn’t keep his emotions under control. They seethed then bubbled inside of him, anger and fear mixing together into this violent tempest. Malcolm would’ve struck something—but he couldn’t.

“Interesting.”

“What?” Malcolm asked, not that he really cared one way or the other.

“It’s interesting. I’ve been in control of you for a little while now, and you’ve actually done a good job of keeping your temper in check. But that just means you’ve been playing politics with me, doesn’t it? You’ve been faking it. But deep down, you’re probably deeply embarrassed. You’re really frustrated, aren’t you?” Amy let her gaze drift down toward his erection.

“It’s okay, Malcolm. I’m sure it’s going to take some getting used to for you. Up until now, you’ve been a big, strong and powerful man. But that’s all done now. Just accept it. Do your best. I’m going to help you.” She flashed him a condescending grin, and there was nothing he could do about it.

He resisted the urge to yell. He actually felt the corner of his nose started to twitch ever so slightly.

Yes, Malcolm had dealt with annoying competitors and vendors and suppliers at one point or another. He had been in a position of leadership at a major corporation, so he knew that people could be jerks or assholes. But then, he had never been in such a one-sided negotiation before.

It was infuriating!

It didn’t help that he found himself controlled by a young woman. Yes, Amy was brilliant when it came to business, but she was still so inexperienced! As his heart pounded seriously in his chest, he tried to work, to get his emotions under control. Becoming upset wouldn’t help.

“Maybe a good spanking would show you that I can do whatever I want with you, Malcolm.” She grinned, and she stood up. She walked over to one of the lounge chairs off to the side of his cavernous office. She sat down, and then she commanded him to crawl across the floor.

“Oh, look at that. There’s a little bit of dust in the corner. I’m probably going to have to make you start cleaning this office.”

Malcolm didn’t try to answer. Instead, he found himself obeying his handler.

With every fiber of his being, he tried to resist. He tried to stop it, but most of his concentration seemed to fade away. Like all the other men, he simply zoned out when he obeyed.

On some level, he could still remember crawling. He could feel the floor underneath his knuckles and his knees. But then he blinked, and it almost felt like teleporting because he was now across her lap.

“Don’t worry. This is going to be good for you,”

Amy turned those words into a promise, and then she braced her hand above him.

Grimacing, he waited, fully aware that there was nothing he could do. And yet, he tried to run through the different possibilities. He couldn’t bribe her. Maybe he could bribe someone else? There had to be a woman somewhere in the building who would be willing to work with him.

Yeah, right. Malcolm had never given much time or attention to his female employees. As far as he had been concerned, he only hired them because they looked good. The females in the office had never been anything more than decoration. Sure, they still had the credentials, but they would never get any kind respect at Talbot Industries.

If he couldn’t find help from another female, perhaps a man could help? The prospect seemed unlikely unless…someone could manipulate a woman into helping both of them.

The chances weren’t good, but there had to be a man out there who still controlled his wife or girlfriend, right? Yes, she would be able to do whatever she wished with him, but a conscience or some sense of the decorum would hold her back.

Crystal Canyon had a reasonably large population. Between the mining operations and the university, there were a lot of people in that city. At least one of the guys would be able to trick a girl into helping.

But how would Malcolm find him? How would Malcolm find that particularly lucky male? He tried to think of some database he might be able to use; obviously, there wouldn’t be anything out there about conniving or manipulative men, but there might be some other correlation.

Malcolm couldn’t think of anything.

Something inside of Malcolm shriveled up the prospect of trying to find an ally.

All of those thoughts and so many more flashed through his head. And then Amy brought him back to the reality of his situation. She threw her palm down against the back of his ass. She struck hard, letting the power of that blow flit through his body.

Walls of denial went up inside of his head, yet he couldn’t deny the pain, or any of his senses. He knew this was happening; it was real.

Even if he didn’t wish to believe it, that didn’t matter.

“How many times should I spank you for being a bad boy?”

“Screw you,” he growled.

“Oh, is that what you need? You just need to be spanked and fucked?”

Malcolm flinched at her use of profanity. It sounded silly, yet he never expected to hear words like that from this young woman. When he hired her, he expected her to be servile and demure.

“Because that’s what I’m probably going to do with you, Mr. Talbot,” she said, using his formal title. “I’m going to take you. I’m going to play with you, and I’m going to make sure you enjoy every degrading second of it. Or maybe won’t enjoy it. Who knows? Who cares?”

She slapped his ass again.

As she spanked him, she kept laughing and laughing. This was fun for her. She got to release all of her stress, all of the tension that came from the constant humiliations she had endured a working at his office.

But it came to an end. At that moment, she swept aside the old power structures. She stole his power, taking it for herself.

She spanked him again, letting the sound run through the office.

“As my assistant, you need to understand something. Once all the paperwork is made official and we go talk to human resources, you are going to be the lowest ranking employee in this office. Everyone is going to be your boss. You understand?”

This time around, he tried to stay silent. He wouldn’t give her the satisfaction of hearing him beg or plead. He wouldn’t make any noises at all, almost like he didn’t care one way or the other.

“Answer me.”

“I understand,” he said, grunting through those words.

She answered by spanking him some more. Yes, he had done exactly what she had commanded, not that he had any choice, yet she wanted to humiliate him some more. He needed it. More importantly, she enjoyed spanking him. Each and every strike made her feel alive. More importantly, as she struck, she quivered with a different sort of ecstasy altogether.

Amy never imagined that punishing her boss could turn her on like this.

“I’m going to have so much fun owning you, Mr. Talbot. I’m going to play with you, I’m going to tease you, and I’m going to make sure that everyone knows you are mine.”

She struck again and again. He didn’t know what was worse: the physical strikes against his ass or her taunts and jibes.

Either way, Malcolm did his best to concentrate on a way out of this. There had to be something he could do, something he could say, some way he could get the upper hand. Throughout his career, he had been adept at finding different tactics. It was always just a question of the right maneuver.

“Get down on your knees,” she finally said.

He obeyed.

For a few seconds, he zoned out, and that he found himself down on the floor, looking up at her.

“Malcolm, tell me what you’re thinking about.”

“I’m thinking about escape,” he said.

“Really?”

Malcolm blinked, suddenly very nervous. What if she told not to plan an escape? What if she told him not to try to get away?

“You are aware that the city is currently under quarantine, right?”

“Yes. You know I am,” he grunted back at her.

“And you’re aware that if you encounter any woman, she can enslave you with hardly any effort at all, right?”

“Yes.”

“But why would you want to escape?”

“You know why,” he sneered back at her, his body rigid with frustration.

“So you’re basically just want to, is that it?”

“What are you talking about?”

If it hadn’t been for that damn compound, Amy never would have been able to talk to him like this. She never would have been able to do any of this to him!

The injustice of it all scraped at his psyche.

“I’m talking about how dumb it would be for you to try to run away. Just think about it. You know that I’m going to tease and taunt and humiliate you at every chance. That’s a given, but what you think other women might do with you? Play this out. If men can’t make any decisions on their own, they’re going to become less than second-class citizens pretty soon.”

“Someone is going to find a cure,” Malcolm insisted.

“Really? Are you going to pin all of your hopes on Dr. Hunt?”

At first, Malcolm didn’t understand what his former assistant meant. He tried to run through the strategies, but his ass continued to throb after the spanking, and it was difficult to think through the maelstrom of emotions spending and pounding through his body.

“What, what do you mean?” Malcolm finally stammered. He hated coming off as so inarticulate, but there was nothing he could do about it.

“Silly boy,” Amy said, stroking the top of his head.

“She isn’t looking for a cure. If anything, I bet she will find some way to make the compound even stronger. Maybe she will make it incurable.”

A gasp cut across his lips. Malcolm didn’t know what to do. He couldn’t even get off of his former assistant’s lap! He felt like a pet, a trapped little animal, and this young woman somehow became his owner!

He tried to push himself off, but he couldn’t do it.

“It’s okay. Maybe you’ll feel better after I toy with you some more,” she said. Then she leaned down, and she whispered into his ear, “Malcolm, go clear off your desk. I want it to be completely empty.”

He rolled off of her lap, and he complied, still in a haze. He removed the knickknacks, his pens, his spare paper, his printer, and his computer. Pretty soon, the desktop was totally empty.

“Good,” she said. “Now I want you to get completely naked for me.”

He trembled, yet he didn’t obey.

“Do it.”

Apparently, that was good enough. Malcolm found himself obeying. He stripped off the last remnants of his clothing.

“It’s funny. I didn’t think you were very attractive while you were so busy harassing me. But now, you’re actually pretty impressive.” She circled him, running her hands along his chest, over his shoulders, and down his back. She touched him, if only because she could. She liked the way he flinched ever so slightly, especially when she pinched one of his nipples. She fondled his ass, and then she reached it down, and she stroked his erection.

“Oh yes. I’m going to have a lot of fun playing with this.”

Malcolm tried to strategize; he struggled to come up with some brilliant solution, something he could do or say to get this girl to change her mind. Nothing popped into his head. In fact, he found his bottom lip trembling with a sense of helpless frustration. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t shrug it off. He couldn’t think of anything to do or say. Like it or not, this was his first real taste of helplessness.

“Get down on your back. Spread your legs like a good little slut,” Amy ordered.

He climbed onto the desk, and he lowered himself down onto his back. He spread his arms and his legs.

Staring up at the ceiling, he didn’t know what he could possibly do to get her to change his mind. Embarrassment and anger competed for his attention.

“You aren’t allowed to move. Stay right where you are,” she said.

Once his brain registered those words, his limbs locked into place. At that point, he may as well have been chained to his own desk. Did this desk even count as his? If she made her decisions there, and if she took control of the company, and if she could control him, what did Malcolm have left?

A couple of different possible answers jumped into his head, yet he disregarded all of them. He couldn’t let himself think that way.

“I want you to beg to be mounted. I want to hear the desperation in your voice,” she said.

Amy reached down for his crotch, and she played with him, lightly gliding her fingers over his erection.

A sharp breath of disbelief passed his teeth, especially as he arched his back. Despite the futility, Malcolm tried to pull himself away, yet there is nowhere to go. With his limbs locked down, he was helpless before this girl. He may as well have been her toy.

With just a few words, she could force him to obey any command. So what was the point of fighting? Malcolm, it seemed, was simply a stubborn boy. He would resist so long as he had the option. Amy hadn’t taken that away yet.

Mercilessly, she glided her fingers up and down his erection. She toyed with his stiffness. At one point, Malcolm lifted his head, and he stared down at his member. His tip was already glistening with his excitement. Inhaling and exhaling, he tried to get hold of himself.

Hating himself for responding so easily, he flexed his fingers, he curled his toes, and he worked hard to distract himself.

He tried to think about those mindnumbing aspects of work: taxes, permitting, and glad handing local politicians. None of it worked. Nothing could distract him.

With one hand, she teased his scrotum, lightly gliding her fingers over his most sensitive spots. She touched the underside of his balls, watching his different reactions. Then again, Amy already knew his body. She had been little more than his sex slave for years. She knew what it took to make him whimper.

“Start begging whenever you’re ready,” she teased.

And yet, those words ultimately left the decision with him.

“Tell me when you want me to mount you, Mr. Talbot. Tell me when you want to be fucked.” His former assistant grinned down at him, and he glared right back at her.

He intended to say something sharp, something biting, yet Amy wrapped her fingers around his cock, and she squeezed. She dragged her grip up along his shaft, eliciting another gasp of frustration from him.

“Remember, I can do this for hours or days.”

Then she stopped, she pulled her hands away, and that absence of sensation made him groan with an entirely different kind of frustration.

If he touched himself, he would’ve been able to climax within the span of just a couple of heartbeats.

“Interesting,” she said with almost bored curiosity. “What happens to you if I decide to get up and just go, leave? Talbot Industries has a bunch of interns. There are handsome boys all through this building. Maybe I should go get one of them to service me. In the meantime, you would be stuck right here.”

His arousal weakened his resolve, and his eyes widened with shock. He imagined what it would be like, to be left there on his desk, naked, spread out, erect, and desperately aroused. She could leave him there for hours or days, and he wouldn’t even be able to get up!

Horrified at the prospect, he threw his head back, and he whimpered again. Not only that, he started speaking. Malcolm couldn’t remember actually making a decision. Instead, it just felt like something inside of him cracked then shattered.

“Please, mount me. Please, I can’t take it anymore! Please, please do it! Fuck me!” he moaned through each and every syllable, but Amy just cocked her head to the side.

“I could leave you here,” she said, her eyes roaming up and down his body. “Is that what I should do?”

“Why not?”

Again, Amy didn’t force him to do anything. It was so much more insidious to make him think, to force him to come up with an answer that might please her.

“Please, I will be good for you. I will do whatever you want!”

“Yes, you will,” she agreed, and she climbed up on top of him. But that wasn’t really enough. As she leaned forward, her eyes stared down at his panicked face, she smiled viciously. “You need this, Malcolm. You need to be owned. You need to understand what it really feels like to be truly, utterly, completely helpless.”

“Don’t come until I give you permission,” she ordered.

Pulling her skirt back, she exposed her naked pussy, and she lowered herself down, guiding her opening toward his erection. Inch by inch, she took him, enveloping him. He savored of the wet heat of her excitement.

And once she was down in position, she sat up straight. She closed her eyes, enjoying the solidity of his body, the tension of his frame, and his obvious frustration.

Leading downward, she kissed him on the mouth.

Although she kept her hands at the sides of his neck, he still couldn’t pull his arms away from the corners of the desk. She knew she had free rein to play with him, because he was stuck.

The instinct to climax blew through his body, but he couldn’t. There was some kind of mental block. Yes, he stayed desperately hard, and his body itched and ached for that release, but he wasn’t going to get it, not anytime soon anyway.

Moments later, she lifted her head, she straightened her back, and she moved up, then down. She rode his pole, playing with his body. At that moment, he became little more than a human dildo, a living sex toy there for her amusement.

“This is how you made me feel each and every day. I was supposed to think for myself. I was supposed to learn from you.” She giggled and shook her head, “You were supposed to respect me!” More laughter and then she started to ride him even more vigorously. She practically bounced her body up and down, sliding his cock into her, out, and then down again.

Gasping, he knew he could try to beg, but nothing he did or said would change her mind. She wouldn’t allow him an orgasm until she was ready. Maybe not even then.

She threw her head back, her black hair splashing along her shoulders, down toward the small of her back. Panting, she reveled in those sensations.

“Now. Come for me now,” she ordered.

She owned his orgasm just as she owned him. His body pulsated, his shaft throbbed, and he couldn’t help himself. “Thank you. Thank you so much! I’m, I’m so grateful!” He gasped through each and every syllable. He gave her everything he possessed.

And she took it.

“Good boy,” Amy replied, patting him on the head like he was just a good little pet.

She got up off of him, and she walked out of the room. He heard the door close behind her.

Malcolm opened his mouth, and he was tempted to call out her name, but he knew it would not do any good. She had decided to leave him there.

There’s just one question. For how long?

Unable to move, he lowered his head back down against the desktop, and he tried to be patient. Even so, the frustration clawed at him. He didn’t know what was worse, waiting or knowing that he had no control over when she decided to let him up again.

Gritting his teeth, he fantasized about revenge. That didn’t really help, not when he knew he’d be powerless…until he figured out some way to score an advantage…but how? How could he do something like that when he had no choice but to obey?

Malcolm started to think of Dr. Hunt again. Her research had to yield something, so it was really just a question of access. Ideas swirled. The beginnings of a plan came together.

Holly hummed and tapped her fingers in time with the music. Her car speakers vibrated every delicious sound.

This was happiness. Serious, energetic, vibrant: happiness. It was the ecstasy of anticipation mixed with the taste of a brand new reality.

Men needed permission for pretty much everything now. Sure, she still had a few qualms about what would happen to the males of Crystal Canyon, yet Holly couldn’t bring herself to worry about strangers.

Instead, she pointed all of her attention and focus back onto her husband. Her husband. The guy who always worked. The man who neglected her. Yeah, that was over now.

She pulled up in front of their modest home, and she stepped outside. She shook her head as she took in the sad state of their lawn. He had promised her on several occasions that he would mow it. Weeds had already poked their heads out of the ground. The tree off to the side drifted lazily in the cold, evening air.

Holly marched up to the front door, she unlocked it, and she dropped her purse. As the door closed behind her, she called out his name, “Brent!”

No answer.

Darkness cloaked the living room. “Brent! I know you’re home!”

Quiet answered her.

Alone in the dark like this, Holly should’ve been unnerved. If anything, she felt more like a huntress. She could enjoy the shadows and the quiet. She could savor what would come next.

When no one responded, she tapped the light by the front door. A soft glow cut across the floor and splashed over into the hallway. Stalking forward, she made her way toward his office.

At the last moment, she heard it, the click of another switch. A scratch of illumination disappeared from beneath the door. Suppressing some giggles, Holly had no trouble imagining her husband huddled by his office door, his heart pounding away. His mouth was either too wet or too dry, and he’d be waiting, wondering what she’d do.

“Brent?” Holly asked. “Brent, honey. Maybe it’s time to come out.”

Nothing. No answer. No sound. She didn’t even pick up on any creaking floor boards. She knocked against the door. Then she reached down and touched the brass knob. She jiggled it for a couple of seconds.

Still nothing.

It was locked.

“Seriously, what do you think is going to happen if you come out here? C’mon. We both know you’re in there. We also both know that you’re going to be a good husband for me.”

Pressing her ear to the door, Holly waited again.

This might have been childish, but she didn’t mind. If he wished to drag it out, then she could handle him. She’d make sure he regretted his poor decision making skills.

“I’m going to count to five. If you don’t open the door before then, there are going to be consequences.”

Holly waited again.

Although he couldn’t see her, she lifted one hand up. “One,” she said, raising a finger. “Two…” She waited. Her voice easily cut through the door. It wasn’t particularly thick or dense. “Three…you’re going to be in trouble…” Her voice carried the teasing lilt.

He wouldn’t like it. Too bad.

“Four…” continued Holly. “We’re getting close. Are you ready?”

Seconds ticked by, and she waited. Disapointment poked her, but only for a second or two. She sighed, and then she called out, “Open this door.”

Holly felt that warm satisfaction that came whenever a male readily obeyed. She enjoyed it just as much when the door opened, and there was her husband. He stood back in the gloom.

“Look, I heard about what that psychologist said…” Brent began.

“Be quiet,” she ordered.

His mouth froze as his lips sealed. “That’s right. Be quiet for me. Don’t talk. Just listen.”

He stared back at her, helpless. Yes, they shared some interesting times over the last few weeks. It was fun celebrating. Besides, Holly didn’t face the usual stressors at work. With all of the boys helplessly obedient, she could just focus on teaching. Discipline disappeared as a problem in her classroom. It had been so freeing.

But Brent? He kept pushing himself, harder and harder. He worked himself to fresh levels of exhaustion. Or at least, he used to.

She stared back at her husband.

“Strip down to your underwear.”

He obeyed. Like all of the men of Crystal Canyon, when he heard a woman’s voice, it made him totally helpless. She watched as he discarded his shirt, shoes, socks, and pants. Soon, he was down to just his underwear.

“We’re going to talk about our relationship, Brent,” Holly said. “Follow.” She barked that last command like she was talking to a dog. Helpless, he chased after her as she trudged back to their bedroom.

Once there, he found he could move and act on his own again. But where could he go? If he tried to rush off, she’d just call him back.

Holly held up one of her feet. “Untie my shoes.”

Brent dropped to his knees, and he worked the laces. He loosed each of the knots, and then he pulled off her shoes.

“And my socks,” she ordered. He obeyed again. At the same time, he glanced up at her. Frustration and anger swirled through his gaze, yet his eyes were aimed up her skirt. She smirked, thinking about how this man couldn’t control himself. Somehow, he managed to be angry and horny at the same time.

“Does this turn you on?”

He tried to say something; his vocal cords wouldn’t work, not when she’d already ordered him to be quiet. His chin fell down. At the same time, he saw it and felt it, that tickle of arousal deep in his frame. His erection stood upward.

“You know,” Holly said, her tone practically serptintine, “I overheard some of the girls talking. I didn’t interrupt. I didn’t want to be rude, but they were going on and on about how their boyfriends started to enjoy being owned. One of them even had a theory. Would you like to hear it?”

Brent knew the decision wasn’t really in his hands. Even so, he shook his head.

“Too bad,” Holly said with a winner’s smile. “Her theory was simple: men need this. She said that this is all happening to you boys because it’s evolution. Men are evolving and adapting. They’re learning to be more obedient because it’s what they’re meant to be. What do you think of that?”

Forgetting himself, he opened his mouth and tried to speak. Nothing came out.

His brows crumpled into an angry grimace. He locked his fingertips down against his palms as Holly spun around. Her soft brown hair slapped against her shoulders until she fell into the mattress.

“Get up here and massage my feet.”

Brent obeyed.

He climbed onto the bed, and he kneeled, effectively positioning himself at her feet. She raised her left foot, and he started to strop and knead her toes. He didn’t do a very good job, not until she commanded, “Work harder. Do your best.”

All at once, massaging her toes, arches, and heels suddenly became the most important thing. Nothing could matter more!

“That’s very, very nice,” she said, propping herself up on her elbows. Holly closed her eyes and let the sensations pour through her body. Brent had always been a skilled masseuse; he had an intuitive sense of where and how he should touch her feet. Most of the time, however, he said he was too busy.

“I like seeing you in this position,” she said, opening her eyes.

He kept his head down as he worked, his fingers playing along her toes before he gently pressed into the arches of her feet.

“You look very focused.”

He still didn’t respond.

“Stop.”

He pulled his hands away and pushed his knuckles down into the mattress. Holly watched him as she sat up. She unzipped her skirt. She pulled the garment free from her waist and threw it to the floor. Next, she took off her blouse.

All the while, Brent kept his focus locked on the sheets. He didn’t wish to look up. He must have known it was a waste of effort, yet he tried to hide his real desire.

Wearing only her bra and a set of lavender-hued panties, Holly relaxed. She stretched her arms and her legs. She rested her heels against his thighs. “Massage me.”

He went to obey once again. His fingers lightly glided along her calves. Every touch sent another shiver of electric joy dancing through over her nerves. Yes, this was what she loved. This was what she craved.

Knowing what would come next only made it better.

Like an obedient servant, Brent massaged his wife. He ran his fingers along her body. In this first couple of minutes, he concentrated entirely on her legs. His fingertips played over her shins, passed her knees, all the way up to the soft skin of her thighs.

Purring contentedly, she savored every second of this. But one thing made it even better. Her husband couldn’t stop. Before the changes that had taken place in Crystal Canyon, Holly would’ve felt this little tickle of anxiety up the back of her neck. At any moment, her husband might decide that he didn’t want to massage or pet her anymore. He could have complained that he was getting bored or that he wanted her to touch him. That wasn’t an option, not for her husband now.

Opening her eyes only briefly, she glanced back at him.

His expression had turned to soft and neutral, just as it did with all of the males when they obeyed.

Closing her eyes again, she sank down into the soft mattress. At the same time, philosophical questions occurred to her.

Assuming that these men couldn’t reclaim their independence, what was going to happen to them long term? Holly wasn’t naïve; she knew that Elizabeth had essentially instituted a new form of slavery. For just a second, she experienced a small twinge of guilt, but then a different idea occurred to her.

“Enjoy massaging me,” she ordered.

His expression shifted. It looked like he was trying not to smile, but his fingers started dance more quickly. All of a sudden, he wasn’t only doing this because he had no choice, but also because he loved it.

Yes, this was definitely a different kind of slavery. She still loved her husband, so she could allow him to enjoy this.

Once upon a time, the most misogynistic beliefs about women had been supported by the idea that it was natural for them to obey, to submit to masculine authority. Philosophers went on and on about how women needed to be controlled, functionally owned. Those men argued that women simply lacked the ability to make their own decisions. Some of those philosophers believed that marriage was almost an act of charity. Others argued it was simply the natural order.

“May I massage your arms and torso?”

Holly lifted her head, surprised that her husband had spoken. She still didn’t understand exactly how the rules of his obedience worked, not entirely. Then again, probably no one did perfectly. Even Elizabeth, who had been working with the boys for quite some time now, probably had her own questions.

“Massage my back,” she commanded, rolling over onto her stomach.

He repositioned itself immediately, and his fingers continued to slide along her skin. He stroked the nape of her neck, working his fingertips down toward her shoulders. More of that electric ecstasy ran through her skin, singing between the nerves in her body. Yes, this felt heavenly.

Smirking to herself, Holly really didn’t know if she would ever be able to give up this kind of pampered treatment. She loved knowing that she didn’t have to compete with his work or anything else really.

Holly wondered about that for a moment. In many cases, relationships could be fraught with distrust. She thought of some of her friends back in college who had to worry about their boyfriends cheating. With all of the men collared, that would no longer be an issue.

Their loyalty would be completely assured.

Smiling to herself, she purred again as he worked his fingertips down for the small of her back. He stroked her flanks from there, and it made her smile even as she relaxed.

Holly might have fallen asleep except for one thing.

She could feel that dampness right between her legs. Those philosophical questions actually turned her on. She enjoyed thinking about what would happen to the male population of Crystal Canyon if a “cure” wasn’t found.

This kind of treatment would become normal; she would be able to expect it on a daily basis.

That thought triggered something inside of her. She opened her eyes, and she couldn’t deny the desires already percolating within her body. “On your back, right now,” she ordered. At first, she worried that maybe she didn’t phrase that correctly, but then her husband fell down into the required position. He spread his arms at his legs, and she grabbed his underwear, dragging it down along his body. From there, she looked at his shaft. His tip was already very wet with his own juices.

“Touch yourself for me,” she said after a moment’s consideration.

His hand went down to his erection, and he stroked his member.

At first, he looked absolutely enthralled. He was obviously enjoying himself, but that couldn’t last for much longer.

He started to wiggle his hips from side to side.

“Tell me what’s wrong.”

“I’m desperate,” he said, barely able to get those words out. His breathing turned sharp, ragged.

“Stop.”

His hand came away from his erection, but he just grabbed onto the sheets, bunching them up under his fists.

“You really are desperate, aren’t you?”

“Yes!” Brent squeaked.

She giggled at the sound of primal need vibrating within his voice.

“Poor boy. Does this mean you would be willing to do anything for an orgasm?”

“Yes,” he said, fully cognizant of what he was promising.

“Would you be willing to promise to be my slave forever and ever?” Her tone sounded almost childish, but that didn’t matter.

“I would do anything for you,” he confessed.

Looking down at her husband, Holly realized something. She believed him. She really did believe that he would offer himself up, and that’s why she hooked her thumbs into the elastic of her panties, and she pulled them down.

She positioned herself on top of him, and she took him, sliding his cock deep into her waiting, wet pussy. He filled her crevice, and she straightened her back, lifting her chin as she closed her eyes. She lowered herself down slowly, savoring the heat, the strength, and the powerful firmness of his body.

Holly took her time. She moved slowly at first, up and down, up and down again and again. She worked her body against his, savoring the friction of flesh against flesh. Opening her eyes, she looked down at her husband, unsure of what she would find on his face. Frustration? Embarrassment?

Instead, Holly realized that she couldn’t actually read him.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” she ordered.

He gulped down a breath of fresh air, and then he obeyed because he didn’t have any other choice. “I’m thinking about how I’m grateful for your attention.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” she replied, leaning down so she could kiss him hard on the mouth. She took what she wanted from her husband. She didn’t need to ask for his permission, nor did she have to worry about him trying to struggle toward freedom.

The positioning changed how his cock fit in her pussy.

Throwing her head back, Holly laughed again, grateful for the power she could wield. She moved forward and back. She rode him. She claimed him. She used this male, treating him like he was nothing but a sex toy. And from second to second, she looked down at him.

“That’s right. You’re going to be grateful. You’re going to be dumb and grateful for me,” she laughed. There was something so perfect about those two words. Grateful. Dumb. She wanted her husband to give up on his profession, to abandon that computer station that seemed to absorb all of his time and attention. For so long, she had been a second priority. No more.

Shaking her head from side to side, she leaned down again, and she rocked her hips forward and back even as her fingertips dug down into his shoulders. She pinched, hard. She was probably going to leave bruises or little half-moon gouges from her nails. That didn’t matter. She wanted him, and she took him. She played with him more and more even as he gasped.

“Can I, can I come, please?”

He was pleading with her, begging. And just like that, he got her off. It wasn’t only the feel of his cock pressed into her most sensitive spots. No. It was his desperation and determination to please her. That’s what made the orgasm exploding through her body, rippling along her extremities. Moaning again, Holly cried out, “Yes! Come. Come right now! Come for me!”

His member throbbed, pulsating. She took everything he had, draining him. And when she finished, she looked down at her husband again. His eyes were closed. He wasn’t asleep, though he may as well have been. Feeling somewhat gentle, she curled up beside him, resting her head on his shoulder.

“I love you,” she said, smirking ever so slightly.

“I love you too.”


Chapter 11

Malcolm needed to escape.

After Amy assumed control of his company, she paraded him through the office.

It has been a special kind of humiliating. She put her hand on the back of his neck, and she guided him through one floor after another. It would start the same way each time. “Ladies and gentlemen, can I have your attention?” Amy would call out.

She didn’t need to do this. Everyone knew that. The assistant who had now taken control of his company could have sent out a mass email. She could have created a video and distributed it to every employee in the company. Instead, she wanted everyone to see him.

At least he still had on pants and a shirt.

Even though he’d been used by this girl, taken, subjugated, and degraded, he could still feel like himself, at least until she forced him to speak.

Once everyone on a particular floor had gathered around, Amy would lean over, and she would whisper to him, “Malcolm, do it.”

Gulping, he would try to fight. He tried so hard each and every time, but it didn’t matter what sort of willpower he possessed. The chemical that had influenced all of the men of Crystal Canyon affected him. And robbed him of his capacity to defy her. Society said he was supposed to be in charge. The legal system made it clear that he was supposed to be the one who made the decisions and issued commands. Some part of nature had rebelled, however, ensuring that he would do whatever this young, black haired girl commanded.

“Thank you everyone for coming. I know this is a little bit unorthodox, but considering the changes that have taken place in Crystal Canyon, it is now obvious that we need new leadership. I will be stepping down. In my place, Amy will take over. Please give her the respect you gave me.” With every syllable, he had wished he could bite off his own tongue. Instead, he kept going and going. “She is brilliant, beautiful, and more than capable of doing an excellent job. Effective immediately, she will be the one to make all of the important decisions.”

Another female employee, a former secretary, stepped forward at that first announcement, and she cleared her throat. “Mr. Talbot, what will your role at the company be?”

Malcolm really didn’t know if that woman was genuinely curious or if Amy had planted her there.

Ultimately, it didn’t matter. Amy leaned in again, and she whispered a command. She told him to answer truthfully.

“I’m going to be her assistant from now on.” He tried to stop there. As a political animal, it should have been easy. He wished he could only answer with a partial truth.

Instead, he kept going. “I will be her assistant, her secretary, and I will do whatever she says. Because I’m a boy in Crystal Canyon, I will be subordinate to every female here. Please, give me whatever command you want. I promise I will obey like a good servant.”

Many of the men looked nauseous as he made that announcement. The females started to laugh, just as they always did.

He raised his head, and he wanted to tell them to be quiet, that he had something else to say. Instead, Amy stepped forward.

“This is going to be a difficult transition for many of you, but I’m sure you will learn to accept this new organization. We are going to be more dynamic, more creative, and more open. That said, I want to make it abundantly clear that this company will embrace the new hierarchy. Women, I will be issuing new directives. The entire company will be reorganized. Boys, get used to it.”

Again and again, they went through that exact same speech. Sometimes one of the female employees would come forward with a question. Sometimes Amy made him say it all on his own.

He hated it. He had lost control.

Malcolm had to escape. This captivity made him squirm; he didn’t show it. He hid everything behind his best mask of corporate indifference. As a CEO, he always knew how to lie, how to deceive and obfuscate. Corporate leadership usually meant hiding something from someone.

But Amy knew.

He could see it in her eyes, in the way her lips twitched. She savored every hour and minute of his new found subordination. She sent him off on errands: fetch coffee, check in with one of the new managers, take some dictation…

Malcolm tried so hard to find that itching sense of frustration, yet she knew. Even so, she didn’t take any special precautions.

Arrogant brat.

Like so many of the females around the city, Amy put her trust in the new order. She didn’t restrain him, nor did she order him to stay in the building. She didn’t think through her decisions, not the way he did. Leadership and power were new to her. This gave him an advantage, at least a small one.

So when Amy went off to talk to some of the managers and she didn’t ask him to accompany her, Malcolm saw his opportunity. He had been left alone just outside of “her” office at his new desk.

Theoretically, any employee could come up to Malcolm and give him an order. He could’ve been sent off to make copies, pick up lunch, or fetch laundry. If someone spilled something, it could easily be his responsibility to clean it up.

Amy sauntered off without a word or a backwards glance. She simply expected him to remain there at his desk like a good servant and await her return.

No.

Eventually, she’d realize her mistake. It would happen eventually. Maybe a blanket set of commands would be issued, making escape impossible. Malcolm didn’t intend to wait around to find out how long it took the women to figure this out.

Instead, he got up, he kept his gaze aimed down, and he headed for the stairs. He didn’t wish to take the elevator. The chances were too good that someone would recognize him.

He exhaled when he pushed his way through the heavy door that led into the stairwell. His shoes boomed along the metallic steps, echoing up and down the height of the building. From there, he didn’t rush. He took his time even as he listened, straining to pick up on the sounds of another door opening. Sometimes the office workers liked to challenge themselves to taking the stairs to stay fit.

If a group of female employees saw him, they might ask what he was doing. If they ordered him to tell the truth…

No.

Just as that thought crossed his mind, a door did open just one flight beneath him. Malcolm slowed down a bit, but one of the women heard his footsteps. Obviously, he didn’t know her name, but the woman’s eyes widened for just a second. There was this flash of fear—it had been conditioned. All of the women at Talbot Industries knew their CEO could get away with anything, especially in a city like Crystal Canyon.

…Except the company was different, just like the city.

The fear dissipated from her features, only to be replaced by a hungry smile.

“You,” called the woman. She was probably in her early thirties. Pretty with wavy brown hair, she wore snug pants and a looser, lavender colored blouse. Her earrings sparkled with the natural light. “Come here.”

Malcolm sensed it, that automatic compliance.

He stopped. His muscles abandoned him. In fact, it seemed like every part of his body turned against him. Although he appeared relaxed—almost sedate—he nonetheless took the stairs down to the women.

“Oh my gosh,” whispered one of the four women. “It’s him. It’s Malcolm Talbot.”

“It is indeed,” said the woman who first ordered him down.

“Is there anything I can do for you?” Malcolm asked, hoping to head off an interrogation. If he appeared innocently obedient, then they might not question him. “I’d be happy to serve you however I can.”

The third member of the group sniggered. “I can’t believe it. Look at him! He looks so…” she seemed to struggle as she searched for the correct term, finally deciding on, “servile.”

It took all of Malcolm’s self-control to remain silent.

The fourth woman asked, “What are you doing in the stairwell?” Her eyes narrowed slightly. She had her dark hair tied into a severe bun.

“I’m going down to the first floor,” Malcolm said truthfully. Then he gambled and lied, “My handler suggested I take the stairs. She said it would be good for me.”

The other women smirked back at one another. “Well then,” said the first one. “You better hurry up. I’m sure you have important errands to accomplish. We wouldn’t want you to be late.”

“Yes. Thank you,” he said, letting his voice quake with false trepidation.

It worked.

He scurried down the stairs even as he could feel the women’s eyes on him. With each step, his heart boomed in his chest. Damp with sweat, he got down to the first floor. He shoved his way through the heavy opening and out into the lobby.

This part would be harder.

Malcolm wished he had grabbed a folder, even a piece of paper, anything to make it look like he had important business.

Instead, he stared downward as he started to jog like he was in some big rush. “You! Stop!” The female voice cut across the air, registering against his eardrums.

Her words compelled him. He stopped. Even as he tried to catch his breath, he came to a stop. That’s when he noticed another man. The other male had frozen there in the middle of the lobby. A female security guard went up to him.

“What are you doing?”

“My handler told me to go get her a coffee from the shop down the street,” replied the young man. Distantly, Malcolm recognized his voice. Then it occurred to him. That was Jack Skyles, a brilliant commodities analyst—and these girls had him fetching coffee!

Teeth locked together, Malcolm didn’t know what to do. He’d been told to stop, so he had to wait.

Standing in the center of the lobby, he was bound to attract attention.

“Well, well, well…” intoned the guard. “What do we have here?”

There was something about her; she came off as cocky and definitely condescending, yet there was something else, something…off. Then she stepped in front of him. She had on the blue uniform and a stun gun at her side. Her hair was pulled back into a severe pony tail. Her eyes jumped from his face down along his clothes, all the way to his feet.

“My name is—” he started to say.

She had no problem interrupting. “I know who you are.” Unlike many of the other female employees, she had no problem adapting to the new situation. In fact, she seemed young, maybe even a college student. “Or should I say, I know who you were?”

“Please, I’m just running an errand for my handler,” he started to say. “I really don’t want to disappoint her.”

The guard’s eyes narrowed. “Really? Tell me the truth.”

No!

Desperation blasted through his chest. Silently, he screamed a dozen different answers, none of which made it down to his lips. Instead, he spoke the truth.

“I’m trying to escape.”

“That’s what I thought,” she said, reaching out and grabbing the former CEO by his collar. “Tell me, boy, who’s your handler?”

This girl was new; worse, she was young. She wished to prove herself by being harsh. She shoved him forward, causing him to stumble.

“Amy,” he replied.

“Let’s get you back to her. I’m sure she’ll have something to say to you,” said the guard. Because he couldn’t stop, he walked in front of her. The guard never let go of his collar. She enjoyed holding this once powerful man by the figurative scruff of his neck.

Again and again, Malcolm thought about how he needed to escape…

…only he didn’t have any way out.

The city settled into a new rhythm. It could be seen everywhere, in virtually every facet of life. For one, the men no longer had access to cars or money. Really, they didn’t have any power at all. At every business, men assumed subordinate roles. They cooked, they cleaned, and they served.

Each and every business, from the auto mechanics to the specialty boutiques, were suddenly controlled by women. Some of them were the wives or sisters of the men who once worked in those shops. In other cases, the men were simply taken, and a handler had been assigned to those who needed a female to oversee his behavior as well as his fortunes.

At first, there were a few outbursts out on the streets. Some of the men insisted that they be allowed their dignity. Of course, they were simply punished. Swiftly.

There were public spankings, apologies, and other disciplinary measures. Before long, chastity devices became more popular. A local sex shop used to sell toys strictly as party favors and implements for games. All of a sudden, the women of Crystal Canyon purchased those implements to actually change their boys behavior.

Occasionally, someone might raise an objection, saying that this was all cruel or inhumane. Pretty much every other female in the city would just shrug and say something along the lines of how the men needed this. Others would quickly add that many of them deserved it.

For so long, men had been sexist jerks. So what if they got a little taste of their own medicine?

Even if there were a few objectors, they were a tiny minority. After all, who could object to wielding such power?

Some of the women out on the street enjoyed keeping their boyfriends and husbands on leashes. Others dressed them up as maids, schoolgirls, or feminine little bunnies.

Other males, those who were particularly well behaved or still retained some modicum of respect, were allowed to dress normally. Underneath their trousers, they probably had on frilly pink panties, but that was okay. The women could just glance at one another, giggling.

And of course, no one forgot that those scant privileges could be taken away at any moment. There were instances where men would be ordered to remove their trousers. And once they did so, their cheeks would burn bright red with abject humiliation as their panties were revealed to everyone who happened to be standing nearby.

On campus, the panties became something of a game for many of the more predatory girls.

On campus, the boys were still forced to dress like cute little school girls. They had their short, pleated skirts, their blouses with ribbons, and their panties underneath. Occasionally, a few girls would get together, and they would go “hunting”. Usually, this meant running up to some of the boys, lifting their skirts, and calling out what color they found.

If the girls were feeling particularly vicious, or maybe just a little bit tipsy, they would instead steal the panties altogether. Many of the boys complained, begging the girls to show some mercy. After all, if the boys lost their panties, their handlers would certainly be upset. They would probably even get punished for something that wasn’t even under their control.

A common rebuttal became, “If you didn’t want to lose your panties, then you should have run faster!”

It was so wicked, but the ladies of Crystal Canyon continued to enjoy themselves.

In fact, Holly, Elizabeth, and the other girls met up once or twice a week. They would sit around like so many other groups of women, and they would consider exactly what was happening around them. At first, they expressed their opinions tentatively. These ladies didn’t know how long their newfound advantage might last, so they didn’t want to get too comfortable.

Plus, they still held on to that old notion that men were people with rights.

Little by little, that started to fade.

“So I decided to punish Brent last night.” Holly looked around at her friends. By this point, they all had enjoyed a couple glasses of wine. Their cheeks were flushed, and they were ready to laugh.

“What did you do?” Elizabeth asked, a smirk already on her lips.

“Well, he tried to give me this argument. You see, Brent likes to believe that he knows how to structure a position. I mean, I’m a philosophy PhD, but he likes to pretend that he knows as much about logic and rationality as I do.”

“Silly boy,” said one of the other ladies.

“Exactly! So I listened. I was actually very polite. I let him go on and on for several minutes.”

“And when he finished?”

Holly leaned forward. Before she answered, she paused dramatically. Those couple of seconds also gave her the chance to take another sip from her glass.

“I told him that I considered what he said, but he was wrong. I told him that I was happier with him as the circumstances dictated.”

“What did he do?”

Holly looked from one friend to another. A slow, wicked grin spread across her lips. “He tried to stand up, and I could tell that he wanted to scare me. Not a bad way, not really. You see, he’s done that a couple of times. We will fight, and he will puff out his chest like he’s some big primate. Actually, it’s kind of adorable if I don’t think about it too much. If I do, then he does look silly. But anyway, I told him to get back down on his knees and to apologize for speaking out of turn.”

“So you forgave him?”

“Definitely not. He spoke out of turn, and even after he finished his apology, he told me that I wasn’t going to be able to keep him like this. He went on and on again, talking about how someone would figure out a cure, and then there would be hell to pay because all the men would take over again. Yeah, right!” A wave of laughter filled the air.

Once they settled down, Holly kept going, “after that, I told him to be quiet. And then I told him I had a very special punishment for him. Since he couldn’t understand his new status in our household, I bought him a uniform.”

“A uniform?”

“Yeah. There’s that new shop down the street. It’s only about a block from us, and they have these really cute maid uniforms!”

“You didn’t!”

Holly bobbed her head down and up. “Oh yeah! And I made him put it on right there!”

“He had to go home in his new uniform?” asked one of the other girls, smiling at the idea. It almost sounded like a fantasy.

“That’s right,” Holly declared, bragging. “Not only that, he had to go home, and then I put him right to work. It’s actually a lot of fun, having a little maid around the house.”

“Not just a maid,” Elizabeth pointed out, “A sissy maid. It’s so much better that way. When you have an actual servant, you have to be respectful. You hire someone, and that person works really hard for you. This way, you know it’s just a boy, and you know that he’s pretty much not good for anything else.”

April and Amanda glanced back at one another. Pretty soon, they broke out into giggles. “Well, that’s not entirely true. Boys are good for something else too.”

“How are things going at the accounting firm?” Holly asked.

Again, Amanda and April peeked back at one another. All four of the women were good friends, but because April and Amanda worked together in the same office, they shared many of the best experiences.

“Things are different,” Amanda said.

But it was April who leaned back, leaving her fingers behind her head. “Yeah. Things are really different. Really better!”

“Tell us,” Holly said.

After another glance back at her closest friend, April sucked on her bottom lip. Then she went ahead.

“Okay, so you know how all of the accountants used to be these giant jerks? They had all of these big degrees and everything, the certifications. Okay, so I get it. They’re smart. But they used to talk down to us every single freaking day. Even the nice ones were overly patronizing.”

“As you can imagine,” said the other receptionist, “that has come to an end.”

“Yeah! Now all of the men know that they have to be respectful.”

“But who’s doing all of the accounting work?” Holly asked. In some ways, she suspected that the work roles in Crystal Canyon couldn’t actually change. Those jobs that required special training still needed specific employees.

“That’s actually what makes this so great. We do have a couple of women who are accountants, so they double check all of the other guys’ work. But when it comes to doing all of the hard stuff, all the boring stuff that no one actually wants to take care of, yeah, it’s the men who get to do that.”

“A women simply supervise?”

“Exactly. The women supervise, and the men obey. It’s awesome!”

Elizabeth leaned forward, intrigued because this was now her profession. “Has there been any disruptive behavior from the males in the office?” She no longer sounded tipsy. On the contrary, she was completely focused on the task at hand.

“Well,” Amanda started to say, “I’m not sure if you could call the behavior disruptive exactly.”

“There have been a couple of problems,” April said.

“What sort of problems?”

“Okay, so the men are pretty much helpless, right? We can program them, we can order them around, and they don’t really disobey, but it’s hard. It’s starting to feel like the more vague commands can be interpreted one way or another, and the men have started to take advantage of that.”

“I see,” Elizabeth said.

“What are you going to do about it?” Holly asked. “I mean, if a major accounting firm gets in trouble, people are bound to notice. So far, we have been able to keep the quarantine under wraps. That might not go on forever.”

“With Talbot industries behind us, I think we will be able to keep the outside world in the dark for quite some time,” Elizabeth said, but then she leaned back. “They might have a point. Controlling an entirely hostile population might be difficult.”

“Is there an alternative?” Holly asked.

“Yeah,” agreed April. “It’s not like any of the men will suddenly decide that they like being owned. I spent some time with Peter yesterday, and he kept glaring at me. I could tell that he hated being my little footstool, but I have to tell the truth. That actually made it so much more fun!”

All of the women started to chortle once again. In some ways, they couldn’t help themselves; it was so intoxicating, knowing that they were in control, knowing that they had all of this power. None of them had experienced a thrill quite like this before. Even Holly, who routinely took authority over classrooms, couldn’t have predicted what this would be like.

“Has there been any word about, you know, a cure?”

Suddenly, the laughter stopped.

Elizabeth looked down into her wine glass. She swirled it for a few seconds, enjoying the way the bubbles floated toward the surface.

“Nothing yet,” she said truthfully. Her research associate had been working on the problem for several months now. Granted, Elizabeth also made the point that it was a purely theoretical exercise. It wasn’t as though an entire town, especially the men, eagerly wished to know what the heck was going on.

Unable to stop herself, she smiled.

“Is this something we want to cure?” Holly asked, voicing the question that so many of the ladies of Crystal Canyon had wondered privately. Even as she spoke, Holly made sure to lower her voice.

Amanda and April glanced back at one another. Elizabeth stared off into the distance, clearly contemplating the implications of what might happen.

“There would be lawsuits. There would be arguments.”

“Retribution,” Holly said.

“That alone should probably answer your question, Holly,” Elizabeth said. She took a slow, contemplative sip from her wine glass. “Misogyny has always been a problem. When men can’t be in control, they get violent. All of this frustration has been building, so what would happen if they suddenly could make their own decisions again?”

“Do you think they would riot?” April asked in a small, timid voice.

“It could even be worse than that,” Amanda added.

“Yes,” Elizabeth said.

The ladies glanced back at one another some more, thinking about what the future could hold.

“If they’re so frustrated, maybe we should do something about that.”

“That’s another problem to consider,” Elizabeth agreed. The ladies continued to talk, as the psychologist considered what might happen next.

Jake found himself in the sorority house. He had on a pair of silver toned panties and a black dress. He had on high heels, which made it very difficult to walk. A pair of ribbons looped through his hair, and this was the outfit the girls decided to leave him in while they forced him to work. With a collar around his neck, he was nothing but a slave. These girls talked about how he needed a handler, but he just wanted to swear. He wanted to shout out every profanity he knew as he grabbed onto one of their stupid pans and slammed it into the walls. He wanted to break every window, to tear down their doors, to shred their clothes, and to show them that he couldn’t be owned.

At some point, the men were going to strike back. He knew it. He could feel it in his blood.

But first, he had to figure out how to get out of this.

He swallowed just as he finished washing the dishes.

And that’s when it occurred to him.

He could act on his own again.

“Wash the dishes, vacuum the floors, and dust all of the bookshelves. Oh, when you’re done with that, do the laundry, and be sure to make all of our beds.”

As Olivia issued those commands, he had stood back, his eyes downcast. He had held his hands behind his back, waiting as he received one order after another.

“And if you finish all of that, you can do the dishes for a second time. You know, just to make sure they are really, really clean.”

He had narrowed his eyes, wishing that he could break her hold. He only needed a few minutes. He wanted to grab her, to hold her down, to spank her, to show her what a real man could do. It didn’t matter how they dressed him or humiliated him. At some point, he would win his freedom.

There would be a reckoning. Oh yes, there would be a price to pay for every single indignity. Up until this point, women had believed sexism had been bad. Although they were allowed to vote and compete for jobs (badly), women kept bitching. And now that they had an advantage, they pressed it. But things would change back.

If Jake had his way, all of them would come to an end. Women would find themselves back in the kitchen, cooking and cleaning and doting on their boyfriends and husbands, the way nature intended.

He didn’t think about the tasks set out for him; he couldn’t.

Like a passenger in his own body, he toiled away the evening until the last dish was completely clean. With his orders finished, he stepped back, and his arms dropped back to his sides.

He was free. At first, the reality of his situation refused to set in. He didn’t understand exactly what was going on. But then he lifted up his hands, and he flexed his fingers. He had spent hours doing what those girls commanded. And even if his original thoughts had buzzed in the background of his brain, he had concentrated on all of that cleaning.

But it was done.

Finished with his work, he could move around.

Right away, Jake went back to the kitchen, and he grabbed himself a glass. He poured some water into his mug, and he drank. He itched for something stronger, but getting wasted struck him as a very stupid thing to do. So he settled for water. Thirst quenched, he tried to figure out what he was supposed to do now.

Slowly, something dawned on him.

The girls were gone; there was no one else nearby to give him a command. He glanced over at the wall, and he spotted the clock. He probably had several hours at least until any of the sorority sisters returned.

For just a second or two, he laughed, those sounds filling the empty kitchen.

It would have felt so good to start smashing everything. In particular, he wished he could just stride over to Olivia’s room.

Olivia. Just the thought of her name was enough to make him erect. When he looked down at his little schoolgirl uniform shame burned through him all over again. It didn’t matter how many times he had been forced to dress like some little schoolgirl. It was degrading every single time. The short, pleated skirt and tight top made him feel small and fragile, utterly vulnerable to the women around him.

This had to come to an end.

If he couldn’t convince any of the girls to help him, if he couldn’t bribe or manipulate them, then he needed to try a different tactic.

He needed help.

Before Jake even quite realized what his plan would be, he sprinted back up the stairs to the second floor. He marched into Olivia’s room, and he threw open her closet door.

Immediately, his eyes locked onto the plastic bag in the corner, scrunched up there like it was little more than forgotten trash.

He pulled out the bag, and he took out his pants, his shirt. These were his clothes, his real clothes, the clothes that marked him as a man. Just a touching his denim jeans launched an aggressive thrill through his body. Next, he saw his boxers. They weren’t panties. They weren’t small and tight, nor would they make him feel like he lost something just by putting them on.

If he took this next step, he knew that he would technically be breaking the law. As a college boy, he was supposed to be in his uniform.

Then again, he didn’t have any form of identification aside from his collar.

His collar!

At once, Jake remembered that degrading symbol of masculine subjugation, so he reached up for the nape of his neck. His fingers fumbled with the clasp right there near the base of his spine, but he couldn’t get it off. He tried to work the intricate strips of leather and brass, but something stopped him.

The girls. At some point, they told him to never take his collar off, so his fingers wouldn’t allow him to do so.

Gritting his teeth, he realized he wouldn’t be able to get it off. Oh well. He still had an opportunity.

Jake stripped down. Within seconds, he pulled on his real clothing. He put on his boxers, his jeans, his shirt. At the bottom of the bag, he found his old sneakers, and he pulled them on, grateful for the strength they lent him.

Footwear probably shouldn’t have been a very big deal, but when the girls put him in high heels, he felt like he lost his fundamental stability. He no longer recognized his place in the world.

“Never again,” he hissed through his teeth.

From there, Jake ran down the stairs. He took them three at a time. He wished he could have spared a few minutes to start looking for some money or something else that might help him, maybe a cell phone, but he didn’t want to be tracked. Besides, if he actually took something, then there was a good chance the police would try to hunt him down. This way, if Olivia or any of the girls called about him, he figured that the women who had taken over the police department would just shrug.

They were still college students, after all. Lots of the local authorities would just assume this was some silly game.

Once outside, he kept his head down. He put his hands into his pockets as a cold wind blew along his body. He rushed down the street, and he started walking without a particular destination in mind.

First, he needed to stay out of sight.

Second, he had to make it all the way back to the interstate. He knew there would probably be some guard outpost near the main road, just to turn back random motorists. The city was still technically under quarantine even as they shipped in most of the goods they needed to sustain the city.

Jake didn’t understand exactly how any of those logistics worked. Over the last few weeks, he had been thinking about it pretty extensively.

Ultimately, he came to one conclusion: Talbot industries made this happen. With enough money, he was pretty sure anything would be possible.

He kept walking past one house after another. Some of the lights were on, and Jake couldn’t quite resist the temptation. He looked up, glancing over at the windows. Most of the time, he couldn’t see anything except for maybe the glow of a kitchen light or a TV. But from time to time, he did spot men dressed up in cute little dresses as they cooked or cleaned. For the most part, they seemed relaxed, almost happy. But no. Jake knew the truth.

The suburban landscape quickly gave way to the city. He still kept his head down.

“Hey, cutie! Looking to have some fun tonight?”

Jake didn’t want to look up, but he did so without really thinking about the consequences.

Across the street, there were a couple of girls. He was taller than them by several inches. In fact, they looked like freshman.

Before all this happened, he would have viewed them as prey. At this point, Jake swallowed, and he quickened his pace.

“Please don’t follow me,” he whispered just as he quickened his pace.

He walked about half a block, and then he reluctantly looked over his shoulder, worried about what he might find. Further down the block, he saw the girls. Their eyes met for just a moment in the dark, and he didn’t know exactly if they were watching him or not. One of the girls then waved, and Jake decided to run.

Swinging his arms, he sprinted down the block. Distantly, he could make out the sounds of a female voice.

His brain didn’t register the exact words, so he didn’t stop, nor did he find himself obediently following some spoken command.

He ran hard. He pushed himself, struggling to get out every iota of energy has body possessed. He ran from one street to the next.

Occasionally, groups of women would notice him. A few of them tried to call out to him, but they weren’t particularly interested in a random male. And maybe, for once, the caller actually helped him. They saw that he was already tagged, which meant he already had a handler.

Finally, Jake saw the interstate up ahead.

He dashed across one road, and he had his hands against his sides as he moved.

This was it. He was actually going to do this.

Jake didn’t exactly know how far the next city was. He didn’t really care.

“I’m going to do this. I don’t care if it kills me,” he growled, uncertain if he meant that literally.

“I’m not going to let those girls do this to me. I’m not going to be a slave,” he grunted again. His insides went cold, but he kept moving. The chill stole away the heat of his body, but he kept walking. For the most part, the road was pretty empty, and then he realized something. A cop might happen by. From what he had last heard, the police department had been completely taken over by the women. They now had the cars and the guns, everything they would need to be in charge.

Realizing this, he veered away from the road, his hand still on his hips. He went about 30 feet off, which meant that he found himself trudging through dried weeds and along the dusty ground.

The adrenaline of escaping Crystal Canyon started to fade. Pretty soon, he was getting hungry. At one point, he turned around, and he could see the distant city lights.

Crystal Canyon.

A haven for women who wished to take control.

A private hell for all of the men who once wielded power.

“I’m going to get this collar off, and I’m going to show Olivia exactly what I can do,” Jake whispered.

With those words on the air, he turned around, and he started walking some more. Bit by bit, it grew darker, so he had to double check where the road was exactly. But he didn’t lose track of the interstate.

That’s what mattered. He kept walking, he would eventually find other people. Maybe he could hitch a ride. He didn’t know if anyone would be kind enough to help, but he had to take the chance.

It didn’t help that his legs started to hurt, but Jake refused to give up. He wasn’t even going to rest. At some point, Olivia and her friends would realize that he was gone. From that moment forward, he would be on the run.

Walking only got worse. He could feel it claw its way through his legs and down toward his feet. Every step was another stab into the balls of his feet, yet he kept going.

“I can do this,” he thought. Again and again, he whispered those words, barely mouthing them onto the air. “I can do this. I can do this. I can do this.”

Halfheartedly, Jake tracked the moon across the sky. He didn’t know exactly how much time went by, but he was certain that Olivia and her friends would have gone back to their sorority house by this point. They would know that he was gone. They would want to punish him for rebelling like this.

Before long, Jake found himself smiling despite the pain. He was the first and probably only male to get out of the city.

That counted for something, right?

Grinning to himself, he kept going and going and going. He walked, forcing his legs to move. He zoned out almost entirely, so when the light splashed along the ground up in front of him, he hardly noticed. It was just a very subtle shift in the darkness, the velvet turning slightly blue.

That’s when Jake glanced over his shoulder. In the distance, he could see red and blue blinking lights.

The police.

For a second, he hoped that it would be police from another city. But no, it was coming from the direction of Crystal Canyon, which meant it was inside the quarantine.

Were they hunting him? Or are they out here for a different reason? He didn’t know, but he wasn’t about to take any foolish chances.

Ducking down, he quickly rushed back through the weeds, out into the wilderness. He didn’t know how much distance to get between him and the road, but he hoped that he would be able to stop soon. He couldn’t risk getting lost.

Heart pounding, breath fast, Jake decided to stop. He froze, hiding in the dark.

They wouldn’t be able to find him. The chances of any police officer realizing he was out here seemed incredibly low.

That’s what he held onto as the cars came to a stop. He could hardly believe it. Why were they out here?

They couldn’t be looking for him! He wasn’t that important!

At first, he braced himself for some kind of sound. He almost expected a female voice to call out to him. Realizing the mistake he had already made, Jake quickly put his hands to his ears. Just in time.

He picked up on the muffled sounds of a command.

Before he could really contemplate what he should do, Jake jumped up onto his feet, and that’s when he saw the cops. There were two of them, both women, a little bit younger. Maybe they had been cadets or interns or something. Now they spotted him, and one of them pointed. Another flashed a light in his direction.

Almost instantly blinded, Jake spun back around as the world turned fuzzy. His eyes tried to compensate, sliding back into night vision, only he didn’t have time to wait. Swinging his arms again, he started to run.

“This is your last chance!”

Honestly, Jake didn’t understand why they bothered calling out to him. If he didn’t respond to their commands, it had to be because he couldn’t hear their voices. Then he picked up on something else, just the echo of an emotion in that shout: joy. These ladies were going to have fun hunting him. He was the animal, the prey, and there is only one way for him to win.

He had to get away.

If he could break the quarantine, then he could get help.

People would learn about this. They would be offended on a visceral level.

The girls didn’t need to like it, but men still ruled the world.

He just had to show them how this could be reversed.

Scientists would figure it out. After all these weeks and months, he had to believe that the psychologist, Dr. Hunt or whatever her name was, didn’t really want a cure. She was probably enjoying all of this.

Jake held onto those thoughts as he ran. A bug buzzed by his left ear as he sprinted through the dark, terrified that he would hit a rock or trip. If that happened, then he would fall, the women would catch him, and he would be dragged back to Crystal Canyon.

No, not actually dragged. They could force him to cooperate.

Gritting his teeth, he gasped, opening his mouth wider a heartbeat later. He sucked down as much air as he could, forcing his limbs to propel him across the dusty ground.

Another bug buzzed by him, just an inch or two away from his ear, and that’s when he understood.

Those weren’t bugs. They were tranquilizer darts.

Another wave of blue light flashed over him, and he saw one of the darts down on the ground, poking out at an angle. He almost stepped on it as he raced forward, rushing as fast as his arms and legs could propel him forward. Heart thundering in his chest, he could feel the pain flash through his torso and down into his legs. Even so, he didn’t stop. He couldn’t. He wouldn’t.

For the first time in weeks, it felt like he was making a choice that actually mattered.

He wouldn’t give up, not under any circumstance.

The darts stopped coming, and Jake had to slow down. He didn’t know how long he had been running. Minutes? Longer?

Part of him wanted to drop down and just breathe, to gulp fresh puffs of oxygen. Instead, he kept moving, walking as he slowed to a jog. He glanced over his shoulder, but he could still see the top car off in the distance. Those ladies probably could have hunted him a lot more efficiently if they had just driven over the shrubs and dirt. Maybe they didn’t want to ruin their nice vehicle.

Squinting, he tried to scan the horizon, searching for some sign of the women. Then the car pulled off, and it started to drive back toward Crystal Canyon.

What was going on?

Jake didn’t quite understand, but he didn’t care. He decided to redouble his efforts. He started jogging again, making his way back toward the road further on.

His chest still ached, and his lungs still burned for more air, but he kept going. He couldn’t slow down. He couldn’t risk this being some kind of trap.

Because really, he didn’t understand why they would just leave him out here. There had to be something he didn’t know, something he didn’t quite understand.

Eventually, he made it onto the road again, and that’s when he started walking.

The sweat dried from his skin, leaving him cold. The minutes started to stretch on, and the Jake found himself trying to calculate exactly how far away the nearest city would be. At the same time, he hoped that he might find something else that could help. At one point, he walked by a call box. He knew that he could have opened it and pulled out a phone.

But where would that line go? Would it lead back to Crystal Canyon? Would the ladies of the police department be able to use it to track him?

No. Jake couldn’t take the risk.

So he kept walking, forcing his feet to carry him ahead.

Exhaustion started to pump through his body, weighing him down. It had been a long day, and he hadn’t really prepared for this. He was thirsty, which felt strange while it was so cold out. His sweat had dried away, and he was shivering. He kept his arms pressed up against his frame as he forced himself to continue on and on. He trudged forward, and he took another step. He zoned out, so he barely heard the sounds of the engine in the distance.

Another flash of light shifted the color of the asphalt in front of him. Jake turned around, and he saw two vehicles this time. It was a police car followed by a van.

Jake started running.

He didn’t spare a breath for the disappointment running through his body. Instead, he just focused, gritting his teeth again. His shoes punched down against the asphalt, and he kept running. Moments later, he realized his mistake. Exhausted, he hadn’t really thought about what he was doing. He turned off the road, and he ran back out toward the dirt and plants.

If he kept running, he worried he would get lost, but they were going to find him.

Just as a different sound hit the air, Jake remembered to bring his hands back up to his ears.

This time, they were using the speakers built into the police car. He heard the muffled sounds as they echoed along the ground. He couldn’t make out the exact syllables, so he wasn’t forced back. Of course, running with his hands pressed into the sides of his head felt incredibly awkward. But he kept going.

This time, he couldn’t run nearly as fast or as far. He soon found himself slowing down, and he glanced over his shoulder. Set against the lights of the van and the cruiser, Jake saw multiple people. But their silhouettes seemed wrong. That’s when he understood what was happening.

There weren’t only women back there this time. There were men as well.

All of a sudden, his stomach dropped.

These girls had gone back, and they had recruited males from Crystal Canyon.

For just a couple of seconds, Jake’s mouth opened, and he couldn’t do anything but breathe and feel the surge of disappointment. This wasn’t fair! He wanted to shout at those women, to tell them that they were cheating. Okay, so they wanted to try to take over. Fine. Whatever. But they were using men now!

Within seconds, he could see those guys as they ran forward. At this point, they were little more than shadowy figures, that that was enough.

What did they do? Recruit the college football players? Find the male cadets who had trained hard for activities just like this? But those boys weren’t going to be in charge. They were little more than hunting dogs.

Jake turned around, he started running again, utterly determined. But that didn’t matter. Those chasing him were fresh. They were probably stronger and faster now matter the circumstances.

Within minutes, he could hear their footsteps.

They got closer; the noise of footsteps bounced against his eardrums, louder and louder. He glanced over his shoulder. That’s when someone jumped, tackling Jake. The world spun as he was thrown to the ground.

He hit the dust hard. A weed poked into his shoulder. Jake could barely breathe.

Strong hands grabbed him, forcing him down into the dirt. The pain flashed up along his skull, and his vision needed several seconds to clear. Just as his vision coalesced back into reality, he looked up, and he saw a pair of young women standing over him.

Chest rising and falling, Jake gritted his teeth. He waited.

“What do we have here?”

“It looks like a stray,” said the other woman.

They both had on police uniforms.

“Let’s get him hogtied and back into the cruiser. I’m sure his owner is looking for him.”

“I don’t have an owner!”

“Yes, you do.”

Perhaps it sounded childish, but Jake couldn’t let this stand. “No. I don’t. It doesn’t matter what you or anyone else says. I don’t have an owner! I will never, ever have an owner!” He growled through each and every word, determined to make these women understand that it didn’t matter what they did. He wouldn’t break.

But then one of the girls crouched down, and she reached for his face. He turned away, initially thinking that she might strike him. Instead, she lightly grazed her knuckles along his cheek, petting him like he was some stray animal.

“It’s cute that you think you can fight, but you have to understand that we are going to win for one very good reason. We are better than you. Yes, we are.” She nodded her head down and up, like this was some sort of lesson Jake was supposed to absorb.

Eyes narrowed, he flashed his teeth again. He threw himself forward, and he tried to pull away from the men who were holding him down. The cop just giggled, clearly enjoying the way he wiggled and pulled.

“I’m sure your owner is going to have a couple of words for you, but before you get to that point, let’s play a little game.”

“Are you sure you want to tease him?” The other cop didn’t sound particularly impressed. Then again, they probably dealt with boys like Jake all the time. He probably wasn’t the first one to make an escape attempt.

“It’s going to be good for him. He needs to learn this from as many people as possible.” The cop turned her attention to the trapped young man.

Twisting from side to side, he tried to break their hold. He knew that the men pinning him to the ground had been commanded to do this, that they were being trained like hunting dogs, but Jake refused to give up. They had him outnumbered. He had basically no chance of escape, but he stubbornly refused to give in.

“Tell me your name.”

“Jake.”

“Jake, tell me about your owner.”

He could equivocate, just a tiny bit. “I don’t have an owner,” he grunted back.

The cop exhaled just a tiny bit of frustration. “Tell us about your handler.”

There was no way to escape her order, not this time. His lips and tongue started to move, the words stream from his mouth, and his expression relaxed, just as it always did when he obeyed. “Her name is Olivia, and she’s beautiful.”

“Oh?” The cop sounded intrigued. “It sounds like you’re a very lucky boy.”

This time, Jake didn’t have to say anything, so he chose silence. The two cops glanced back at one another. They were young, probably in their early 20s. He didn’t understand why they weren’t going to the college. Perhaps they had been, and I decided to drop out to assist in the maintenance of law and order of Crystal Canyon.

Practically snarling, he tried to throw himself forward again. The trained men who held him down did so easily. Each of those four guys just pushed to their weight down into his arms and into his legs. They made sure he wasn’t going anywhere.

“Tell us how you feel about Olivia.”

Jake tried to resist. He tried to find some bulwark within his mind. Granted, he had done this on many, many other occasions. It didn’t matter. He delved into the deepest reaches of his psyche, but he couldn’t find anything to hold back the instinct to obey.

“She is hot and gorgeous and smart. I love being around her, but she frightens me.”

“She frightens you?” The cop started giggling again. “Tell me about that. Why does your handler frighten you?” There was just a little bit of disdain in her voice. No. Not just a little bit. A lot.

Jake lifted his chin, he closed his eyes, and he found himself talking again. “Before, before all this happened, she could tell that I wanted her. She used that against me.”

“It sounds like she still is. But that’s okay. You need to understand that she’s your handler, so she’s responsible for you. She has to make decisions for you because you can’t do it yourself. You’re not smart enough or strong enough. But that’s okay. That’s why we have this new order.”

The anger raced through his body, granting him extra strength. He yanked and twisted as hard as he could, throwing his body to the left, then the right. Little rocks along the ground dug into his back, stabbing at him through his shirt, but Jake didn’t care. He shrugged off every sensation, and he focused entirely on the bite of rage.

“Hogtie him, and take him back to the cruiser.”

One of the men holding Jake produced a rope. They forced him onto his stomach; they grabbed his arms and twisted them behind his back. He tried to kick free, but they forced a rope around his ankles. Soon, he could barely move.

The men grabbed him, carrying him back toward imprisonment.


Chapter 12

As Jake attempted to escape—and failed—Dr. Elizabeth Hunt held her phone tight in two hands as she stared at the screen. The number already glowed bright; she just had to tap one spot to connect the call.

She glanced over at her monitor. The message from her associate lingered on the screen.

I might have something. Call me.

Her gaze drifted past the screen and over to the young man standing by the door. At once, he noticed her attention.

“Is there anything I can do to please you?” he asked, sounding both hopeful and deferential.

Elizabeth always enjoyed having an assistant. Jonathon was a good guy, yet this boy was eminently superior for one reason: she functionally owned him. The boy didn’t really get a name in Elizabeth’s mind. He simply belonged to her in every way that counted.

He fetched, he massaged, he begged, and he took his spankings on those days when Elizabeth needed to work off some tension. Of course, she could be generous too. Little by little, this boy had learned some rather remarkable endurance.

“Actually, yes, there is,” Elizabeth said to him. She leaned back in her chair, smiling as he immediately approached. He held his hands in front of his waist. He kept his gaze aimed toward the floor.

At some point, during college, Elizabeth remembered a lecture from one of her teachers. She talked about the advantage men could wield simply through body language. Because they were taller, they tended to exude a sense of power and authority. This always served them well in pretty much every professional context.

But since the compound changed everything, the men of crystal Canyon had learned to look down. Deferential, servile, obedient, they didn’t carry themselves as though they were in charge. Oh no, they were slowly accepting their roles as slaves.

“Massage my feet,” Elizabeth commanded. She slipped her toes from her shoes, and her boy immediately went into the correct position. He kneeled before her, and he started to work her toes.

By this point, Elizabeth accepted his fawning adoration as her due.

She was his handler, so he had to earn everything she gave him. In fact, he needed to be grateful.

“You enjoy your spot at my feet, don’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said. At one point, he’d been a college student. After she decided to take him, Elizabeth ordered him to drop out of college. He didn’t need to learn anything. He already knew how to use his hands and his tongue in every way that counted.

“Good boy,” she said. He worked his fingers, massaging her diligently.

Knowing full well she couldn’t put this off forever, Elizabeth reached over for her mouse, and she minimized of the window. She didn’t think her servant boy would see the message, but she opted not to take any chances.

From there, she picked up her phone again, and she connected the call.

It rang a couple of times.

“Elizabeth, it’s good to hear from you,” said her associate. “I’ve got to say, this compound is pretty amazing.”

“Yes, it is,” Elizabeth said. “It’s fascinating what these college kids can cook up. It’s a shame that it’s only a theoretical model.” Even at this point, Elizabeth had done her best to keep the reality of the situation in Crystal Canyon a secret. Any time she talked to the outside world, she made sure that no one could suspect what was going on, not really.

In fact, even her associate didn’t know that this was real. As far as Elizabeth’s friend was concerned, this is just a game, and intellectual exercise that didn’t actually exist in the real world. Physicists, chemists, and biologists played around with statistical models all the time.

“Anyway, I think I have it.”

“What is it?” Elizabeth asked, feeling her grip tightening on her phone.

“This compound is pretty stubborn. Obviously, it wouldn’t respond to any regular treatment, but I have come up with something new. It’s a simple cocktail, but I think you could work to remove the effects of what you found without any harm to the host.”

“I see,” Elizabeth said. Her eyes drifted down to her boy once again. He looked content as he serviced her, his eyes downcast, his hands deft. Clearly, he was completely focused on her comfort and her pleasure. His life had been simplified. Back before everything changed, he probably would have been stressing about final exams or chasing girls. This way, he didn’t need to set his own ambitions. He had a woman to do it for him, and he was happy.

“Anyway, I can send you the information if you like.”

“Yes, please.”

“Thanks for the chance to play around with this. And don’t worry. I promise I won’t tell anyone else about it.”

“You’re very sweet.”

“Hey, I know what it was like to be an undergrad and to worry that some senior faculty member would fly in and steal all of the credit. What you have here, it’s pretty unique. Are you sure you don’t want me to test it on organic models? We can start to figure out what it would actually do, maybe even to a human?”

“No!” Elizabeth snapped back. Blinking, she realized that she may have overplayed her hand, so she smiled even though her associate couldn’t see her face. “Really, it’s okay. This is nothing important. Thank you for doing the research. Can you send it to me?”

“Absolutely.”

“And thank you again for your discretion. I’m sure the kids will really appreciate it.”

At that, her servant glanced up at Elizabeth, though only for a moment. Their eyes met, and Elizabeth wondered what servant boy was thinking about.

Almost immediately, he returned his focus to serving her feet.

“No problem.”

They said goodbye, and Elizabeth set her phone aside.

“What do you think we were talking about?”

“I, I don’t think it’s my place to speculate,” said the servant boy.

“Guess.” Very intentionally, she phrased that word as a command.

“It sounded important,” he replied. “Like maybe you were talking about what’s going on in the city?”

“Yes, I was. It seems like one of my friends may have found a cure for your condition. How do you feel about that?”

His voice still shook. “That, that sounds like really good news. Does this mean you’re going to reverse the effects?”

He looked up at her, his eyes timid yet filled with hope.

“What was your name again?”

“Max,” he answered.

“Funny,” she said, not bothering to explain that his name reminded her of a dog. “Max, I’m going to give you a direct command right now. Forget all about everything you just heard. Let it fall out of that cute little head of yours. You don’t need to worry about my conversation, so you’re going to forget it right now. And once you do, you’re going to feel very, very happy.”

His fingers slowed down, but they didn’t quite stop as he continued to massage her. More importantly, his expression became distant.

Then he smiled.

“You look happy, Max,” she said.

“Yes, ma’am!”

“Why are you so happy?”

“I, I don’t know,” he said, looking around like he expected to find the answer somewhere nearby.

“Could it be that you just enjoy massaging my feet?”

“I guess so,” he answered.

“Good boy,” she said, patting him on the head.

Her computer beeped for her attention; she had an email which required her attention.

They could’ve taken Jake directly back to Olivia. That would have been the simple solution. They already had him restrained and imprisoned. Considering that he, like all of the men, couldn’t resist a direct command, it would have been simple. But now, the ladies of Crystal Canyon decided to make retrieval more complicated, more degrading for those males who had the temerity to try to leave.

First, they brought him back to the van. Still hogtied, he struggled to get free—not that it would’ve done any good. Even if he could have somehow slipped free from the ropes binding his arms and legs, the others would’ve just dragged him right back.

When they got to the van, Jake didn’t know what to expect. Getting carried like this proved disorienting. He couldn’t get a handle on his equilibrium, and then one of the females opened the back of the van. There were cages, each one sized for a large dog.

Or a boy like Jake.

Right away, his eyes locked onto several other hapless males. One was naked. Another wore a white dress. One of the hounds opened a cage, and the others dropped Jake into it. A second later, the top clanged shut, effectively trapping the boy in his prison.

Next, they drove him back to the pound.

Jake was brought out, still trapped in the cage. A couple of women set his cage down on a flatbed cart, and he was pushed into a large building. He saw more men just like him. They’d been collared and locked behind bars.

They deposited his cage at one corner of the building.

Still tied up, he rolled over onto his side, and he tried to come up with some brilliant solution. He looked around the bottom of his cage, hoping that he might be able to find some stray penny or quarter, something he might be able to use to rub up against his ropes. But even if he had succeeded, what then?

Okay, so he’d be able to get his arms and legs free, but he would still be trapped behind the bars of his cage.

After a few minutes of long, arduous thought, he reluctantly slumped back down, resting the side of his head against the cold metal of the cage floor.

He closed his eyes, doing his best to empty his head of any real thought. Okay, so he could accept his imprisonment.

At least for the moment, he didn’t have any other option, so he stayed right there, waiting, wondering what would happen next.

Something slammed into his cage, a loud bang rang through the open space, and he flinched. Ashamed of his reaction, Jake opened his eyes. He found another young woman dressed as a police officer standing there. She had on black boots, tight trousers, and a white top with a dark vest. She crouched down, and she looked into his eyes.

“Hello there, slave.”

“I’m not a slave,” he growled back at her, defiant, determined. He didn’t know this girl, yet some instinct prickled the hairs along the back of his neck, telling him that he needed to resist her. She had an agenda; he didn’t know what she had planned, only that didn’t matter. He wouldn’t succumb.

All of those important ideas sounded good inside of his head, but then she just smirked. She had a point to prove. “Tell me you are a slave.”

“I’m a slave,” Jake answered, his voice blank and detached.

“Good boy,” she said. “But I’m going to be honest with you. I’m not here to tease you. Instead, I want to talk about why you did it.”

“Did what?” Jake asked, lowering the side of his head back down. His wrists chafed, and his muscles ached. He hated having his arms bent back like this, though he still refused to complain. He could ignore that pain, especially when he knew this young woman would enjoy his suffering.

A shadow of a smile pulsed across the woman’s lips. “I want to know why you tried to leave here.”

Jake watched her for several heartbeats. He couldn’t tell if this was some sort of game, another way to tease or humiliated him.

And yet, the woman just waited, her attention aimed at him as he considered his position.

Telling the truth didn’t seem like a big deal, especially when she could force the issue whenever she wanted.

Without looking away or flinching, he said, “it’s obvious. I wanted to get away because I don’t want to be a slave.”

“Interesting.”

The seconds stretched out. Jake couldn’t help himself any longer. “What? What’s interesting?” This question may have dripped with venom, but the woman only seemed mildly curious.

“It’s interesting that you would try to get away because you don’t want to be a slave. You see, a couple of young men have made the attempt. They have all failed, obviously. It’s not like you have the wherewithal to really get away.”

“I will succeed next time,” he promised.

This time, she did smile. She had bright, white teeth. “Oh, there won’t be a next time. I’m sure you’re owner is going to make sure that you are thoroughly trained after this.”

“Go to hell,” he growled. At the same time, Jake braced himself. Insulting this woman was probably a mistake, yet he couldn’t control himself, not when he was still locked in a stupid freaking cage. He wasn’t an animal, he wasn’t a slave, and he wouldn’t be owned!

As he waited for some sort of punishment, he swallowed, nervous. The woman kept watching him, studying him.

“Have you thought about what’s going to happen in the next couple of years?”

“What, what do you mean?”

“I’ve been thinking about this a lot. If you go back through history, there must have been this point where men took over. In one society after another, the males decided that they were going to be in charge. Maybe it was a biological thing. Maybe it simply had to do with the fact that women are required to carry children. It doesn’t actually matter. At some point, women lost control, men took over, and that was that. For centuries or millennia afterward, men worked so hard to justify their domination. They made up all of these stories, all of these little mythologies. But now, it’s your turn.”

“This is not going to be permanent,” Jake insisted.

The woman reached through the bars of the cage. She casually brushed her fingertips along his cheek.

“Right now, we can’t be certain one way or the other, but I can guarantee you that this is going to change many things for many people. Look around. Think about it. Think about your handler. Think about the other girls at the school. Even if you are able to somehow fix your current condition, do you think that those women will just give up this power?”

“If I didn’t have to obey,” Jake started to say.

“It still wouldn’t matter,” answered the woman. “Stop, think about it. Consider your handler. Does she have anything she could use to blackmail you?”

His lips parted, and Jake scrambled for an answer.

“That’s what I thought,” she said. “Just consider every man in Crystal Canyon. They have all been teased, they have all been humiliated, and I’m sure there’s a lot of recorded evidence. All of these powerful attorneys and CEOs and everything, it doesn’t really matter. Oh, and don’t even forget about the legal frameworks that are being established. Little by little, the women are taking over, and their authority is being cemented in place. Even if you could get out of those ropes and out of that cage, I’m not sure would make any difference.”

Jake opened his mouth as he tried to come up with the something else.

“It’s okay, Jake. In time, you’re going to learn too.”

“What makes you so sure?” he tried to bluster, only he couldn’t possibly succeed. There was no way he could convince this young woman of anything. As far as she was concerned, this was a lesson for Jake, no one else. This wasn’t anything close to a discussion between equals. No, this woman simply wished to teach him a lesson.

“It’s simple. Go back to history again. When you look at the majority of sexism over the last couple of decades, who reinforces it the most?”

Jake crumpled his brows as he looked back at this woman. He didn’t understand.

She smirked. “It’s okay if you don’t know. You’re just a boy, after all.” The lady shrugged, like he couldn’t really be expected to understand anything at all. “Most sexism is perpetuated by women. More often than not, even when it came to important issues like voting, women argued against equality. Many of them didn’t want it. Half the time, the most sexist comments about female politicians come from other women. Why is that?”

“I’m sure you’re going to educate me,” Jake answered, completely snide.

“You’re right about that. I am going to educate you, Jake. It just happened. That’s all. There was no grand conspiracy, no biological imperative. Women could rule or men could rule. It doesn’t actually make that much difference to the universe at large. It’s probably nothing more than a question of who is more determined. So tell me, when all of the boys are wearing their cute little skirts and their adorable collars, are they going to be determined? Because even if they could somehow stop the compound from affecting their bodies, they would still feel small and helpless. Day by day, they learn how to obey. They start to understand that women are supposed to be in charge. That’s the natural order.”

“You’re wrong,” Jake retorted.

“I’m not. I can see it in your eyes. You know I’m telling the truth. And that’s why, when your handler comes for you, you’re not going to resist. You won’t be able to. She’s going to break you down and make sure that you become a good boy, obedient, sweet, always doing whatever your handler tells you. That is going to happen, Jake. You can fight it all you want, but you’re still going to lose.”

She got up, and she walked away, her shoes clicking against the floor. Still trapped in his cage, he watched her go. He expected some angry answer to bubble up in his throat. He wanted to insult her, to show her that she couldn’t possibly be right about this.

But he blanked. He blanked, he closed his eyes, and he lowered his head back down. Unbidden, the image of Olivia smiling down at him played through his imagination. Before long, he started to worry what Olivia would say, what she would do.

Jake had to wait for hours inside of that cage. No one fed him, no one gave him water, and no one said anything else to him either. Once or twice, he halfheartedly tried to get out of his bonds. There was that stubborn, insistent voice at the back of his mind that kept insisting he might be able to figure this out. If only he tried hard enough, he would be able to break through those ropes. Or maybe he could simply slip his hands free. Then what?

He tried not to think about how this cage was made from metal, how he would be able to kick or punch his way out. Occasionally, he started to fantasize about the idea of somehow luring one of the guards over. Maybe he could claim to be sick. She would open the cage, and he would jump out. But what then? Any woman in the compound could simply tell him to kneel down, to kiss her feet, and to apologize for trying to escape. And he would do it.

Biting into his lower lip, he would fantasize about getting away, only to confront the harsh reality of his circumstances. Whether he admitted it or not, he was stuck.

And that’s when a guard came back up to him. She had some kind of canister hanging from one hand. She raised it up, and Jake tried to ask what she was going to do. The canister was connected to a hose with a pointed nozzle at the end. She aimed it, she twisted the little spigot, and some kind of sweet smelling gas shot down against his nose, and his mouth.

Too late, Jake didn’t have time to try to hold his breath. Within seconds, his head started to feel numb, his vision blurred, and his eyelids got heavy, so heavy. It took less than three seconds, but he passed out.

As Jake attempted to open his eyes, he realized that the sky had turned pink. But it wasn’t the pink of a sunset. It wasn’t that gentle hue that he’d come to expect late in the day. Oh no, this was completely different. It reminded him more of bubblegum or cotton candy, something anonymously sweet and terribly feminine.

Growling, he licked his lips, only to realize that his tongue was completely dry. He tried to summon up some saliva, and he succeeded. Sort of. He tried to roll over. That didn’t work. He lifted his hands, or he made the attempt, but he couldn’t move them more than a few inches.

“Where am I? What’s going on?”

“I’m going to give you one guess,” Olivia said.

The soft notes of her voice were enough to snap him out of his drug-induced reverie. He blinked rapidly, turning his head to the side. That pink wasn’t the sky; it was the ceiling of her bedroom in her sorority house. He should have known better. He had spent enough time cleaning this room already.

Seated by her desk, Olivia applied another coat of lipstick. It was a different shade of pink, a little bit hotter, a little bit brighter. She smiled back at him, seductive as always.

Gulping back a storm of nervous energy, he still couldn’t help but study her. He looked at her long, trim legs. Her skin looked so smooth, so soft. Intellectually, he knew that he was supposed to hate her. He should have despised her for everything she had already done and said to him. And yet, there was that lingering attraction, that animal desire to see her, to be with her.

Sliding her lips together, Olivia made sure the lipstick was nice and even. Then, she slowly sat up. She got out of her chair, and she sauntered over to him as he struggled. “Let me go!”

He pulled as hard as he could against of the leather straps around his wrists and ankles. He twisted, straining his muscles.

“That’s right. Struggle. I like watching you struggle. I love knowing that you can put all of your strength into this one goal and fail so adorably.” She stopped by the side of her bed, a smile touched her lips.

Simply because he wished to defy her however he could, he settled down.

For just a moment, she pouted. She opened her mouth, and she inhaled, perhaps ready to tell him to struggle again. Then she changed her mind.

“I need to think about something. I need to figure out how going to break you. Do you have any good ideas?”

“I wouldn’t tell you even if I did,” Jake insisted.

“You’re so cute when you’re wrong,” she said. She shook her head, and she ran her fingers through the back of her hair. She twisted some of those soft, yellow strands around one finger. Jake watched, practically hypnotized by her movements.

“What are you going to do to me?”

“Isn’t it obvious? I’m going to punish you. You were a very, very bad boy. You left without permission.”

“I don’t need your permission.”

“Actually, you do. That’s the law now. I’m your handler, and you can tell because you get to wear that cute little collar.”

He swallowed, which made him push out his throat which made him feel the band around his neck. It reminded him that she was correct, that he really did belong to her. At least, that’s what the city said.

As a confident young man from a reasonably middle-class background, Jake had never really understood the idea that society could turn against him, that circumstances could render him helpless.

Before he could come up with some kind of tactic to use against her, she climbed up onto the bed, and she reached down. For the first time, he realized that she had stripped him completely, that he was now naked. “There’s something I want to do now. Some of the girls around campus have decided that the boys can’t be relied upon. Those girls have decided that the boys need to be demoted even more.”

“Even more?”

“That’s right. How did the reasoning go?” Olivia asked, touching one finger to the corner of her mouth. She snapped her fingers. “Oh! That’s right. They said that the boys already act like dogs, so they might as should be treated like dogs.”

“What, what does that mean?”

“It means that there are some boys on campus who are kept naked, who aren’t allowed to wear anything but their collars, who are forced to crawl, who don’t get to do anything but play fetch, lick, and be cute.”

“I, I don’t understand,” Jake said. He sounded nervous. He couldn’t control his voice. Perhaps it was an aftereffect from whatever sedative they used to knock him out.

“Sure, you do. You know exactly what I’m talking about. Those boys are pets. They aren’t people, not anymore. Sure, they still need handlers, but they aren’t going to take classes, they’re not going to work, and they aren’t going to speak either. They’re going to eat out of bowls off of the floor, and they’re going to be trained. It’s very simple. Even a boy like you should be able to understand.”

Jake didn’t know what to say; he didn’t know how to respond, how to think through the reality of his situation.

“Just think. I could be you.”

His lips parted, and he was about to say something. If he had been honest with himself, Jake wouldn’t have been able to really know if he meant to beg or apologize or argue. In any case, he didn’t get the opportunity because she jumped forward, straddling him. Her palms shoved down into his forearms, and her fingernails dug into his skin even as she started to kiss him. She pressed her body down into him.

The heat of her thighs radiated against his flanks. Although his body responded, Jake pulled against his straps once again. He had to know that it was futile, that it was a complete waste of effort, especially with this girl on top of him. He wasn’t getting away, yet he still made the attempt.

She pulled back, her cheeks flushed. He could now feel some of her lipstick on his mouth.

“Pink is a good color on you,” she said. His eyes widened with fear, but she laughed again, leaning in to kiss him once more.

Jake tried to turn his head to the side. It was the only thing he could do, but she already had her hands against his cheeks. She forced his head forward, and she kissed him again. She took what she wanted from this boy.

Olivia made sure he couldn’t look away. Her gaze pierced down into him, the color of her eyes bright and fiery. Usually, he saw her irises as blue ice. Today, those swirls of color turned to fire.

He wanted to speak, but the words failed to appear inside of his head, and then she was kissing him again, her mouth on his. She took what she wanted, just as all of the ladies of Crystal Canyon learned to take what they wished.

For long, tender seconds, she kissed him. She pressed her mouth into his, the tip of her tongue toying with his mouth. She played, biting down into his lower lip. She almost drew blood. He whimpered, and he groaned, and a snicker of the amusement danced within her chest. He could hear it.

“Mine,” she whispered into his ear. Then she bit the side of his neck.

Although it was a another waste of effort, he still tried to pull away. He yanked and twisted, summoning up the best of his strength, all to no avail. Like it or not, he was helpless. Whether he could admit it or not, he had become her plaything.

And then she retreated back.

He kept his eyes closed for several seconds, bracing himself. He waited for some sensation, whether it would be another kiss, some kind of pinch, or maybe another bite. It would be easy for her to graze her teeth along his tender, unprotected flesh.

Nothing happened, and he reluctantly opened his eyes. That’s when he saw her perched between his legs. With his legs strapped down, they remained spread. And his cock was right there, stiff and aroused and ultimately vulnerable.

“What should I do with this?” Olivia asked.

She looked down, her eyes wandering the lines and curves of his erection. Jake couldn’t remember precisely when his body betrayed him, yet that didn’t matter. She cupped his balls in one hand. “You know, since you are mine, these are mine to. They belong to me. Every inch of you belongs to me. I got your body. It’s only be a matter of time before I get that cute little mind of yours as well.”

“No, never,” Jake answered. He gasped those words, though he knew they didn’t carry any real force.

“I like it when you’re stubborn. I like it when you’re defiant. But don’t worry. I’m going to break you. I’m going to get you to love submitting to me. You’re going to love belonging to me. It won’t matter how I tease or humiliate you. You’re going to be so, so grateful for everything I do to you, Jake.” Her eyes glittered.

He gulped, terrified. He didn’t know if he worried more about her punishment or maybe the possibility that she could be right. The possibility lingered out along the edge of probability.

Swallowing back the nervous tension within his body, he shook his head.

He was just about to snarl something vicious at her, but she reached a down with her free hand. She squeezed his shaft, eliciting a groan of pleasure. Jake tried to fight back. He tried at the last moment to smother those sounds before they could vibrate from his chest and throat. He tried so hard, and he failed spectacularly. This girl knew how to tease him. She was an experienced sorority girl; she was gorgeous, so she could have any boy she wanted. Learning to manipulate them, to touch and tease them, had never been difficult.

“I’m not going to force you, Jake. I’m not going to tame you against your will. Instead, something else is going to happen. Do you want to know what’s going to happen?” Her voice rose up just a tiny bit, just enough to make her sound delightfully playful. Under other circumstances, he would have grinned, confident that she wanted to flirt.

But as things stood, he knew that this was just another game. He locked his teeth together, his eyes narrowing. He didn’t respond. He didn’t intend to play with her, no matter what she wanted. Once again, he found himself trapped between pointless defiance and stubborn silence.

“It’s okay if you don’t want to ask. I’m sure you’re just a shy boy.” She smirked once again, flashing her white teeth.

“I’m not going to break you because I don’t need to. I’m going to touch you and I’m going to play with you, and you’re going to tell me exactly what you want. You’re going to tell me how you can’t wait to become my slave. I’m sure you’ll probably backslide at some point, but that’s okay because it doesn’t make any difference. Every time I win, you’re going to start to see the inevitable. You’re a boy, you’re slow, and you still think you get to think for yourself. It’s adorable, really. But eventually you are going to understand that women are in charge now. We make the decisions, and we tell you how to behave. I tell you how to behave. I tell you what to do. I tell you how to please me. Nothing else needs to matter to you, silly boy.”

Each time she uttered those words, they almost felt true. They almost sounded correct. This was the kind of sexism that women had dealt with for decades, and now Jake found himself confronting those same assumptions.

She hadn’t yet called him the weaker sex. That was probably just a matter of time.

“Just think about how good it would feel if I let you suck on my nipples. Wouldn’t you like to touch me? Wouldn’t you like me to rub my body against you?”

Jake’s eyes widened, yet he still refused to answer. He refused to do anything. In fact, he turned his attention back up toward the ceiling.

Patient, she continued to stroke him, to touch him, to glide her fingers along his body. She used him, summoning up every instinct within his biology. He couldn’t help himself. He was a young man with needs. She played with him, tapping those buttons, working him up.

For several minutes, Jake did a great job; he managed to remain unmoved. His breathing began to sharpen, his arms and legs remained relaxed, and he just stared up at the pink.

That couldn’t last forever.

“I could take you, you know. I’m sure you would love it. You could stay right here on your back, and I could ride you. You could become my little pony boy, and I could hold you down as I use you. What you think of that? You do have a rather nice cock. Oh, and look at how wet you’re getting. You’re already dripping, Jake. I guess this means you really can’t control yourself.”

With every taunting syllable, she continued to play her fingertips along his genitals, stroking his skin as though he were nothing but a musical instrument, and she was waiting to hear the sounds he might make.

Without even realizing it, he tightened his fingers into fists. His toes curled, but he still didn’t move.

“Maybe I should touch you up here?” Olivia asked, each word pumped with mocking curiosity. As she spoke, she touched a finger to the tip of his erection. She barely touched him now, yet that contact was enough to send electric sparks of desperation dancing along his nervous system.

Even so, Jake still didn’t move.

“Or I could just leave you here.”

His eyes widened, and he lifted his head.

“That got your attention, didn’t it?”

His mouth turned dry as he stared at her. He took quick, frenzied puffs of air into his lungs as he stared, terrified of what she had just discovered.

“That’s right. I could come back here every few hours and toy with you. Oh, I never thought about trying to break you with something as simple as blue balls.” That’s when she looked down, and she realized that some of his juices had smeared over her fingertip. “What do you think of that?”

Jake still didn’t say anything.

“You look scared. You look very, very scared. Are you worried that I’m going to do it? I don’t even need the restraints. I could just tell you to stay right here. Oh!” Her eyes lit up with a different idea as she snapped her fingers. “Maybe I should tell you to just touch yourself and stop whenever it feels like you’re about to get your rocks off. What do you think of that?”

“No, please don’t!”

“Then tell me the truth. Tell me how much you want me to take you. Tell me how you want me to claim you.”

“Please, I desperately need you to take me! Please, claim me!”

“Oops, I made you do that. Why don’t we try again? You know what I want. Give it to me.”

This time, the words wouldn’t be forced; they wouldn’t be automatic.

His eyes tightened into angry slits. His body vibrated with exasperation, yet the girl above him just smiled, the right corner of her mouth rising. “Don’t worry. I can wait. If I get bored, I’ll just leave,” she promised.

No, no, no! Those two letters kept punching in his psyche, this tantrum of denial. As his nostrils flared, he clutched his eyes shut. Just then, he started to feel the mattress shift beneath his back.

She was leaving!

Before she could even slide off of the bed, Jake’s chest heaved. “Please! Please don’t go!”

She kept moving.

“I’m a slave! Okay! I’m a slave, I’m a stupid boy and your slave, and I’ll do whatever you want because I want you to fuck me. Please, please, please fuck me!”

“Is that all?”

“…Claim me? Take me? Use me?” He uttered those words slowly, like he couldn’t recall the exact words. It didn’t matter though. As he closed his eyes, worried she might leave anyway, he picked up on those wickedly sharp, deliciously addictive sounds of her laughter.

This girl savored his helplessness. She watched his face, the heaving of his chest, and the way his eyes fluttered. Everything about him made it clear that he had lost control. She had him—and she could do anything with him.

“Good boy,” she purred. “Such a good boy. You see, it’s better when you give up. You don’t want to think for yourself, not really. Do you?”

It was a question.

It didn’t require an answer.

It allowed him a modicum of free will.

Jake forced himself to speak. For a few seconds at least, he shoved down his instincts. He stopped thinking like a real man—a real person—and he became her slave. “No…no, I don’t want to think for myself.”

“You like being a dumb boy, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“You’re dumb. You’re dumb and grateful, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he whispered again.

“Say it. Make me hear you.”

“Yes! Yes, I’m dumb…I’m dumb and grateful.”

She was so wet by this point. The heat thrummed through her body, spinning below her belly and singing down toward her slit. She sat up straight, she pulled her panties down, and then she stroked his cock some more.

He arched his back, straining hard against his bonds. That didn’t help. Nothing he did could help. Her fingers played over his shaft and down toward his scrotum. Soft, unnerving caresses made him squirm so much more.

She traced a fingertip around the tip of his shaft again. She got another drop of pre-come on her fingertip. “Look at that. You’re getting me wet.” She grinned at him. “Suck my finger clean, slave.”

His eyes flickered with desperation. He didn’t want to do this. He hated this position. Every fiber of his being screamed about how this was wrong, how it couldn’t really be happening…but desperate denial couldn’t change anything.

“Please, can I lick your finger clean?” asked the slave.

“You may,” she said.

She touched her finger to his mouth. A pause stretched out; they both waited. She was mildly curious about whether or not he’d be able to redouble his efforts and maybe dredge up some dignity. He fervently hoped he might figure something out.

He didn’t.

She dabbed her finger against his bottom lip, so he opened his mouth, he raised his head, and he started to suck. Each second of this stabbed into his lingering sense of dignity, but he didn’t have a choice. There was nothing else he could do.

The flavor of his own come teased his taste buds. Blushing, he didn’t know if he should try to shut his eyes, if he could block this out.

He couldn’t.

The slick, salty flavor played over his senses. He couldn’t stop thinking about what he was doing—what she forced him to do. Except this time, she didn’t take advantage of his masculine vulnerability. As he tightened his lips around her digit and sucked on her fingertip, he controlled his actions. He could have stopped.

He didn’t.

“Good boy,” she said. “I liked that. It makes me wonder what it would be like to see you give another guy a blowjob.”

“No…please…you wouldn’t…” whimpered the restrained slave.

Chuckling, Olivia shrugged her shoulders back. “Who knows? I might. I guess it’ll just depend on how well you manage to entertain me.”

That’s when she lifted her skirt and mounted him. Holding his cock in one hand, she guided his tip toward her wet, waiting slit. She touched down slowly as she enjoyed the sensation of his firm, aroused body.

Olivia took him. She lowered herself along his shaft. He stretched her opening even as the heat soaked into her body. Yes, she loved it. But this was about so much more than physical sensation.

Like the other women of Crystal Canyon, Olivia discovered the raw pleasure that could come from ownership. Sex had traditionally belonged to the men. Even when a woman might enjoy herself, the guy would almost always be on top. That gave him power.

Olivia didn’t think about it; she didn’t need to. She just felt it, like an instinct, a primal call to own and control. She rode him, sliding up and down, forward and back. She pumped him, her slit tightening around his shaft.

“Please,” he gasped. “Please, please can I come?”

“Not yet.”

He locked his teeth as he tried to hold back that instinct. This wasn’t right. It wasn’t fair.

“You could—just—just tell me not to.”

“I could,” she agreed, her breath turning frenzied, “But that wouldn’t be as much fun!”

Instead, she bucked forward and back as she used him. All the while, he desperately craved that release. It took all of his self-control—it drained away his willpower—but Jake kept his orgasm from pulsating through his cock.

“Now!” she commanded.

He didn’t need to be told again. Arching his back, he gasped, expelling every molecule of air from his lungs even as he lost control. His cock throbbed and pulsed. She loved his every thrust, his every panting gasp.

Jake lost control because Olivia took it away from him. Mouth open, she cried out, her head held back, her eyes closed as the pleasure exploded through her body. The orgasm spread along every inch of her body, from her toes to her calves, from her thighs to her pussy, from her heart out to the rest of her torso, and when she finished, she pulled away from him.

“Sleep,” she said to her slave.

From the exhaustion and from his own programmed need to obey, Jake closed his eyes. His heart was probably still pounding, but he relaxed into the fatigue. He soon drifted off to sleep, and Olivia cocked her head to the side, watching him, wondering exactly what she could do to break him.

“You’re going to be mine,” Olivia said down to her pretty slave boy.

This was just the first step.

The changes continued to permeate Crystal Canyon. Day by day, the culture of the city shifted, coming to reflect a new order.

This is particularly apparent on campus. By this point, all the boys were forced into their uniforms. Short skirts, tight blouses, occasional stockings, high heels, and sometimes makeup. It really depended on each boy’s handler. How vicious did she want to be? How much did she want to humiliate him?

The student body experienced other changes as well.

For example, the football team was punished rather viciously.

Before the compound infected the male population, the football players had been treated like gods. First off, each one was assigned a cheerleader who was essentially responsible for taking care of him. On paper, this was supposed to mean bringing him cookies and helping him relax.

In practice, the boys started to take advantage of those girls. Sure, there had been complaints of sexual harassment and whatnot, but everyone wanted to see the guys win in one game after another. The pressure was intense, went the explanation, so it made sense if there would be some bad behavior.

The moment the football players lost the ability to make their own decisions, they were pounced on hard.

Each and every one of those cheerleaders who had been assigned to a football player took control.

And they decided that the athletic department should be reorganized. The cheerleaders became a dance team, and all of the male sports were abolished. Football, basketball, even soccer and street hockey were taken away. The male athletes tried to complain, especially to their coaches, but then those arguments were officially retracted. The boys didn’t look happy about it, but they explained that they should focus on their studies, and it was time to pay more attention to the female dominated sports anyway. Of course, their handlers may have had something to do with this latest retraction.

Later, some of the girls would decide that they want cheerleaders. A new squad would have to be reinstituted, but it wouldn’t be made up of pretty girls. Oh no, this new cheerleading team would be made up of the boys, the football, basketball, and soccer players in particular. They would be given new uniforms composed of tiny skirts, short shorts, and adorable tops. Their bodies would be put on display, and they would come out for the local games.

Because of the quarantine, other teams obviously couldn’t be invited to Crystal Canyon, but that was okay. The ladies had no problem organizing new leagues. The female teams from the campus were divided up, the best players spread around, and now they had all the attention they wanted.

For such a long time, men had dominated athletic endeavors. That came to an end.

When the boys were allowed on the field, they became performers. They held up pom-poms, they bounced around, and they were told to smile. They were told to be pretty. Once upon a time, those men channeled their raw aggression in order to win, in order to control a field of play.

Not anymore.

Alone, with their handlers, they might have complained. But that was okay. Some of the girls didn’t mind it when the boys begged or pleaded or whimpered or whined. And the ones who did get annoyed? Yeah, they could just punish their boys. They could tell them to be quiet, they could be given spankings, or they could promise some fresh humiliation. Shorter skirts at school? That was a real possibility. Getting walked around on a leash? Other girls had already done it. What about particularly embarrassing uniforms? Yes, that could be done as well.

Of course, some of the boys learned to obey. It would be silly to assume that every man had some internal strength, some automatic need to take control. For the most part, masculinity can be defined based on focus and aggression, but that certainly isn’t true for all men. It wasn’t true for the boys who learned to obey.

This seemed to be particularly true in the city, among those young adults who had already graduated from college. Yes, they had once been managers, but now they became servers and clerks. Whenever a lady walked into their restaurant or shop, they would bow their heads, and they would obey. Every word they said would be properly deferential. It didn’t matter if the lady in question would be rude, rushed, or brusque. He had to be polite. He had to be more than civil.

After all, any male employee who received the complaint might lose his job.

Having a paycheck, even one that went to his handler, was considered impressive.

The men who adapted best accepted the rules. They became good slaves, they wore their collars, and they avoided much of the humiliation.

They also had to avoid complaining. They couldn’t speak up for their fellow males. They simply had to stand back and watch as each day brought fresh shame to those who still insisted on thinking for themselves.

Although the weeks passed, there were some men who stubbornly refused to accept the new order. They would not give in. They would not back down. It didn’t matter how many spankings they received, they kept up with the defiance. It didn’t matter how many times they were publicly shamed. They continued to argue and talk back, at least when they were allowed to. Sure, their handlers could have simply ordered silence, but whenever they had the chance, the men who would talk back, would insist that this wasn’t right.

Some husbands broke easily. Others kept fighting. Some boyfriends yielded. Others tried to defend their gender.

Many of the women around town wondered about what caused this. Why would one man submit while another fought back? The curiosity was never anything beyond mild or casual. If any female got truly tired of hearing the boys complain, she could simply order him to stop.

And they did.

Each and every time.

Outside of the campus, other changes took place, especially at the parties, the bars, and the clubs. Before the compound came to the city, rendering the idea of a man’s will a joke, hanging out on a Friday night could be dangerous for a young woman. This was a college campus, after all. Girls had to worry about a number of different threats. It could be as simple as sexual harassment, but could also get much worse.

That all went away.

If anything, now the boys had to worry about what they might find if they dared to go out.

Then again, many of them didn’t have a choice. Sure, they had their handlers, but once they were out on the dance floor, the boys had to worry that they would be pinched or touched or fondled. Catcalls were very common as well. A few of the college girls ended up fighting one another. One young lady could be insulting to another’s slave. When there is enough alcohol involved, that could be a problem. It didn’t happen too often, yet it was still an issue, and the police were called into a couple of parties.

In many cases, the girls were willing to share. Often times, a handler might have once been a boy’s former girlfriend. More often than not, a handler was a girl who simply collared a boy. Maybe she thought he was cute, maybe he even asked for it because he was worried someone else might get to him, but that meant lots of these girls didn’t feel any particular loyalty to their charges.

The boys were like toys. They were there to be cute and entertaining. Their ideas and their opinions really didn’t matter.

Before this all happened, lots of the guys liked to fantasize about girl on girl action.

That changed.

Sure, a few of the girls still experimented. This was college, after all. But now many of the boys were forced to experiment as well. It was simple, these were the girls who had the fantasies of seeing two hot guys go at it.

The boys tried to beg in many cases. They whimpered and pled for some kind of leniency, but when the girls got tipsy or aroused, they wouldn’t be denied. Granted, they could force the boys to be attracted to one another. That could be fun. But sometimes the girls liked seeing the expressions of horror on their charge’s faces. It was more fun, knowing that the boys only did it because they had been made to.

There was that pressure, that irresistible need to do as they were told, and there was no way around it.

These guys made out. They fondled one another.

When the girls got particularly drunk or rowdy, they might decide that one boy deserved a reward. Perhaps a blow job. But because none of the girls would do it, not when it was an inherently embarrassing and degrading act, she would make one of her charges perform.

The humiliations kept stacking up. At one point, a party had been the chance for the guys to show off. Now the girls enjoyed absolute control, while the males had to worry about what might happen.

Poor boys. Poor, poor boys.

As the city psychologist, Elizabeth considered the report in front of her. Given to her by the new Chief of Police, it outlined the basic statistics of law enforcement, contrasting the last year to the present.

Since the women had taken over, the crime rate had fallen. No, not just fallen. Crime had pretty much vanished. Elizabeth didn’t think it had anything to do with the inherent superiority of women. Throughout history, women had proven they could be just as erratic, chaotic, and irrational as men. So no. It was something else.

Perhaps it was simply the change that had taken place. The females of Crystal Canyon had too much time on their hands already, so they didn’t commit any crimes beyond the occasional case of speeding or jaywalking.

Perhaps their newfound sense of power and authority meant they didn’t need to break the law. Theft suddenly seemed like a silly idea; why bother trying to steal something when a slave boy could just be given a job and forced to earn money? At work, with a female supervisor, it wasn’t like he’d be able to waste time.

Pushing aside those abstract questions, Elizabeth considered a different problem. She had one of her associates interview all of the young men who had tried to escape. Many of them made multiple attempts.

Theoretically, there was a very simple solution. The boys could be told that they wanted to remain in Crystal Canyon, that they loved being slaves. Each and every one could have been programmed so thoroughly that any idea of defiance or escape would have been impossible.

But that wasn’t going to happen, not for some time at least. Elizabeth understood that her situation was somewhat precarious. On the surface, the women wielded absolute control, but more and more, her ambitions had grown. She didn’t want this to be a temporary state of affairs.

She wanted to make it permanent.

To do that, she needed to make sure that all of the women could work together. After all, there was still that tiny minority that insisted the men should be treated like people. Granted, their numbers had shrunk over the course of the last few months. Women were people; they could be seduced with the experience of total control.

So she couldn’t play her hand, not completely. Instead, Elizabeth needed to ease the population into the idea that men were simply going to become second-class citizens. Or less.

Seated in her chair, she tossed the report on her desk, and she sat back, closing her eyes. She thought about how it would be if the men really did become permanent slaves. They wouldn’t be allowed to talk back, they wouldn’t be allowed to argue or to try to think for themselves. They become accessories and property, sexy machines there to do as they were told.

Elizabeth ran her teeth along her lower lip.

Pretty soon, she was very, very horny. She called in her assistant.

Jonathan Rick reported at once.

“Yes ma’am, what can I do for you?”

“Service me,” she said. She pulled off her panties, completely unashamed. Considering how often he had done this for her, it made sense. He crawled across the floor, and he came up between her legs.

She remembered interviewing Jonathan, thinking that he was a good guy, he seemed sweet, if not particularly bright.

If she had been completely honest, she probably hired him because he was handsome.

Men had been doing that pretty much throughout history. Why couldn’t a woman hire some eye candy as well?

That was back when men still had rights, when they could still say no. Shaking her head, she smiled at the thought of how much had changed.

Yet lingering back at some corner of her mind, she kept wondering why some of these boys refused to settle down, why they refused to accept what had happened. These boys wouldn’t be tamed, it seemed.

We haven’t been trying hard enough, Elizabeth realized.

That revelation jolted her. Elizabeth opened her eyes again. She didn’t pay attention to the ceiling or the tops of her book cases. It sounded so simple, but it was true. The women of Crystal Canyon needed a real program to train the boys. Slavery meant more than simply obeying when told. It was psychological, it needed to be deep, and it had to be powerful.

Up until this point, Elizabeth and the other women of the city had become complacent. It was easy when just a few words could inspire total obedience.

She looked down at Jonathan, his head bobbing forward and back as his tongue probed the inner recesses of her pussy. She could feel the tip of his tongue against her clitoris, and the pleasure was nothing less than exquisite.

“I want them all to be like you,” she whispered.

Jonathan didn’t stop, probably because he didn’t hear her. Even so, she considered exactly why this boy did everything she desired, why he was so willing to accept his place at her feet.

He kept licking, and she grabbed onto the sides of her chair. She pushed her fingers down into the solid plastic, and she closed her eyes, savoring the heat that spun and swirled and coalesced deep within her core. Soon she was moaning.

“Yes!” Elizabeth cried out. This was going to work out beautifully.

Malcolm always hated this part. He had to do it every few months. An investors meeting. Although he completely controlled his company, certain parts were still held by the public so regulators insisted that he conduct these interviews. He hated talking to the analysts just as he hated talking to his top shareholders, but it needed to be done under normal circumstances.

“Why aren’t you going to talk to them?” Malcolm practically snarled back at his former assistant, the woman who had now become his effective owner.

“Outside of a few interested, legal parties, no one knows what has happened or about the change of leadership. As far as the rest of the world is concerned, you are still the CEO. We are going to keep things that way, at least for the time being,” Amy said, flashing him a big smile.

“Besides, everyone knows that investors crave stability. In that way, they are a lot like children.”

His eyes narrowed, and he glowered at her, his expression tight with barely controlled anger. Again, he wanted to jump up onto his feet, to grab her, to hold her down, and to show her who was really in charge.

Men like Malcolm were all the same; if they couldn’t exert their authority through legal means, then they would evolve into simple brutes.

If Amy could see what was happening behind his eyes, she didn’t give any sign of it.

“I’m doing this as a conference call?”

“Yes, slave.” Amy replied, talking down to him. “We are doing this as a conference call. She made it sound obvious. “It’s going to be very simple. Answer the questions, and don’t try anything silly. Don’t try to tell anyone what is happening here, and you obviously aren’t allowed to talk about your new position. Pretend that you are still the CEO.”

Because she phrased those last words as a command, Malcolm knew that his brain and his body would obey.

“Yes. Fine,” he said, maintaining the illusion that he had some kind of choice in the matter.

“Oh, and I want you bent over my desk while you conduct the call.”

“The people will see me!”

“No. This is only going to be a phone call. Don’t worry. No one is going to see you. They’re just going to hear the sounds of your voice.”

Of course, Amy was smiling back at him, her cheeks flushed ever so slightly. The red of her cheeks highlighted her freckles. She had something else in mind, another game she intended to play.

He started to move. He leaned forward, pressing his elbows down against the desktop. Only then, Amy touched a finger to the side of her neck. She tapped her skin a couple of times. “You know, on second thought. I think I want you naked as well.”

He gulped. He grimaced.

“Don’t worry. You aren’t going to be completely naked. You’re still going to be wearing a collar!” She giggled like that was supposed to be good news for him.

His nostrils flared, but Malcolm obeyed. He unbuttoned his shirt, he pulled it off, he freed his belt, and he stripped until he was completely naked. Garment by garment, he created a pool of fabric down by his feet. Of course, Amy watched, her eyes running up and down the length of his body. Ever since he had been enslaved, she insisted that he work out frequently. He looked good before, yet now his body had extra lines of definition, the kind of musculature that could have made him into a model.

“Very nice,” she said, barely disguising the lift in her voice. “It’s a shame we have to do this conference call right now.” She shook her head, and just then, the red light on her phone on her desk turned green. Instantly, Malcolm knew what he was supposed to say.

He bent forward, he grabbed onto the edge of the desk, and he started to speak, doing his best to keep his voice crisp and confident.

“Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for calling in today. I have a lot I would like to go over with all of you. But in a nutshell, everything is going quite well. Every division has exceeded our wildest expectations. If you go on to the corporate website, you will be able to see our exact numbers, but we are very, very pleased.”

He intended to say something else, only Amy stepped up behind him, and she caressed his ass. His body shivered. He was so sensitive right there, and her featherlight touch distracted him.

Normally, he could concentrate, but this girl had been toying with him, teasing him, taking control of every facet of his life. Much of his solid control had fractured, dissipating away into nothing. His voice cracked; he stopped talking.

“What was that?” The analyst’s voice came through the speaker, scratchy on the line.

“I said the numbers are—” began Malcolm.

That’s when she struck.

“Excuse me?” The analyst seemed confused. Then again, that probably made sense. The smack of distortion echoed along the line. All across the world, analysts and top investors could hear Malcolm and what happened in the space that was once his office. “What was that?”

Before he could respond, Amy grabbed his hair, and she pulled his head back. The pain flashed along his scalp, irresistible.

“Don’t say anything to them.”

“Hello?” A different analyst piped up. “Are we having some technical difficulties?”

Amy whispered to her charge again. “Remember, you don’t say anything about what I get to do to you. You don’t say anything about how I’m going to spank you while you conduct this conference call.” Those words were probably unnecessary, yet the bright blush of humiliation played over his cheeks, and that was plenty. It made her smile; it made her snicker silently.

“Now you can continue.”

“Ladies and gentlemen, I’m sorry about that,” Malcolm said, quickly apologizing. “We just installed some new phone lines, so I’m thinking that might be the cause of any distortions you might hear.”

Even as those words left his lips, she pulled on his hair again, raising his chin. In a very small voice, only one he could hear, she said lightly into his ear, “Good boy. That’s right. Don’t let any of them know the truth.”

His nostrils flared, and he grabbed onto the edge of the desk, squeezing harder. His knuckles turned white from the exertion, but that was all he could do. He already knew that if he tried to turn around, Amy would simply order him back into position. No matter how much he hated this, he couldn’t actually find any kind of escape.

So he focused on the situation at hand. The only logical course of action for this young man was to get it over with as soon as possible. “If you look at the first slide, you can see that the mining division revenues are up by a healthy margin. These investments are paying off.”

Standing behind him, the girl who had once been his assistant contemplated the boy before her. She studied the lines of his body, the way he quivered with aggravation. Obviously, he hated his new status, but that was perfectly fine with her. She lifted her hand, and she smacked his ass. She watched as the color played over his buttocks.

He kept talking, going on and on about the company and their successes. Every few seconds, she smacked his ass. She circled the desk, looking down at him. At one point, Amy leaned forward, resting her elbows on the desktop. His eyes drifted down toward her breasts. She smiled, enjoying one simple fact. Although he had been thoroughly enslaved, he still wanted her. This boy still craved her touch.

She decided to give it to him.

Amy retook her position behind him. She came up, and he braced himself, ready for another spanking even as he continued to discuss the company finances.

He said something about the balance sheet, and she caressed his thighs. She loved this, knowing full well that he could prepare himself for another spanking, only to feel the raw pleasure of gentle caresses along his skin. In fact, she reached between his legs, and she teased that sensitive spot just behind his scrotum. Her fingers played lightly, and she wondered if she could make him groan with despair.

Keeping her voice low, low enough so that the speakerphone people wouldn’t pick up on her words, she said, “I would be careful if I were you. You don’t want any of those fancy analysts to figure out what’s happening to you. Just think. Right now, I’m letting you keep your reputation. That’s probably the last thing you have, Malcolm.”

He locked his teeth together, certain that she was correct.

Her hand slipped past his scrotum, and she lightly pressed down on the base of his shaft. That alone was almost enough to make him climax.

“Oh, I have a better idea,” she said.

“Are there any questions?” Malcolm asked, finally finishing his portion of the presentation.

Of course, there were lots and lots of questions.

“How do you feel about the Asian markets, China in particular?”

Under other circumstances, a question like that would have been easy for Malcolm. Then again, he hadn’t been allowed any up-to-date access to world markets. Most of the time, he simply fetched coffee and laundry, he carried copies and delivered mail.

Really, he was nothing more than office girl now. No one asked him about his opinions. No one wanted to hear what he had to say, least of all Amy.

At least she stopped spanking him. She stopped teasing him for a little while.

As he faked his way from one answer to the next, he started to worry. What was that black haired girl doing? His heart started to beat a little bit more quickly, especially because his instincts screamed out at him, telling him that something very, very bad was about to happen.

“I see,” said a different analyst.

A few seconds later, Amy stepped up behind her former employer. He heard the squirt of something gelatinous. And then she grabbed his ass, she parted his cheeks, and she slid one finger into him. He squeaked out, and she giggled.

“What was that?”

“Nothing,” Malcolm had to grunt. At the same time, she fingered him, starting with one digit, then moving on to two and three. She forced his body to relax, all while Malcolm gripped the desk. He did everything he could to keep his voice level; again and again, he imagined what those analysts and investors would do or say when they realized he had been enslaved by his assistant.

Even if people claimed to understand, they’d still mock him. He was Malcolm Talbot! He was supposed to be in charge!

“As I was saying—” Malcolm began, only to freeze up as he felt it: the dildo. She shoved it forward. She pushed it into his body; he had no choice. He had to take it.

The shame simmered through his body. It got worse when he realized something: this turned him on. It pressed some primal, animal button deep within his psyche.

No!

“What was that?” asked one of the analysts.

Malcolm struggled to breathe, to clear his thoughts.

She pulled the dildo back—slowly—letting him experience the tender grind of the smooth silicone against one of his most sensitive spots.

“I was talking about, about the—” As hard as he tried, Malcolm just couldn’t force his thoughts into any coherent order. She shoved the dildo in deep again. It slid into his body. He could feel the rounded bulge at the end even as his shaft shivered with excitement. Damn it. He was on the verge of an actual orgasm!

No, not then, not there! He couldn’t allow Amy to do this to him.

“Hello, everyone. This is Amy Yao. I believe Mr. Talbot was talking about the R&D budget.”

Malcolm didn’t know if that was true, but he knew he had no choice. He had to follow Amy’s lead because she was in charge. He gulped, doing his best to clear his throat. Normally, he could be so articulate. He could take charge of every situation…just not this one.

She pushed the dildo in, only to slide it back out so she could thrust over and over again. As those sensations washed through his system, he started to speak again.

“Yes,” he said, on the verge of stuttering. “Y-yes, that’s right. R&D.”

At the end of the conference lines, dozens of analysts were probably very confused. This didn’t sound like Malcolm Talbot at all. He seemed confused and distracted. Then again, they didn’t know that his assistant had taken over, that she was in the process of penetrating him.

“The R&D budget has been increased. We want to excel as far as technology goes,” he said, and that’s when she spanked him again. She swatted his ass once, twice, three times. She left small hand prints at the sides of his rump.

“Is there interference on the line? It sounds like we’re hearing clapping,” someone chimed in just as Malcolm closed his eyes. He fought to keep the sounds bottled up in his throat. He couldn’t whimper, yelp, or howl.

He couldn’t show her just how weak he had become.

“Yes. Maybe there’s a storm or something,” Malcolm said to the analysts and investors.

“It’s okay,” Amy chimed in. “I’m sure we’ll be able to resolve any issues we may have sooner rather than later.”

What did that mean?

“Mr. Talbot, you were talking about the R&D budget?”

“Uh, yes.”

“What about it?”

His brain blanked. Amy sidled up behind him, and she stroked his back. Delicious tendrils of pleasure spread up his shoulders and through his torso. He closed his eyes, wishing he could be anywhere else. For a few seconds, he remembered what it was like when he had been in control of this girl, when he functionally owned her.

That was at an end.

“I…I…” he stumbled, unable to think clearly.

“Here. Let me take over,” Amy said. She smacked his ass again.

“Who’s speaking?”

“This is Amy again. I’m taking on more of a leadership role here with the company, so maybe I can provide some answers to your questions.” As she spoke, she used the dildo on him again. She slid it forward, and he tried to speak, only the words withered in his throat.

She pumped him.

“The R&D budget is going up to compensate for some potential shortfalls. Let me stress that we are only doing this as a preventative measure. We currently believe in the established product mixture for the current economic conditions.” She spoke beautifully, eloquently, and Malcolm could do nothing but look up at this girl.

In the meantime, the analysts thought he was an idiot. They wanted to hear more from Amy.

“And Mr. Talbot, you agree with this?”

“He does,” Amy said.

Malcolm looked back at her pretty face.

“Mr. Malcolm?” People still respected him. They needed to hear him cede control. In some ways, it would’ve been easier if they all knew the truth. Somehow, hearing the respect in their voices reminded Malcolm of everything he had already lost.

She pinched his buttock with one hand; with the other, she gripped the dildo and shoved it in, deep. She made him experience every slick, firm inch.

“Yes…yes, she’s authorized to speak for me.”

“That’s right. From now on, you’re going to be talking to me.”

A few skeptical murmurs could be heard from the speaker. Amy didn’t seem to mind. After all, she knew what she could do. Little by little, Amy would let the world know that a new voice controlled Talbot Industries.


Chapter 13

Nervous swishes of energy ran through her stomach. At the same time, Holly experienced something else as well. She couldn’t name the exact sensation. It seemed to swirl through her insides, bouncing from her heart to her chest, her fingertips, occasionally down to the arches of her feet.

But then she stepped into the lecture hall, and her mouth opened. For a moment, she was tempted to call out to the girls down on the stage. She was supposed to admonish them for this, right?

After all, three girls in skirts had one of the professors tied to the rolling white board. Arms and legs spread, he was completely naked. Apparently, these girls had already started with his punishment. While his clothes remained down on the floor, his cock was stiff and erect.

The girls giggled. One of them ran her fingers down his chest. Another pinched his ass. A third ran her fingers through his hair. At some other point, he might have enjoyed all of the attention from these nubile coeds…only this wasn’t a fantasy.

It was a public punishment.

Holly’s mouth went dry as she stood near one of the entrances. The lecture hall curved down from one row to the next, each line of seats built into the room. Holly took a step forward; she tried to speak. Her voice didn’t work.

She tried again, “Ladies, you need to step back.”

The girls turned around, pouting. They glared at Holly for just a fraction of a second before they realized they were dealing with someone in an actual position of authority—unlike the teacher who now found himself tied to a white board.

Holly didn’t know this professor personally. Instead, she had received an email indicating that she was there to oversee the disciplinary actions to be taken against him.

She started walking. As she did so, she could feel that same nervous tension, only now it heated up into something else, a tickle of arousal right between her legs. She could feel herself getting wet.

“Girls, what did he do?”

One of them hopped forward. As she stood up straight, she announced, “This boy, Professor Kline, was really rude to me. He actually told me to shut up!” She had short blonde hair tied into a pair of pigtails. Between her lithe frame and slight build, she could’ve easily passed for a high school student. Holly immediately assumed this girl was a freshman.

Checking her notes, Holly found her name. “You’re Mia?”

“That’s right.”

“And you already spoke to his handler?” Holly glanced over at the professor. He was probably older than her by a couple of years. He had to be in his late thirties: definitely one of the younger teachers at the school.

“Yup!” said the girl. Mia reached up and started to play with one of her pigtails. “We talked to his wife. We told her what he’d done. At first, I guess she didn’t want him punished or whatever, but then he looked so relieved, and I think that pissed her off. Anyway, we got her approval, so now he gets punished, right?”

“Right,” Holly agreed. Even as the word left her lips, the other three girls started to smirk. They hovered near him like angry birds of prey. Occasionally, he twitched as he pulled against his bonds. The handcuffs around his wrists jangled and banged against the metal, almost echoing in the cavernous chamber. “But remember, you can’t go overboard.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Mia agreed, waving away the possibility. “So…do you care what we do with him?”

“Please, we’re both teachers, professors,” the teacher started to say.

“Quiet!” barked one of Mia’s friends.

Strangely, his lips kept moving, though his voice stopped. He didn’t make any other sounds, though he kept trying to talk, at least until one of the girls told him to shut up. That’s when he closed his mouth all together.

Holly licked her lips; she pressed them together. She watched as the girls poked and prodded the restrained professor. Halfheartedly, he pulled against his handcuffs again, making the metal jangle.

“Be still,” Mia ordered. Those words sounded almost archaic coming from this young woman.

He froze.

Holly wasn’t exactly sure what she was supposed to do under these circumstances. Theoretically, as a representative of the faculty, she was officially there to make sure that the punishment was “fair.” Then again, no male on campus would have agreed to anything like this. Fortunately for girls like Mia, those male instructors who still retained their jobs didn’t get a say in the matter. If they wanted to work, then they worked under these conditions. That was all there was to it.

“Is it okay if we spank him with his belt?” Mia asked.

Holly wasn’t exactly sure how she should respond. She hesitated. On the one hand, she had thoroughly dominated her husband, Brent. In fact, he was probably back at their house right at that moment, cleaning because she had ordered him to. It was so much nicer, not needing to worry about all of the chores. While he had been focused entirely on his job, he had neglected his half of the domestic responsibilities. Now, he took care of everything. She could go home, confident that she would arrive at a pristine home. He would bring her wine, he would be ready to massage her feet, and he would be delightfully obedient all the while.

Somehow, controlling her husband seemed different. The teacher restrained against the whiteboard looked back at her, his eyes big and pleading. Clearly, he was hoping that she would bring some kind of moderation to these proceedings.

“He simply spoke inappropriately?”

“That’s only the start of it,” Mia replied. She put her hands on her hips even as she bent forward, her short skirt rising up. That’s when the teacher made his biggest mistake.

Despite his position, he looked to down, studying her cute little ass.

Holly felt something stir inside of her: anger. In the semesters before everything changed, Holly had witnessed how the male professors treated their young, pretty students. Yes, the girls were a small minority, but that didn’t stop many of the instructors from leering after the more attractive female members of the student body. Teachers could easily trade grades for other “favors.”

Sometimes a few of the students would complain, but nothing was ever done about it.

That could change now.

“Yes, that sounds like a good idea. But first, ask him how many times he should be struck with his belt.”

“Well, what is it going to be, Mr. Klein?” Mia asked. As she spoke, she tapped the belt against the palm of her hand.

He had been asked a question; he could speak now. He gulped, and that small sound seemed to reverberate through the entire lecture hall.

“I, I don’t know,” he said. But now that he could speak again, he looked back at Holly, his gaze desperate and imploring. “Please! You have to put a stop to this! I am a teacher! I deserve respect! They owe me—”

“We don’t owe you anything,” interrupted Mia. She tapped his cheek with her hand. She pinched the tip of his nose, wagging his head from side to side. Obviously, he tried to pull away, but she pinched down, her fingernails digging into his vulnerable skin. “We are in charge, and you should be grateful that you still get to pretend to be a teacher. We own you.”

The restrained teacher looked back up at his one possible ally again. Holly opened her mouth, wondering if she should say something. Her breath tightened in her chest. She didn’t want to admit it, but watching this young woman control, own, and humiliate one of her former colleagues turned her on. Holly couldn’t deny that flicker of arousal playing through her body, teasing her, making her moist.

“Make your decision.”

“Five. I deserve five,” he said, his shoulders drooping, his arms and legs relaxing. He hung there, helpless, his weight supported by the shackles around his wrists.

“Double it,” Mia commanded.

His eyes widened again. He could hardly believe what was happening. Again, that disbelief only fed into Holly’s excitement. She didn’t know what this meant or what it said about her, yet she couldn’t really contemplate the implications of what a public punishment for one of her colleagues actually meant. Instead, she quivered. She was grateful to see she still stood back. This was a student activity, after all. The administrators who had taken over after all of the men had been demoted decided that the young women needed to learn how to handle the boys in their lives. That meant the teachers who once controlled their grades.

“10,” he said, defeated. “I deserve 10.”

“I like that idea,” Mia said. She snapped her fingers, and her friends stepped up. They released the teacher from his shackles, and he stumbled forward. They grabbed his hands again, pulling them behind his back. One of the girls grabbed the ring attached to his collar, and she yanked, forcing him down against the larger desk built into the center of the stage.

Mia leaned down, and she said something against his ear. He could probably feel her hot breath. His body shook, and he struggled a little bit more.

In spite of herself, Holly found herself straining to hear what the coed said to this man. Barely, she could make out each word, “I want you to know that this is where you belong. And when I’m done, you’re going to tell me exactly what lesson you have learned.”

Mia stepped back, she lifted up the folded belt, and then she struck. One, two, three, she let the black leather fly down, biting into his exposed rear. They didn’t tell him to be quiet, so he could gasp and moan.

Holly had witnessed other situations where the men had been publicly punished. For the most part, they all tried to remain quiet. This teacher didn’t have that same sense of dignity. No, he whimpered, his face collapsing into a reflection of agony.

At one point, he even tried to pull away. He tried to shove himself away from the desk, so maybe he could try to run? Who knew? It didn’t matter. Mia’s friends just grabbed him by his shoulders, shoving him back down onto the desk.

Like it or not, Mr. Klein wasn’t going anywhere.

She struck three more times: four, five, six.

Holly couldn’t see his buttocks from her position, but she easily imagined what those red and pink lines would look like spreading across his ass.

She had already punished Brent in this way. She knew what it would be like for him, and her pussy just became that much wetter. Her mouth turned dry, and Holly couldn’t help but think about the grades she was supposed to enter into her course website by the end of the day. At the same time, she was thinking of her husband, all sweet and domestic back at their house.

Her pupils probably dilated, her cheeks were likely turning red, and Holly licked her lips again, waiting, wondering. She could feel that itch, the temptation spinning through her body.

“Are you ready?”

His eyes were wet, but the teacher didn’t pull away. He didn’t say anything at all, so Mia finished his punishment. She swung down with all of the force she could muster, and the sound of leather beating into his vulnerable skin boomed through the rest of the lecture hall.

This time, he yelped out; he howled, mewling pathetically. Holly shook her head, almost disappointed.

She didn’t know this teacher especially well, but all of the faculty members were supposed to have some kind of dignity, right?

Well, maybe that was being stripped from the male half.

Of course, his punishment wasn’t entirely complete.

The girl stepped back, allowing him to stand. Even though he was taller than them, he didn’t exude any kind of power or authority. On the contrary, he looked completely defeated, especially as he began to speak, “Mia, I’m very sorry that I spoke inappropriately. I was rude, and I talked to both disrespectfully. It will never happen again.”

“No, it won’t. You might be a teacher, and you might have all of the education, but that doesn’t mean anyone respects you, does it?”

Eyes shining, he looked back at his former student, the girl who had just punished him.

He shook his head.

“That’s right. You don’t get to be in charge anymore. You are just a man. You are a slave, so you will always respect your superiors. That’s me, that’s her and her and her.” One by one, Mia pointed out the other females in the room.

“Please, may I go now?” The teacher sounded so eager, so desperate.

“Yes, but you aren’t allowed any clothing for the rest of the day. I want all of the other girls to see what happens when a boy like you speaks out of turn.”

The professor opened his mouth, and it looked like he desperately wished he could argue with her, but then he stopped. He swallowed back whenever retort or complaint that had bubbled up inside of his throat, and he quickly retreated out of the room.

“Was that okay?” Mia asked.

“That was fine,” Holly said. Minutes later, she headed back toward her car. Yes, she had some grading she needed to take care of, but that could wait. At that moment, she needed to get home to her obedient little husband.

Elizabeth had it.

She stood at the podium in one of the school’s conference rooms.

“Ladies, thank you for coming,” she said. Assembled around the room, young and middle aged women populated round tables. This looked like some sort of academic conference. And in many ways, that was correct.

These ladies had arrived with the intention of learning something new.

“I realize that the events of the last few months have proven difficult for some of you, so I want to express my deepest gratitude. Change can be hard. But you’re here, and I appreciate that.” Some of the women in the audience glanced back at one another. They almost seemed nervous.

“It’s okay,” Elizabeth said. “For generations now, women have focused on others. There’s a reason books on self-care have become so popular. Even though women in modern society understand they have choices, sometimes it’s hard to make the decisions that might make us seem selfish, especially if you feel like your boyfriend or husband is pressing you. That’s why we’re here today.”

There was a mild round of applause.

That was to be expected.

As Elizabeth turned her gaze around the room, she contemplated her audience for just a second. Across the city, women had taken control. Mostly. Some of the boys still insisted on attempting to escape or to undermine female supremacy. It was a problem, one Elizabeth had contemplated for several weeks now.

She had theorized, tested, and developed a new curriculum, one she could unveil tonight.

“You can visit the website for tonight’s seminar, but I think it’ll be helpful to demonstrate some of these new techniques,” said the psychologist. “Ultimately, we’re all here because we know that some of the men haven’t been able to accept the improvements to our city. Some of them try to be sullen and emotionally manipulative. On the one hand, they accept female authority, but they still complain and groan. You can order them to behave—we all can—but there’s still a basic defiance in them. Then, of course, there are the boys who have actually tried to run off. Obviously, they’ve all failed.”

Nervous smiles played around the room from almost everyone in the audience.

“Some of the men need to be taught. They need to be tamed.”

One woman raised her hand. Elizabeth recognized that some of the women here still needed to adjust; total control could be a heady concept.

“You make them sound like animals,” said the audience member.

At first, Elizabeth only answered with an indulgent smile. Moments later, she continued, “I can definitely understand how that would seem to be the case here. But I want to be abundantly clear, I don’t think that the men should be treated like animals. At least, not in the most literal sense.” She smiled again, almost as though they were only friends sharing a joke. “If, however, you deem it necessary, you shouldn’t be afraid of treating a male like a pet. I’ve seen boys on leashes, boys crawling, boys playing fetch out of the park. Frankly, I think it’s good for many of them.”

That same woman raised her hand again. Rather than pretend the speaker wasn’t there, Elizabeth nodded once more.

“But they should still have some kind of civil rights, don’t you think?”

Elizabeth leaned forward a tiny bit, resting her weight against the podium. “I think we need to do what is best for the boys. I’m not going to second-guess what any friend, girlfriend, or wife will decide. You are his handler. You are the one who knows him best.”

Strictly speaking, that wasn’t always true. In many cases, all across the town, random women had taken some of the boys. Those were the guys who didn’t have girlfriends or close family to help. They were collared, they were leashed, and they were treated like chattel. Those were the boys who were most commonly traded, bought, and sold. Elizabeth had heard about those secret marketplaces, but she had decided it would be good for those same men to understand how it felt to be so completely objectified.

“Ladies,” Elizabeth said, leaning forward. “One of the greatest challenges presented by the new situation in Crystal Canyon is simple. We need to learn to indulge ourselves. For so long, women have felt guilty about the idea of taking control. We always put other people first. Friends. Family. Coworkers. That needs to stop. From now on, we have the power, so it’s up to use it responsibly.”

Women all around the room nodded again.

The first speaker, the one who asked about the idea of men’s rights, seemed unconvinced. Elizabeth wasn’t overly worried, however. One disgruntled female wouldn’t be significant.

“Just so we can all be clear with one another, I want to restate that today’s seminar only focuses on some possibilities. Many of you have had difficulty controlling the boys in your lives. That’s fair. It’s natural. For many of us, it will be difficult to adapt to these new circumstances. That said, I ask that you listen with an open mind. Think about all the benefits that might come about once we have better unity. Think about what humanity could have accomplished over the centuries if we hadn’t been fighting one another. Because this isn’t real subjugation,” Elizabeth replied. “These boys, they willingly do whatever they are told. Yes, it has something to do with a chemical reaction that we don’t quite understand, but that’s okay. We will figure it out, and in the meantime, we just need to do what is best for ourselves and for the men who live in our town.”

Our town.

Elizabeth loved that phrase, those two words demonstrated the kind of authority every female had the power to wield.

“As many of you have probably already heard, the boys have been wearing schoolgirl uniforms for quite some time. I would like to make it abundantly clear that this policy has proven to be incredibly effective. All across the campus, disciplinary actions are way, way down. We have had very, very few incidents of misbehavior. Before the transition, the boys would frequently get drunk or rowdy. They would cause so much trouble. They harassed the female members of the student body, and they routinely stroked any girl they could get their hands on. That doesn’t happen anymore.”

Elizabeth paused, only to take a breath, but her audience applauded nonetheless.

“The uniforms can be the beginning for many of the men in our town. If you are dealing with a reticent male, there are other options for you. Consider what has happened to many of the teachers and male staff members at the college. Let me make it abundantly clear, the women are in charge. The girls have adapted to these new circumstances beautifully. They are flexible, and they make sure that the men always remember that they must be delightful, deferential, and respectful at all times. Oh, they also have to be obedient.” Elizabeth turned that last part into a joke, and she was rewarded with some appreciative chuckles.

“These girls have found public humiliation to be an excellent way to deter bad, male behavior. A professor won’t say something untoward if he knows that one misstep will mean getting spanked in the quad.”

Again, Elizabeth paused. This time, no one clapped, but that was okay. She could read the expressions of many of the women in her audience. They were intrigued. They wanted to hear more.

“In the near future, I will talk to the city Council, and I will propose that we install public stocks. These are exactly what they sound like. Men will be able to be restrained out in public, and the women of our town will have free reign to pinch, poke, and smack these boys. Some of them will probably be naked. Others will be wearing sissy clothing.”

This time, some of the audience members glanced back at one another. They were clearly very nervous about this.

“Remember, these punishments will only be used when a handler feels that it is necessary. And if you decide to punish your male, it doesn’t have to be a public demonstration.”

That definitely reassured many of the ladies listening. They nodded, apparently mollified.

“There are a variety of private punishments you can use. First off, think about how you can make your own life easier. Give your boyfriend or your husband chores to do. This will help you relax, and it will give him something to think about besides behaving badly. Make sure that these chores are nice and domestic, something most men wouldn’t normally think of doing. They can wash dishes, vacuum, scrub, do laundry, whatever. Or, if you’re feeling particularly vindictive, consider giving them busy work. Make them do something that doesn’t really need to be done. Have them count coins or stack pennies. And if you don’t think they’ve learned their lessons by the time they’re done, knock over their little stacks and make them start over.”

Again, Elizabeth looked around the room, and she saw that many of the women were nodding along. To them, this sounded like a great idea!

“Another viable punishment is simple. It’s very traditional, and it works. You can put your men on timeouts. This might sound juvenile, but some time in a corner, quietly contemplating what they’ve done, might be exactly what they need.”

A different woman raised her hand.

“Yes?” Elizabeth asked.

“Have you tried these?”

“Actually, yes. I’m going to be publishing the results soon, but I have been working with certain boys. In each and every case, I have been able to discover a strategy to ensure total obedience.”

“Obedience isn’t really the problem,” someone muttered.

Elizabeth didn’t see exactly who spoke, but that didn’t matter. She addressed to the entire crowd anyway. “There are two different kinds of obedience, you’ll quickly discover. There is the chemical obedience that forces each and every boy in the town to do as we say. But many of the men will start to learn. They will hear you, and they will start to anticipate what you want from them. Pretty soon, you won’t need to give direct, imperative commands. Instead, you will just make a suggestion, and you will find that the boy you handle will be eager to obey. To be honest, I think that actually might be the best outcome for many of them. This way, they will get to maintain that illusion of free will.”

Elizabeth paused, wondering if she had pushed ahead too aggressively. But now, none of the females seemed disturbed by what the psychologist had just suggested. If anything, this sounded right to many of them.

They only needed someone to articulate how it would all happen.

“Another option is private, but it does offer a component of public humiliation. Consider punishing your boy in front of his friends or in front of yours. If you ever worried that your boy might be checking out a neighbor or maybe a sister or one of your friends humiliate, him in front of her. That will make sure that he really understands his place.”

Elizabeth waited again, wondering when someone would contradict her or argue with her. It didn’t happen. These women all seemed very amenable to these ideas. There had been that first speaker, but that was all. Even the woman who had first suggested that men still deserve civil rights had quieted down. She kept watching Elizabeth, listening intensely.

“Remember, simply using your boy as a servant or a slave in front of those he once respected or desired can be enough of a punishment. Men are fragile. They have these very sensitive egos. Take advantage of that. Use their vulnerabilities to help them understand how the world really works. In the long run, it will be good for them.”

Elizabeth glanced down at her notes, and she smirked. “Of course, there is one other possibility that can work beautifully. For the most part, I have spoken to lots of handlers all across the city, and they all agree that pain can be an effective motivator for these boys. If they are spanked enough, they will eventually come to heel. They can’t help themselves.” Resting her elbows on the podium, Elizabeth grinned.

“But many of you don’t consider what pleasure can do. It sounds like an odd concept. When we consider motivating forces, we usually think of pain or the denial of pleasure. But really, these boys are sensitive. So many of them are easily aroused. Think out about how often your boyfriends and husbands have had to beg for sex before the city changed.”

Many of the women nodded back toward one another.

“Use his libido against him. First off, consider putting him in chastity. Yes, it sounds like a novel concept, but chastity devices are relatively inexpensive. You can lock up his manhood, so he will have a physical manifestation of his new status in life. A part of his body will literally be locked off, and if he wants sex again, he’s going to have to please you.”

Many of the women started to whisper back and forth at one another. Elizabeth let those side conversations continue for several more seconds. Ready to continue, she raised her hands, and silence fell over the room again. Even then, the psychologist could tell that many of the audience members were busy thinking about what a chastity cage might mean for the boys in their lives.

They were thinking about the frustration he would feel. They were thinking about the helpless frustration he would experience. They were thinking about how embarrassing it would be.

So many guys took pride in their erections. Take that away, and what was left? What would it do to the masculine psyche?

Elizabeth had a good feeling that many of these women were about to find out.

“Once you have your men in chastity, you can tease them relentlessly. Consider what you might want to wear. Also think about how good it will feel as he constantly seeks you out. He’s going to want to please you. After all, you’re going to wear the key to his chastity cage around your neck. And even if you don’t insist on a cage, there other ways to torment him with pleasure. Consider tying your boy down. This can be a variation on the timeout thing we talked about before. You just need to touch him. This can go on for a few seconds or much longer. But leave him wanting. Get him nice and horny, and then go out. Get a pedicure. Get a haircut. Have some wine with your friends. It’s really up to you,” Elizabeth explained.

Another round of applause, another round of approval.

Elizabeth continued her lecture, and the women learned.

They learned how to enjoy this new power. More and more, they learned how to see the males of their town from a new perspective—as potential slaves.

Although he had been demoted, Malcolm still did his best to learn. He didn’t focus on market trends, investor sentiment, or commodity prices. Instead, he found himself studying the women all around the office. He needed to find an ally. Over the first days and weeks of his new position as an “office girl,” Malcolm had to endure the humiliation of serving the same employees who once scurried for his approval.

At first, he thought it would be easy. Sure, many of the women didn’t like him because he had been more than willing to take advantage of his former authority. In fact, he had to deal with routine taunts. Many of the women who had now ascended the corporate ladder looked down on him. They loved watching him scurry away to fetch coffee. Occasionally, some of those same women would drop a pen and demand that he bent over to pick it up.

It was trite, but it was also insulting.

And that was the point.

Very soon, Malcolm had come to the conclusion that virtually every woman in the office enjoyed seeing the men in positions of subordination. Attorneys became secretaries. Managers became receptionists. Little by little, the women took control. And even when the men had some particular skill or knowledge set that could not be easily replaced, they were still treated like slaves.

To make matters worse, the women were learning.

Day by day, they acquired more information. They observed their slaves, and they learned everything they needed to know. With the promise of rapid advancement, the more ambitious ladies quickly became adept in areas of finance, law, and mineral exploration.

It was all happening so fast!

In some ways, it felt like an alternate reality to Malcolm. The women had taken over, and they wielded their new control with ease. Day by day, he saw that more and more of the female employees had settled into their positions of power. They were beginning to get comfortable.

If he couldn’t figure some way out of Crystal Canyon, this transformation might last forever.

That one reality was enough to keep him focused.

As a manager, he’d already proven himself adept at attracting attention. He could get people to listen to him.

Well, now that he was an “office girl,” Malcolm needed to acquire a new skill set.

He had to become innocuous.

He needed to make sure that no one really noticed him. Unfortunately for him, he had lots of practice. He had to keep his head down, his voice quiet.

But it started to work.

Although the ladies enjoyed teasing him at first, they started to settle down. Maybe it was all of the attention they put into mastering their new skills. Or maybe those same women simply didn’t see him as a challenge. They assumed that he had been broken, so they let him go.

Or maybe it was something else.

Maybe everyone in that office understood that Amy had dibs on him. Yes, the women taunted him, pitching his ass or cheeks, patting him on the head, teasing him, and giving him whatever menial task came to mind, but none of them ever tried to lay claim to him. He was property. That offered a marginal degree of protection.

Only marginal. Very marginal.

After all, Amy had her own appetites. Every morning, she would snap her fingers as she woke up, and he would crawl up onto her bed. He would slide under her sheets and blankets, and he would slip his head between her thighs. Obediently, without a word, he would take his place.

In this way, she established her authority over him each and every day.

Once she cried out with her orgasm, he would race off to the bathroom, and he would turn the shower on for her. This way, once she slid out of bed, the water would already be warm for her. While she enjoyed the hot jets of water, it was his responsibility to prepare her breakfast.

When Amy first told him this, he quivered ever so slightly. He kept his voice low, especially because he didn’t want to make it sound like he was arguing with her, but he had to tell her the truth. Otherwise, the consequences would be severe.

He mumbled something.

“What was that, slave? Speak up.”

“I, I don’t know how to cook,” he confessed.

Amy stared back at him, her big, brown eyes bright with fresh exhilaration. “Then I guess you are just going to have to learn.”

At work, the girls kept him running around. He didn’t get any opportunity to study anything. But at night, while Amy was out with her friends, spending his money, savoring her new salary, Malcolm would be forced to stay back in the house. This house once belonged to him. But she assigned him to a small guest room. He sat at a desk, and he memorized recipes. Of course, that was only the beginning. She wanted him to be a servant, a slave, so she had him read up on cooking, sewing, cleaning. He learned a dozen different techniques, all for domestic service.

When he first took her breakfast, he still didn’t quite know what he was doing. He burned some of her bacon, and the cuts on her cantaloupe weren’t neat.

That’s why she bent him over the dining room table, and she spanked him.

The next day, he did a slightly better job, but there was a little bit too much pulp and her freshly squeezed orange juice.

To punish him, she dropped a penny onto the floor, and she snapped her fingers, pointing at it. She demanded that he pick it up, so he obeyed. He gave it to her, and then she walked over to one of the walls. She held it up, and she told him to come to her. Again, he obeyed, and then she grabbed him by the back of his neck. She forced his nose against the copper disk, and she told him to stay right there.

He spent hours in that position. She even went to work without him!

By the time she finally came home, his muscles ached all through his back and down his thighs.

“Are you ready to apologize?” Amy had asked.

Instantly, he started to speak. “Yes! I’m sorry I messed up your orange juice! I’m sorry I’m such a dumb boy!” Perhaps he didn’t need to add that extra part, but then he heard her giggle. She came up to him, and she stroked the back of his head, running her fingers through his hair. She stroked him like he was a dog.

“It’s okay. Now go make my dinner.”

He took extra care with that meal.

At her house, he was a slave. In her office, he was a slave.

Other men, lesser men, would have broken under the onslaught. Each day brought fresh indignities, yet Malcolm refused to yield. He maintained that core of hot defiance. And as he worked in the office, fading away from notice, he took a mental inventory of the women who now controlled the company that once belonged to him.

Many were ambitious; those were the girls who had first signed up to work at Talbot industries because they had erroneously believed that they would be able to get ahead. They thought that all of the rumors of harassment and sexism had been exaggerated by lesser girls who couldn’t compete with the big boys.

Then there were the girls who just enjoyed this new development. Those were the ones who didn’t quite know how long this would last. Weeks? Months? Would it be permanent?

Although they used the males who now did all of the scut work in the office, they didn’t seem to enjoy it quite as much, and they took the better salaries and better jobs and better offices, but after just one or two steps up the corporate ladder, they seemed content.

Malcolm studied them all, doing his best to figure out who might be able to help him.

He was still a man, a human, and so someone would feel sympathy for him. Someone had to feel sympathy for him!

No matter how evil a villain might appear, there is always someone in the audience who will like him more than the hero.

Understanding this, Malcolm did his absolute best to find that woman.

Then he saw her, a young redhead. She looked like a recent college graduate.

He went into her office to empty her trash bin, and he bent forward. As he did so, he saw that she was online, reading something about how to buy a new car.

“May I ask, are you interested in making a purchase?”

She glanced up from her computer. She hardly noticed him. Many of the women reacted like that; as far as they were concerned, the boys were little more than moving furniture, inanimate objects that could be activated with the right command.

Their eyes met, and Malcolm immediately sensed something.

She was uncomfortable talking to him. She cleared her throat, and he braced himself, waiting for that moment when she told him to shut up, to get back to work, to not speak unless he was spoken to first. It happened on several other occasions, forcing him to slow down his search for a sympathetic ear.

It didn’t happen.

“Yeah, I hate buying new cars. Even now, with all of the salespeople being women, it’s still really frustrating. You never can tell us they’re trying to rip you off or not.” Her chair creaked as she leaned back; the redhead raised her fists over her head as she stretched. Apparently, she’d been staring at that screen for quite some time.

“Yes, I can absolutely understand,” he said, careful to keep his eyes downcast. He needed to appear properly deferential. Clearing his throat, he feigned nervousness before his superior. “May I offer a piece of advice?”

“Sure thing.”

“Know exactly what you want before you start the negotiation. Know what compromises you’re willing to make. Walk away if need be. Do all of that, have it planned and ready, and they won’t be able to mess with you.”

“Thank you, Malcolm,” replied Elaine. Using his name, she addressed him as a subordinate.

Elaine.

It might be her. She could be the one.

But Malcolm couldn’t rush. Instead, he played his game slowly. For the first few days, then weeks, time actually seemed to be on his side. Each morning, at least one of the women would order him down to the coffee stand in the lobby to fetch a drink. He would have to obey, of course, but he made a detour along the way.

Although he risked punishment for doing so, he stopped by Elaine’s office. Softly, he’d knock on her door and ask if she would like anything. More often than not, her head would pop up from whatever form she was working on and she’d smile appreciatively. She always said yes.

The first time he made the offer, Malcolm was punished. He was late bringing back some of the other drinks, which meant he got paddled with one of the rulers. He was ordered to bend over a desk with his panties down around his ankles. They swatted his behind until red lines glowed across his skin.

“What took you so long?” demanded one of the ladies. Malcolm didn’t know her name. It didn’t matter; they all outranked him.

“I’m sorry I was slow,” he answered. If they forced him to tell the truth with a direct order, he would have been in even more trouble. His heart pounded as the iron dread buzzed over his tongue. “I’m sorry,” he said again.

At that instant, he shut his eyes.

He imagined one of the girls—probably one of the blondes—asking him about the delay. Those girls had been down to the lobby. They knew it shouldn’t have taken him so long, hence the punishment.

They just had to ask about what he’d been up to. They just had to force him to tell the truth.

As he opened his eyes, the girl in the black dress bent forward. “I think I know what we should do.”

He didn’t flinch. He didn’t jerk away. “We should see who can break the ruler over his ass!”

The girls played their game. He lurched forward as they worked. They pinched his ass, calling him firm and tasty. They laughed and ignored the actual work they were paid to do.

Eventually, the ruler snapped. The girls laughed some more before sending Malcolm on his way.

Despite the pain, he made it out into the hallway. Alone, he smiled. He smiled because he had a plan.

From that day forward, he made sure to stop by Elaine’s office. Although Malcolm had been demoted to slave, he still spoke with her—almost like they were equals. Clearly, Elaine wasn’t a particularly ambitious woman. If anything, she hardly seemed to notice what had transpired in Crystal Canyon.

They chatted. He listened.

At some point, he would use her. He just didn’t know how.

Then she surprised him.

As he set her morning coffee down on her desk, Elaine looked up from another one of her innumerable forms. “Can I ask you something?”

“Of course,” he said, his eyes still downcast. After a few more seconds, he raised his gaze, and their eyes met. He probably wouldn’t have taken that risk with any of the other women in the building.

“How do you feel about what’s happened to the men?”

He hadn’t expected this. At first, Malcolm ran his teeth along his bottom lip. He had his eyes aimed at the floor again. “I’m not sure what you mean.”

“You know exactly what I mean. The women have taken over. How do you feel about that?” she asked like they were equals, like she couldn’t punish him if he happened to respond with an answer she didn’t like.

He swallowed back his fear and said, “I don’t like it. I don’t think it’s fair what’s happened.”

“Are there any benefits?” For the first time, Elaine leaned back in her seat as she stared at him.

Up until this point, she had struck him as nothing but an office drone—the kind of woman who could go to the same place for years on end and simply wait for retirement.

It had been months for Malcolm, months of humiliation, months of female-led discipline. On most days, he managed to keep the women around the building happy. It helped that he was just one male among so many others. The gender dynamics at Talbot Industries had been wildly skewed before this all started. And sure, he had been the CEO, but tormenting one boy soon became the same as tormenting any of them. They become objects, interchangeable.

“I…I don’t think so,” he said, careful to keep the certainty out of his voice. He couldn’t risk offending this woman.

Part of him wanted to turn around and flee. Perhaps he could have come back the next day with an apology and another cup of coffee, maybe with extra whipped cream.

“Really? Some of the boys around the office seem to be having fun. And they don’t look stressed.”

“We’re slaves,” he said.

Elaine watched him for several more seconds. Then she asked, like the answer wasn’t obvious, “Is there something wrong with that?”

“Yes. We’re people,” he told her. “We should have rights. We aren’t pets, we aren’t property, and we shouldn’t have to do whatever we’re told…” His voice trailed off.

“What should we do about it?”

Malcolm blinked. Uncertainty filled his chest. “What?”

“Let’s assume that you’re right. Men should get their own civil liberties, because you’re right, men are people. But what should we do about the simple fact that none of you can be responsible for your actions? At best, it sounds like you all need to be treated like children.”

“I…I don’t know.” Back when he had been CEO, Malcolm would have challenged her. He would have railed against the unfairness of this situation. But as a slave…he was learning to accept what the women around him said. They were in charge. They held the power. He didn’t know how to resist that simple truth.

“It’s a shame,” she said. “Men obviously have a lot of potential, but as long as you’re the weaker sex, it doesn’t seem like there’s a lot we can do.”

The weaker sex.

Those words weren’t new. Once upon a time, they had been routinely and carelessly applied to the women of the world. Now the men had become inferior, at least in this city. For a second, fear flashed through his body, kicking his heart, as he considered what would happen if the compound somehow spread to the rest of the world.

“I guess not,” he said.

Disappointed and disgusted, Malcolm turned away. The bitter truth clawed at the back of his throat and through his chest as her point sank in. She was right. His plans wouldn’t mean anything so long as every male was subject to female domination.

“Malcolm,” she said, calling out to him as he started to leave her office.

“Yes?”

“If you come up with something, I’d be willing to listen.”

“Thanks,” he said, stepping away.

In the hall, he found one of the interns waiting for him.

“Malcolm, Ms. Yao is waiting for you.” The girl was blonde with short straight hair that framed her face and tickled along the curves of her neck. She had on a black shirt with a white collar. “Uh oh,” she teased. “Someone’s in trouble.”

Malcolm followed.

He stayed behind the intern even as she guided him through the building that once belonged to him.

The girl with the short, blonde hair guided him back up to the top floor. They passed conference rooms on the way back to the office that once belonged to Malcolm. Each and every time he walked these corridors, he had to confront the memories of owning and possessing this entire facility. He recalled chatting about a golf tournament at this first corner, discussing a new extraction method beside that door. Stray conversations would always slide back into his head, only to be ignored because they didn’t mean anything.

No one cared about his opinions.

Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t really even follow what was happening to the company. Amy always seemed confident and happy, but that didn’t mean anything. Probably, he knew, the revenues were dropping, and their contracts were expiring.

Whenever there was an important meeting or conference call, Amy would tell him to leave the room.

He hated it.

Then again, he once offered his feedback to his former assistant. He said that they wanted the same thing, at least as far as the company went.

“Please, Amy, I know what I’m doing here. You’re still in charge, but I can give you useful information. I know how our competitors think. I know what they want to do.” At that particular moment, he had been down on his knees, and he only barely resisted the urge to hold his hands together as he begged for the privilege of just a little bit of information, just a tiny sliver of respect. “No one would even have to know about it. Please, just use me. “I’m not sure. Can I trust you?”

“Yes!” Malcolm turned that word into a promise. It was probably the most important promise of his entire life. “I swear, I just want to see this company thrive. That’s all I’ve ever wanted.”

Her eyes narrowed, and her expression darkened. “Well, we both know that’s not true.”

He swallowed. Before he could stop himself, he asked, “What are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about your appetites, Malcolm. I’m talking about the fact that you’ve never been able to control yourself. You always got angry, you threw tantrums, and you took out all of your failures on other people. Usually me.”

At that moment, she leaned forward and reached out, stroking the top of his head, patting his hair like he was nothing but a dumb animal. “I’m sorry,” he whispered.

“Oh, that’s cute. It’s good to know that you think you’re sorry. But we both know that’s not true. If you could go back and do it all over again, I’m sure you would. You are like some little kid who only regrets getting caught.”

“That’s not true!” Malcolm answered, his self-control frayed.

“Tell me the truth. If you could do anything to me right now, what would it be?” Amy’s eyes glistened with mischievous delight.

For his part, Malcolm could feel his eyes widen with unmitigated horror. No, she wasn’t supposed to ask a question like this, especially because his imagination had been one of those few refuges that seemed to still belong to him. He lost all of his cars, all of his houses and apartments, every bit of property that he once controlled so easily. But now, he told her the truth. “I fantasize about kidnapping you, locking you in a cage, shocking you with electricity, exhausting you, and doing whatever else I want. Usually, that means giving you up to a biker gang after I’m done with you so I can watch.”

“A gang bang,” she said, shaking her head, clearly not amused. “How original.” She made it sound droll.

“Please,” he said, the moment he regained control of his mouth. “I’m sorry. I can’t help myself.”

“Oh?” Amy asked, actually sounding interested this time. “And why can’t you control yourself?”

He swallowed, immediately Malcolm knew what she wanted, what she expected. If he hoped for any chance at getting the information he craved to, then he had to obey her. He had to play along with her game, no matter what that entailed saying.

On the one hand, he tried to convince himself that they were only words. They didn’t mean anything, especially because he could claim that he was lying. But day after day, spanking after spanking, indignity after indignity, it was hard to hold on to that same old confidence.

“Please, I can’t control myself because I am just a boy. I am just a dumb boy, and I can’t control what I think.”

“Can you control anything about yourself?”

“No,” he said, swallowing. Even as he did so, he could sense the soft satin around his balls and cock. For the most part, she is still allowed him to wear pants and a shirt, but the panties were always mandatory and never negotiable. Just as bad, he could feel the collar around his neck, that weight a constant reminder of his new status in the city, in this company.

“No, you can’t control yourself because you are just a dumb boy. You are just a silly man. You are pretty and fun to have around, but no one is going to listen to you, Malcolm. No one is ever going to think you have anything worth saying. You can fetch coffee, and you can make your bosses lives easier, but that’s all you really get to do. Sorry.”

She stood up.

Malcolm knew that he couldn’t just surrender. Throughout his life, he had been rewarded for persistence. On more than one occasion, someone had said no to him, and he kept pushing, he kept fighting, and he and eventually got what he wanted.

“Look, I know I made a bunch of mistakes, and I know that you are in charge now, but I can really help you. I have insights!”

Amy smiled down at him. Still standing, she lifted up her dark skirt, and she quickly hooked her fingers into her panties. She pulled them down, kicking them off in one smooth motion. Malcolm pressed his lips together, and he kept talking. He insisted that he had something to offer, that he could help her. He could make sure that she succeeded.

“Wasn’t that what you always wanted?” Malcolm had asked.

But then she sat down, and she spread her legs. With her skirt pulled up, she revealed her naked pussy. Distantly, he recognized the aroma of her arousal.

No, Amy had no interest in talking to this boy. “I like it when you use your lips,” she said to him. The corners of her eyes crinkled with that same mischievous delight. But then, she snapped her fingers, and she pointed down toward her pussy.

He wouldn’t yield.

“Service me,” she said, cutting through each and every word. He tried to talk about revenue projections and competitive advantages. He tried to get her to listen to something he had to say, anything he had to say! And yet, he soon had his mouth pressed up against her pussy. He could no longer speak because his lips and his tongue were busy servicing her.

That had been several weeks ago.

Since then, Malcolm had been talking a lot to Elaine, especially as he searched for something that they might be able to do.

He discarded one plan after another. At first, he had considered asking Elaine to try to smuggle him out of the city. But seriously, what would that accomplish? Elaine had been on the verge of laughing at him. Yes, he might be able to get to another city, and maybe he would even be able to rebuild some sort of power base. But realistically, how long could he go without hearing a command from a female? And once that happened, people would start to figure out what was going on.

It was more likely than not that his company would be destroyed. Everything he had worked so hard to build would be taken away.

“She told me to make you crawl into the room. So crawl like a dog,” the intern commanded.

At once, he dropped down onto his hands and knees. “Oh, and she also wants you naked. Strip first.”

Despite the conflicting commands, his brain prioritized exactly what the intern wanted him to do.

Malcolm pulled off every thread of clothing, including his panties. “Open your mouth,” ordered the intern. Just as he started to crawl away, he complied again. He was a good boy. He was an obedient boy. She balled up his underwear, and she shoved it into his mouth.

“There we go,” she said, patting him on the head and laughing as he started to crawl back into the office.

Predictably, Amy was right there at her desk.

But to Malcolm’s surprise, there was someone sitting beside her. He didn’t recognize her.

Who was she?

She had on a severe business skirt, a tight blouse, and she had her hair pulled back into a bun. A little bit of gray colored her otherwise chestnut brown mane.

Naked, Malcolm crawled across the floor. He went right over to Amy. Theoretically, he could have decided to stop in the middle of the room, but he already knew what would happen. She would just snap her fingers and order him forward. So he dispensed with that display of her authority. Everyone already knew what she could do. Why try to hide it?

“Hi there, Malcolm. This is my new attorney.”

New attorney?

Malcolm didn’t recognize her. After months of serving virtually every female in the office, he thought he knew who could wield power.

“I’ve got to say, Mr. Talbot, I’m very surprised to see you in this position.”

What the hell? What was happening?

“He’s cute when he’s confused, don’t you think?” Amy asked.

He looked up at the attorney, and that’s when a flicker of recognition splashed through his head. She looked important. She looked like the kind of woman who knew how to hunt through male-dominated corridors of power.

“Definitely,” agreed at the attorney.

“Miranda, I’m really glad you were able to get out here.”

Miranda. Immediately, he realized that this was Miranda Halls. She was one of the most powerful lawyers in the country. She was supposed to be violently aggressive with pretty much every opponent. People learned to fear her quickly in their careers. Even the young, hotshot alpha males who jumped out of the best Ivy League law schools knew that they shouldn’t try to mess with someone like her.

But how did she get here? What was she doing in Crystal Canyon?”

“In case you were wondering, Malcolm, I have decided to move forward. You see, it’s important that we all realize that the quarantine can’t last forever.”

That confirmed it. Amy had brought in an outsider! Was Miranda the first? Were there others?

Malcolm tried to whimper something, but he still had the panties balled up and between his teeth. He wasn’t going to say anything coherent for quite some time.

“You’re probably wondering why she’s here,” Amy continued, though Malcolm didn’t really care. He kept thinking about the other implications, what would happen if some of the women started to move back and forth between the town and the rest of the country. Inevitably, someone would make a mistake. Someone would reveal what was going on here.

He wished that would have been good news. Malcolm had a good understanding of how humans operated. If people found out about this, they wouldn’t start looking for a cure. No, major corporations all across the planet, governments included, would start to study the compound. They would want to figure out how it could be spread, how it could be used.

His nostrils flared, and he looked up at his assistant. The light glimmered along her straight, black hair. He whimpered something, hoping that she would pluck the panties from between his lips. He needed to talk to her! He needed to her to understand what was going to happen if she messed around with this!

Instead, she just gazed down at him for a few more seconds like he was nothing but a dog.

“Malcolm, do you see that camera over there?”

He turned his head, and he saw the tripod. On top of that, there was a camera pointed toward the middle of the room. “In a few minutes, you’re going to go over there, and you are going to read a little script for me. But first, sign each and every page in this contract.”

She dropped a stack of papers down in front of him along with a pen. He was still naked and still on the floor with his panties still in his mouth. Even so, he had no choice. Malcolm lifted up the writing implement, and his eyes started to read along the contract.

He had been afraid of this.

“He’s actually going to do it,” said Miranda. She was clearly aware of all the authority that the young Asian woman could wield over her former employer.

“Of course he’s going to do whatever I tell him,” answered Amy. “He doesn’t have any free will of his own. He is just a good point. They all are.”

“Incredible,” said Miranda.

“It really is,” agreed Amy. Realizing that Malcolm had started to read the contracts even as he signed, she shook her head. “You don’t need to worry about what those say. Just sign.”

His hands moved faster. With one, he signed his name. With the other, he flipped to the pages. He still caught glimpses of keywords.

With mounting dread it, he started to understand exactly what he was signing.

Even as his hand moved, Malcolm lifted his gaze back up toward his former assistant. He scribbled his name down again without looking, and he whimpered back at her, desperately hoping that maybe she would allow him to speak.

“He really is desperate, and he doesn’t want to do it, does he?” Miranda asked. She had been dealing with arrogant, condescending men throughout her career, so this must have been quite a treat for her. As an attorney, she did have quite a bit of power in her own right, yet she still had to deal with clients, wealthy CEOs just like Malcolm who would blame her each and every time she failed, even when they were the ones who created their own messes.

“Nope. He doesn’t want to do it, but he doesn’t have a choice. And just think, this could be the natural state of affairs for all men.”

Amy sat back in her chair as a stab of worry cut through Malcolm.

He was only halfway through the paperwork.

“Don’t worry, Malcolm. Included in the contract is an employment offer. You’re going to get to be my personal assistant. It’s going to be official!”

He gulped, writing his name down again.

Concentrating on the pen, Malcolm decided that this had to be the moment. This had to be the instant when he regained control over his body. He could do it. He told himself that it was only a matter of will. If he could exercise the strength necessary to retake control of his body, then he would be able to win. He would show Amy Bennett she couldn’t just own him. He would show all of the men that they could retake the city.

That was a fantasy.

A fantasy inside the vacuous head of a silly male.

His hand continued to move, he signed another page, he flipped it over into the stack of already completed contract forms, and he started the process all over again. The ladies watched, smiling.

Just as an athlete couldn’t fix a broken bone through the power of will, Malcolm couldn’t overtake the chemical compounds that mandated his servitude. He signed again and again, and when he was done, he dropped his head down to the floor. Breathing heavily, he waited.

There was nothing else he could do.

“Very nice. Go over in front of the camera and read the script,” Amy ordered. She held out another sheet of paper for him. “Oh, and you can finally take those panties out of your mouth.”

As his nostrils flared with exasperation, Malcolm obeyed again. He walked over to the camera, he kneeled down, and he started to talk. As the first word left his lips, Amy lifted up a controller, turning on the device. It started to record.

“Good afternoon. My name is Malcolm Talbot, and I am the CEO of Talbot Industries. I want to thank you for taking the time to watch this video. I am here to make it abundantly clear that I have now signed over all of my positions and property to one Amy Yao. She has demonstrated her abilities as a manager, as a leader, and as the kind of woman who can oversee all of my assets. I must be honest with you all. I simply don’t have what it takes to run a major Corporation anymore. I’ve been very lucky up until this point, but luck has been the primary driver of my success. At this point, I need someone with skill, someone who can take care of me and tell me what to do. From this point forward, I will obey Amy Yao in all things. I will be a good boy for her. Again, I know this sounds strange, but it’s important that everyone understand that I’m doing this of my own free will. Thank you.”

Just then, the light on the camera went off. It was no longer recording.

“Nicely done. Now I think it’s time to celebrate. Why don’t you service Miranda here. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Amy asked.

Miranda looked back at Malcolm.

For just a second or two, she considered him. He kept hoping that she would decide not to use him. He didn’t even care about the reasoning. She could feel bad for him. Maybe she could decide he was just too pathetic.

Instead, she flashed a big smile. “I’d like that a lot. Let’s see what he can do with that mouth.”

“You’re in for a treat,” promised Amy.

Over the last couple of months, Elizabeth came to a conclusion: she actually enjoyed politics. Before the men of Crystal Canyon fell under her authority, she never would have imagined it. For the most part, she thought of politics as dirty, rude, and just gross. Too often, people would bicker and call each other names over imagined slights and exaggerated differences.

But as she walked up onto that podium once again, she enjoyed all of the attention. Elizabeth couldn’t help herself. For one, she was the chief psychologist of the town, a position which granted absurd degrees of power. The city Council listened to her. They valued her advice, and they pretty much always did what she said. It helped that the entirely female body enjoyed pretty much everything Elizabeth had to say. And why wouldn’t they? Each and every one of those female politicians had gained more money, more power, and more influence.

But now, Elizabeth needed to cut off a problem.

It wasn’t even a problem, not yet, but it could grow into something severe.

For the most part, she could walk through the city, and she could see evidence that the ladies of the town loved having the men least, both literally and figuratively. They no longer worried about infidelity. Girlfriends didn’t have to worry about inattentive boyfriends playing too many video games.

Not only that, ladies could enjoy a lot more leisure time. Some of them took the opportunity to study and expand their horizons. Others just basked in the simple fact that they didn’t need to stress. They went on strolls or enjoyed glasses of wine. It didn’t really matter. Considering the natural wealth brought in by the mines, it just wasn’t a problem. The men could work, and the women could relax.

It was fun.

But women had a bad tendency of feeling guilty. That’s why Elizabeth was up there.

This was another town meeting. The girls sat in their chairs, and the men kneeled on the grass.

“Thank you everyone for coming. First off, I want to make it abundantly clear that we have had no new developments as far as the research goes.”

Many of the men grimaced when they heard those words. The psychologist didn’t smirk, though the thought crossed her mind. Dashing their hopes could be so, so enjoyable.

As she kept that straight face, Elizabeth looked back out to the crowd. “In spite of these challenges, we have persevered, and we have made something new and fascinating here. Our society is changing, and I know that can be scary, but it is, at its core, a very good thing. The crime rate has fallen, the economy is doing great despite the quarantine, and I think it’s fair to say that many people are a lot happier.” Elizabeth didn’t need to point out that those “people” all happened to be women. Then again, it was probably safe to assume that most of the audience understood this as well.

At home, the men could probably be trained to accept their newfound subjugation. In public, this was still new.

“And as our society is changing, we need to establish a permanent, legal framework for what will happen moving forward. This is why the city Council and I have established a new set of amendments to the town’s charter. You will have three options. First, if you feel that these changes have been unfair for some reason, we can reverse them. Under this scenario, the men will be given their usual rights once again. I strongly, strongly disagree with this amendment, but we are a democracy, so it’s important that everyone get a say. The second option is to temporarily maintain the secondary status of men in our community. The third option, the one that I think will bring the greatest stability for all involved, is to make our legal framework permanent. The men will continue to act as second-class citizens. Functionally, they will be treated as minors. Their handlers will continue to be responsible for their actions, and they will have free rein to punish those same boys when they deem it necessary. This option is, by far, the best, but I encourage you to debate, to discuss, and ultimately to vote your conscience.”

Elizabeth thanked everyone for their time, and she stepped away from the podium. Another member of the city Council stepped forward, and she started to address the logistics of how the voting would work.

Standing off to the side, Elizabeth crossed her arms over her chest. She watched, making a note of the crowd. For the moment, many of the women seemed confused or surprised. Others, however, looked content, like they knew exactly how they were going to vote already.

Elizabeth smiled, confident that the ladies of Crystal Canyon would make the correct decision.

The torn envelope lingered between his fingers. In fact, he held that piece of paper tight enough to make his knuckles turn white. Jake lifted it up again, and he scanned across the different words and letters.

Theoretically, this should have been good news. Instead, it made his heart pound. Adrenaline ran through his body.

Before that mysterious compound invaded the men of Crystal Canyon, Jake would have dealt with these feelings by going for a run. Maybe he would have used the student gym. He wished he could go work out, go pick up something heavy, go burn some energy. But Olivia would be home soon, and he needed to talk to her right away.

Besides, she hadn’t given him permission to leave the Delta Chi house.

That morning, she went out to go hang with her friends. They would go shopping, they would walk around some of the parks, and maybe they would see a movie. In the meantime, he had been left there to make their beds, do their laundry, and clean their kitchen.

But once he finished, he had checked the mail outside, and he had it now. Information.

He had torn envelope open right away, checking the paper inside.

On the one hand, he expected nothing but failure.

Pretty much all of his teachers have been replaced by women. It happened once or twice each month until all of his classes were done. At first, his male instructors remained, only to lose the ability to say no to any of the girls. Jake had watched, horrified, as the men that he respected had been reduced to slaves. Slaves like him.

That thought was enough to turn his saliva bitter in his mouth.

But now, he had his grades. He worked so hard, studying to the best of his ability, and it actually paid off. His grades weren’t great. But he passed every single class.

Because he was a boy, however, he had to get permission to continue. His fingers tightened a little bit more, his muscles aching, his ligaments in pain.

Jake forced himself to relax, he loosened his grip, and he went back up to Olivia’s bedroom. When he had been able to control himself, he never would have been allowed in the space. As her servant and as her slave, however, she encouraged him to go in there. She even kept a drawer full of clothing just for him.

Jake changed his dress. He put on another pair of panties, stockings, and he even slid a bow into his hair. It was still cut short, but when he was done, he looked back at the mirror.

Nothing should have changed over the last few months. He tried to tell himself that he was still a man, but he seemed smaller somehow. From time to time, Jake had been tempted to try to measure himself. He wanted to know if he actually lost height.

No, he didn’t think so.

It had to be something else, a psychological loss.

He used to hear girls argue against systemic sexism. They talked about unfair, tacit expectations. They discussed the consequences of girls constantly being viewed as less than boys. Continual objectification made it harder for girls to succeed in the sciences. At the time, he dismissed it all as whining. He figured the feminist professors in their stupid Gender Studies programs all had to make something up to talk about so they complained and whined about doing hard work.

Since then, he’d learned.

Exhaling slowly, he focused on the mirror. It hurt to do so.

Granted, it wasn’t a physical pain, yet the loss stung anyway. What had he lost? His dignity? His self-respect? The sense of power and authority that all men seemed to enjoy with such ease? Yes. All of the above.

In fact, he pressed his lips together as he studied the image in the mirror. There was Jake, but he looked so docile and feminine. He wasn’t the alpha hunter who enjoyed chasing down the hottest girls and seducing them with just the right words. Nope. He’d been replaced by a sissy.

He had the ribbon in his hair. He also had on a purple and white dress with ruffled sleeves. The skirt and sleeves were decorated with white polka-dots. White stockings covered his legs. The skirt barely reached to the midpoint of his thigh.

And it was all about to get worse.

Jake forced himself to sit down at the small desk in the corner of the room. Of course, the girls of Delta Chi had forced him to play “beauty parlor” on multiple occasions. They didn’t just toy with him.

Oh no, they also forced him to apply the makeup.

This meant sliding the lip stick along the curves of his mouth and puckering up. It meant brushing his short hair. It meant learning to apply the mascara. Although it took a long, long time, the girls taught him everything he needed to become a pretty, pretty sissy.

Jake hated all of it.

And yet, he used those skills. Before Olivia or any of the other girls might come home, he sat at the makeup spot, and he made himself pretty. He applied foundation and blush, lipstick, and even some eye shadow. Once he was done, he blinked several times before turning back to the mirror.

He looked so much younger and smaller and incredibly feminine.

This shouldn’t have been possible.

Once or twice, during his sophomore or junior years, he’d seen guys dressed up like girls. It happened at some of the parties or because some guy lost a bet. Each time, the guys looked gross, like something weird.

This time around, Jake glanced back at himself, and he looked…pretty.

In this dress, he exuded this air of dainty helplessness. He was so girly!

But that was the point.

Jake forced himself out of the seat. He checked his dress one more time. It was tight around the waist. The snug bodice always reinforced that sense of helpless captivity. Picking up the torn envelope and that single sheet of paper, he made his way back downstairs.

At first, he glanced toward the living room. He could have gone into that freshly dusted room and sat down. He didn’t have access to his phone, but there was Olivia’s laptop. She didn’t seem to mind that he snuck on there every once in a while, just to look around.

Still, his heart kicked in his chest at the idea of not being fast enough. The moment one of the girls came back into the Delta Chi house, he had to be ready. Anything less than perfection would cost him.

Rather than go into the living room and take a seat on the couch, he got down on his knees just a few feet from the front door. Lowering his head, he placed his hands on his thighs, and he waited.

That was all.

His heart kept beating.

This should’ve been boring. He should’ve relaxed.

Instead, he waited, his toes tingling, his legs hot. He didn’t sweat, not really, but the warmth of dread kept sloshing around his chest. For the most part, he kept his head down. The press of his collar kept reminding him of its presence. Jake couldn’t just ignore it or pretend it wasn’t there.

Then he heard one of the cars park up front.

He straightened his back, his hands still on his thighs.

The front door opened, and one of the girls stepped inside. At first, only her pink high-heels crossed his line of sight. Timidly, he raised his gaze, and he saw her. Olivia. Just as beautiful as always.

“May I stand?” he asked in a small voice.

The big smile on her face vanished. Although she appeared serious as she confronted the slave boy, the corners of her eyes crinkled with barely hidden amusement.

“Yes, you may stand, slave.”

Jake pushed himself up onto his feet. He still felt dainty and small. It didn’t help that her heels added several inches to Olivia’s height. Once he was back up, Jake waited for some semblance of strength or masculine aggression to rush back through his system. It was the feeling he used to get from playing the most violent video games where he could be a mystical hunter or sci-fi marine wielding some huge gun. But as he faced this girl—his handler—he didn’t feel any of that.

Nope.

He was just a sissy.

And that’s why he curtsied, just as he’d been taught. “Good evening,” he said. “I did all of my chores. Would you like a massage?”

“I’d like to know what’s in your hand,” Olivia said as she stepped away, confident that her sissy slave would follow.

Indeed, he did. Jake chased after her even as she plopped down in one of the big chairs in the living room. She kicked up her feet, resting them on the ottoman. Without being told, he kneeled before her.

“May I massage your feet?” he asked.

“You may,” she allowed, holding out her hand.

He gave her the envelope just before his fingers started to work their way along her feet. Eyes down, he worked her toes and the arches of her feet. For her part, Olivia just enjoyed his attention. As far as she was concerned, this was what she deserved. After any night of going out, she should be able to come home to an obedient slave who’d worship, coddle, and fondle her however she saw fit to demand.

“Oh, look at this. My sissy got his report card!”

“Yes…I did.”

“You should be very proud. These grades aren’t great, but they’re good. You know, for a boy.” Olivia made sure to lace that last part with a special dose of derision.

There was nothing Jake could do about it. His cheeks blushed beneath the makeup, but he didn’t try to defend himself. Instead, he forced himself to swallow back the frustration as he said, “Thank you.”

“You worked hard, didn’t you?”

“Yes, I did.”

“And did you learn a lot?”

“Yes,” he answered. His lower lip threatened to start shaking.

“Good!” She leaned back and rested her arms on her lap. She closed her eyes, and Jake started to wonder if she was about to fall asleep.

“Olivia?” he asked, barely whispering after several seconds.

“What is it, slave?”

“There’s something I’d like to ask you…” His voice drifted. His heart pounded. He didn’t know exactly what she might say. In fact, just asking felt like a unique form of torture.

“What is it, slave?” She never tired of calling him that. Officially, the men of Crystal Canyon weren’t slaves—not that this inconvenient truth stopped any of the girls. Out in public, everyone understood that the boys couldn’t be trusted to make their own decisions. They were treated like minors.

“May I continue my classes next semester?”

There. He did it. He asked her.

“Oh, I’m not sure. What do you think?”

He swallowed, hating every second of this. Before he lost his ability to say no, he could have picked his own classes. It would have been easy. Now he was just one semester away from graduating…but he needed her approval!

It was like this for every man in the town. Males weren’t allowed to hold jobs or take classes, not without their handlers’ approval.

He gulped again, both because he knew it pleased her and because he actually felt the lump of dread in his throat. What if she said no? That simple question burned hot in the back of his head. He was a college student. He’d worked so hard to get ahead, and this girl could just deny him the rest of his future.

What would happen if he got kicked out? What would happen if he didn’t get his handler’s approval?

At best, he’d be allowed to stay with Olivia. But without classes to take up at least some of his time, he’d become her permanent servant, a slave who’d only exist to serve her needs.

Or he could be thrown out onto the street. If he was lucky, maybe some woman would allow him to work.

That sense of dependence dug deep into his psyche! It stabbed into him!

“Please, please may I continue my studies? I know I’ve misbehaved, and I’ve made mistakes, but I’ve been a good slave for you for several weeks now. I’ve worked hard to please you. I’ve worked really, really hard. I cook and I clean and I’m always obedient now…right?”

“I suppose…” she answered, each sound languid and slow like this didn’t really matter to her. “Then again, why should a boy be allowed to learn anything?” Now her eyes opened, and she watched him.

Olivia expected a genuine answer.

As he opened his mouth, he had a dozen answers ready. He could’ve talked about his future, his need for a career, his desire to learn…except none of those responses would have meant anything to her.

Instead, he exhaled again. He didn’t sigh. That could’ve been taken as rude or inappropriate. Rather, he breathed slowly out through his nostrils just as he started to speak. “Please, may I continue taking my classes. If I do, I’ll be more valuable…as a…as a slave.”

“That’s right. I guess you would be more valuable. Then again, what are you thinking about taking?”

He’d finished most of his major courses. In order to graduate, he just had to take one psychology and a business course. He said as much and she rolled her shoulders back as she lifted her chin.

“Business…oh, I don’t know about that. Seems kind of silly for a boy to learn about business.”

“But I can’t graduate without it.”

“Nope. You can’t,” she agreed. “But that doesn’t mean I should let you continue. I mean, you look so cute as my little servant sissy!”

“What if…what if I took something else, something else that’d make me more useful to you?”

“Like what?”

“What skills would you like me to learn?”

Olivia immediately yanked her foot back. For a heart-slamming second, he worried he’d offended her. Instead, Olivia touched a finger to the corner of her mouth as she grinned. Delight played along her beautiful lips and over her cheeks.

“Now that’s an interesting idea,” she said. “Hmmm…I’m thinking something like Ballroom Dancing, maybe cooking. Oh, you silly boys are still enrolled at the college, but I wonder how long it’ll take before someone sets up a finishing school for you boys.”

“Finishing school?” squeaked her slave.

“That’s right. You know, there could be a place for boys just like you, and you could learn the skills that really matter.”

Horrified by the prospect, he bowed his head down. She touched the ball of her foot to his forehead, nudging his head up again. “Look at me when I talk to you,” she said, almost giggling. “Yeah, this could be a great school. As a boy, you could learn to walk. You could learn to be poised and demure. You could take classes like Makeup 101 and Introduction to Cooking. Massage would probably be an important skill. Maybe stripping? Seduction? You’d have to learn how to please your wife…or owner—whatever term you prefer,” she said. She laughed, each slow giggle vibrating through her body.

Jake didn’t say anything for several stretched seconds. His thoughts froze and broke apart into jagged pieces. He didn’t know what sort of response she expected.

Finally, he answered, “Whatever you say.”

Agreement. That was his only hope; the compound running through his blood meant that this was his only viable answer.

Olivia considered him for several more seconds. She tapped her finger against her cheek.

“Would you like to go to a school like that?”

He gulped.

Bowing his head down, he spoke again, “I don’t know what I’m supposed to say.”

“Oh?”

He looked up at her tentatively. Although he was barely moving, adrenaline flooded through his system. After all this time, Olivia knew exactly how to terrify him. “I’m sorry, I really don’t know what you want me to say. I don’t know what the correct answer is supposed to be.” There. He told the truth.

Several more seconds elapsed, and he squirmed there on his knees.

“That’s a very good answer. Do you know why that’s a very good answer?”

Jake lifted his head, and he shook it gently from side to side.

She rewarded him with another smile.

“That’s a good answer because you aren’t supposed to know what’s going on. What are you?”

This time, he knew what she desired to hear. Rather than try to resist, he lowered his head once again. “I’m just a boy.”

“Yes, you are a boy. You are a pretty little trifle, and it’s your job to amuse your handler. That’s how this works.”

“Whatever you say,” he agreed again. Under other circumstances, those words might have been mistaken for sarcasm. But Olivia had spent a lot of time with her slave boy. She could recognize the defeated sincerity in each and every syllable.

“Good,” she said. “Very good. So this is what’s going to happen. We’re going to play a little game.”

“What sort of game?”

“I got excited while I was out dancing with my friends. They had some boys in cages. It was cute, they danced around, and they really knew what they were doing. The guys were just hot.” She closed her eyes, savoring the memory for several more seconds. Although the frustration nipped at Jake, he didn’t try to rush her. He already knew what kind of mistake that could be.

“Anyway, they got me excited, so now you’re going to get me off.”

“Whatever you say,” he told her again.

“Yes,” she said, practically purring with delight. “Whatever I say. Because I’m in charge. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes,” he agreed. “Absolutely.”

She pushed herself back up onto her feet, she raised her skirt, and she shimmied out of her panties. Her damp pussy was right there. He watched her, thinking about how many times he had fantasized about this young woman before his enslavement. Back then, she never would have allowed him to get this close. Did that mean he was supposed to be grateful? Did that mean he was supposed to appreciate what had transpired in their town?

Honestly, Jake didn’t have an answer, but that it didn’t matter because she grabbed onto his collar, and she dragged him closer. She pulled him up between her legs, and she parted her knees.

“If you can get me off within the next 30 seconds, then I will let you finish your college education. If you can’t do it, then I’m going to keep you around here. You could be the Delta Chi house slave. What you think of that?”

“I will please you,” he promised.

She laughed right at him, and then she sat back, her leg still spread.

“Get ready,” she teased. “Get set. Go!”

Just as he had permission, he lunged forward, sliding his face up against her slit. Eagerly, he licked at her pussy. He swiped his tongue along her crevice, moving as fast as he could. Within seconds, however, he realized that this was a mistake. He needed to slow down. He needed to give her time to get excited.

Pulling back slightly, he slowed down. He needed to do a good job. He needed to think of Olivia and what she wanted. Inhaling and exhaling, he slowly considered her. He thought of her needs.

When he pushed forward again, his tongue gently flicked along her crevice. He teased her opening. He moved slowly before he plunged forward. He slipped to the tip of his tongue around her clitoris. He could feel that engorged button, knowing that she was finally getting ready.

But how much time had he wasted?

Jake tried to figure it out, but he didn’t have a great sense of timing. Was it more than ten seconds? Twenty?

Realizing that the clock was working against him, he started to speed up.

His heart kicked in his chest, and he kept going, lapping at her pussy like an eager little dog.

She grabbed his hair, she pulled, but he didn’t stop. If she wanted to hurt him a little bit, and that was her prerogative. She wasn’t going to cause any lasting damage. Jake was sure of that, but the agony pushing through his scalp was certainly enough to make his eyes water.

“That’s right. You know where you belong, don’t you? You know that you should be right there on your knees, between my legs. It’s okay. Don’t worry about it. You are a little slave now. It’s okay. I’m going to take a good care of you. I’m going to make sure that you always remember your place, that you always know how to behave.”

Jake didn’t disagree with any of it. Instead, he continued to serve her. He worshiped her, sliding his tongue along her most sensitive spots. He showed her exactly what he could do, just as he had done before. Just as he had done so many times.

It didn’t matter that every lick meant more servitude, that he played into her hands. This girl wanted to use him, and she did. She teased him and tormented him until it was finally time. She squeezed her inner thighs against his cheeks.

“Yes, yes, yes! That’s it! That’s—”

Olivia didn’t get the chance to finish. She lost every breath, and she threw her head back. She cried out just as she inhaled again. The orgasm exploded through her body.

She nudged him back, one finger pressed into his forehead.

Jake didn’t dare ask what she had decided. The decision still belonged to her, even if it might mean not getting to finish his education.

“How long do you think that took you?”

“I don’t know,” he replied, his voice ringing with uncertainty.

Because he hadn’t been allowed to keep track, he knew that Olivia could easily lie to him. Maybe that only took a few seconds, but she could tell him that it wasn’t good enough. She could even lie, claiming that he didn’t make her orgasm at all. Of course, that would have been a lie, and they both would have known about it, but there was nothing to stop her. If she decided to be unfair, then she could be unfair. If she decided to tease him, then she could tease him. If she wanted to torment him, he still couldn’t stop her.

“Because you are such a good little slave boy, I’m going to let you finish your classes. But only if you take cooking and dancing and cleaning.”

“Those, those are classes at the college?” Jake asked with that same uncertainty.

When he risked looking back up at her, their eyes met, and she laughed. Of course, she did. She loved having him there on his knees. She could still remember exactly how he had sauntered and swaggered around the campus, always so confident, always so arrogant.

Olivia drank in his humiliation.

“There are going to be,” she promised, grinning wickedly.

Jake nodded his head down and up. Really, his agreement didn’t matter, but he offered it up anyway, just as he offered up everything he possessed.

Holly walked through the front door, and she was pleased to find her husband there down on his knees. Much to her surprise, he was completely naked. Well, he still had his collar on. That was no longer a matter of choice. She didn’t want him to break the law, so she told him to always have it on. Even without a lock, she could rest assured that he would never dare try to take it off.

Sure, she could remove it from his neck for those times when he needed to go take a shower, but that was really the only opportunity. And even then, he had to dry off quickly and get back down on his knees and beg for the opportunity to wear that symbol of his status.

But on this particular night, she found her husband naked, on his knees, and he looked up at her.

“What’s this?” Holly asked.

“I realized something today,” he told her.

“What did you realize?”

“I realized that this is where I belong.”

Holly strolled by him, and he watched her.

Just as she left the entryway, heading back into the living room, he started to crawl after her.

Holly glanced over her shoulder.

She still didn’t quite understand what had happened to her or the rest of the town for that matter, yet she could still experience that jolt of power. It was so intoxicating. At work, all of the boys had to do whatever she said. At home, her husband had to be equally obedient. It was wonderful and so many different ways.

She sat down, she crossed her legs, and she considered her slave husband.

Although her features reflected the easy confidence of a woman who wielded absolute authority, she nonetheless waited for him to say something. But his lips remained motionless. Apparently, he was still waiting for permission. Smiling, content, she gave it to him.

“Go ahead,” she ordered. “Tell me what you’re thinking.”

Obviously, he couldn’t resist. “I’m thinking that I’m happy. I’m thinking that I don’t need to worry about work anymore. And thinking that I am grateful.” The words came out, each one mechanical, each one automatic, each one completely and totally irresistible.

“Really?” Holly asked.

He nodded his head down and up. “Yes. I’m glad that I’m your slave. I’m glad that I’m your house husband.” His eyes watered slightly. They got shiny and big. He was telling the truth. More to the point, Holly knew how to read his expressions. She knew that he was genuinely grateful for everything she had done.

“Come with me,” she said, grabbing him by the hand. As his wife, she owned him. That’s why she didn’t need to worry about asking for what he desired. She pulled him down the hall, and they soon went back into the bedroom. She pushed him down onto the mattress, and she climbed on top of him.

When she kissed him, he was eager. He kissed her back, gently pressing his mouth into hers.

When he had been so focused on work, their lovemaking had felt almost perfunctory, like he just needed to finish a chore before moving on to another project.

Now it was different.

He gave her everything; she could feel it in the way his hands glided along the back of her neck, in the way he closed his eyes and seemed to relax so completely. He focused everything he had on pleasing her.

“What’s going on?” Holly asked, breaking off the kiss. She could already feel the flutter in her chest. Not only that, her pussy was wet. It wasn’t only the power that excited her. Oh no, there was something else. It was the adulation she saw in his eyes, the eager desire to please her.

Brent looked upward, past her. Maybe he was peering into his own past. Or maybe it was something else entirely. Either way, he spoke slowly, like he needed to examine each and every word before they could be allowed out into the world.

“I, I have always had a goal of one kind or another. In middle school, I wanted to get to high school. In high school, I worried about college. In college, I thought about finding a good job with an engineering firm. There was always some other goal, some other task. I never really had the chance to live in the moment.”

Poised above him, she listened, taking in each word and sentence. For her, these words reverberated like the sweetest notes of her favorite song.

“And now?” Holly asked her husband.

“Now I know my place. Now I know where I belong,” he replied. He made those words sound so simple.

For once, she couldn’t help herself. She didn’t think about it. Instead, she simply leaned down, and she kissed him again, her lips sliding over his.

For once, Holly actually wanted to reward her husband. This wasn’t about torment or punishment. It wasn’t about her own pleasure. Instead, she felt this swelling contentment deep within her body, and she needed to share it with him. She loved him. She wanted to show him just what she could do, especially after he pleased her like this.

Holly kissed his lips, his cheeks, the tip of his nose. She moved down along his body, pressing her lips against his throat, the bones of his clavicles, and down to his sternum. She kept kissing him as she went lower and lower.

“You think I’m going to give you a blow job?” Holly asked. She lifted her head up. Brent did the same, their eyes met, and she reveled in that expression of fear on his face.

He worried he had done something wrong; good. Even if he managed to please her, a healthy sense of apprehension could be good for him. She was in charge; he should have always been just a little bit nervous about her.

“No,” he said, shaking his head.

“Good. Because I’m not,” she said, sitting up. She pulled her mouth away from his navel, and then her hands went back between his naked legs. With one hand, she stroked the underside of his scrotum. At once, his stomach tensed up as his breath locked in his lungs. He loved that sort of attention; he couldn’t help himself. Soon, he closed his eyes. Moments later, even as her first hand continued to work that sensitive spot, Holly gripped his cock. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, and she started to work him.

“I’m feeling very tender toward you,” she said.

Brent opened his eyes again, and she still sensed that same little touch of apprehension, but he was starting to realize that he was safe for the moment. He had said the right thing, and now he might actually get a reward.

Might.

Maybe.

As a slave, he couldn’t be certain of anything, especially because Holly could change her mind at any moment, but he was close. He was so close!

Her fingertips continued to play over his shaft and under his scrotum. “Should I allow you an orgasm? Should I let you climax?”

Brent wasn’t a fool; he knew what some of the other wives and girlfriends were doing to their boys.

Although he hadn’t been locked away in chastity, that could change at any moment. He was a good slave, an obedient slave…which meant he had to accept all of his owner’s decisions. Nothing but her whims held off a hateful, plastic cylinder that would keep his erections in check.

“Please, use me however you want,” he said. “I’m yours!”

“Yes, you are,” she said with a wicked little grin.

To prove it, she tightened her grip around his shaft, not enough to hurt, but it pushed him over the edge.

“Please, may I have an orgasm? I, I can’t control myself!” He cried out.

Pressing her lips together into a fake frown, she watched him. He looked so nervous, so deliciously frightened. That probably should not have turned her on, but it did. Wielding this kind of power was irresistible.

“It’s okay,” she laughed. “You can come.”

By that point, it was too late anyway. He was already spurting. She watched as she stole control of his body. This time, it wasn’t a decision he made. It wasn’t over an action he took. Instead, it was simple physiology.

His shaft spurted, squirting each sticky blast. Those shots landed against his belly button and down over his pubis. She kept working him, squeezing him, milking him until he had nothing left. Brent fell back down against the mattress, completely exhausted.

“Thank you,” he said. “Thank you for owning me.”

“Always.”

Holly tilted her head to the side as she watched him. His eyes remained closed. Even so, she searched for some twitches discontentment, some sign that he still hated his captivity. But now, he seemed to genuinely happy with his new station in life. She smiled, content as well. She wanted to take care of her husband, to own him, to remove all of that stress. Serving her gave him a purpose; enslavement meant that he didn’t need to worry about anything but her.

Yes, this was definitely a better system.

Jake stood by the front door. He had already heard the wheels in the driveway, so he knew that his handler had returned. Head bowed down, he kept his hands in place, just below his rib cage. He had on a little red dress with white panties. He had his collar around his neck, of course. Standing there in his flats, he waited for the door to open. He didn’t have to wait long.

“How is my little slave boy?” Olivia asked just as he curtsied, as he had been commanded to do.

Something had changed.

Although the fires of defiance continued to burn deep within his chest, they had been almost put out. On the one hand, he kept thinking about how he only had a few more months before he graduated. Just months. That was all.

But each and every day living in a city dominated by women meant that he could feel his independence shrink. It was being chipped away, one sliver at a time.

More and more, his subjugation felt natural, especially when he looked around and he couldn’t find any powerful, male role models. Each and every one had been taken and subjugated. Each and every one had been humiliated and degraded, broken and domesticated.

There didn’t seem to be any escape. Even when he had the opportunity to talk to some of the other boys in town, he never heard about anyone succeeding. Any time a boy got away with something, it was because his handler allowed it.

“What are you thinking?” Olivia asked.

It was early in the afternoon. The other Delta Chi girls were off at their classes. Jake’s schedule meant he woke up early and came back to the house before any of the females. This way, he could clean and prepare snacks for them.

“Nothing,” he said, dipping his head down.

“That’s good,” she said. “Boys really don’t need to think,” she said, not unkindly. She stroked his cheek with the back of her hand before drifting past.

At first, Jake didn’t know what she expected. She went over to the foot of the stairs before snapping her fingers. “Follow.”

He obeyed at once.

Jake followed the girl who had effectively become his owner. He trailed after her, wondering what she had in mind, wondering what she would do to him. Would it be another punishment? Would it be something else? He couldn’t be certain one way or the other, so he simply obeyed. He did as his owner commanded, following after her as she headed down the hall and into her bedroom.

Languidly, she strolled over to the foot of the bed, and she turned around. If only because he couldn’t help himself, Jake didn’t look away immediately as she pulled off her blouse in one smooth motion. Next, she loosened her jeans, letting them spill around her ankles. She stepped out of her shoes; she stepped out of her jeans.

At this point, Olivia didn’t have the advantage of height, but Jake still felt the difference in power, the difference in simple authority. This was a young woman who could get completely naked in front of him, and it wouldn’t make the slightest difference. She would still be in charge; she would still be the one who could punish him, publicly or privately.

He loved the red of her lips. On some level, he recognized the simple fact that lipstick made her mouth that shade of perfect crimson. Even so, he could feel the attraction. He wanted her. Desperately.

In spite of everything this young woman had done to him, he still craved every little bit of attention and affection she could offer him. In some ways, Jake felt exactly like an addict. He couldn’t help himself. Something about this woman pulled him in her direction.

It wasn’t just some random chemical compound that had been discovered or created deep within the earth. No, this was primal, a fundamental instinct that a boy like Jake simply couldn’t ignore.

“What are you thinking right now, slave?”

Bowing his head down, he saw the way his erection pushed up against the hem of his skirt.

“I’m thinking about how beautiful you are,” he confessed, telling the truth.

Wearing nothing but her bra and panties, Olivia placed her hands on her hips. Her elbows poked out, and Jake just couldn’t help himself.

His mouth was dry, but he forced himself to speak anyway. “How would you like me to serve you?”

She smiled, her lips stretched upward. There was something so predatory about her smirk. He didn’t know how a young woman like Olivia could be so demanding, so incredibly controlling. But she did. She managed to own him.

His heart thundered in his chest as she came closer, her steps reverberating through the floorboards. She may have been a small, young woman, yet she exuded the authority of someone who could quite literally own another human being. When Jake was around her, he felt like a peasant before a princess.

“Oh, I like that question. I like it a lot. Say it again.”

He had to keep his voice strong. If he started to whisper, she might decide that he was reluctant, that he didn’t really remember his place.

“How would you like me to serve you?”

“First, I want you to get down on your hands and knees and kiss my feet.”

At once, he obeyed. Although those words hadn’t been shaped as a command, he nonetheless did exactly what she desired. He didn’t hesitate, nor did he think about defiance. The days where he had to contemplate obedience had passed.

Like a good and obedient slave, he pressed his lips against her feet.

“That’s good. But you know, I think it would be even better if you kissed each of my toes.”

Jake looked to down, contemplating each of those cute little digits. She had already painted her nails an adorable shade of lavender. She wiggled her toes in front of him.

“Whatever you say,” he agreed. He puckered his lips, and he started to kiss her feet, just as she had desired.

As he worked, starting with her smallest toe and going toward her biggest, Jake could practically feel her eyes along the back of his neck. She was enjoying this. There was a good chance Olivia would have denied it, but she savored his subjugation, his pure domestication. At that moment, he behaved more like a well trained animal. He wasn’t the cocky, brash young man who had once believed he could seduce her with ease.

“Very good,” she said.

With her hand still on her hips, Olivia turned away.

She walked over to the bed, pulling herself up onto the mattress.

“Touch yourself for me.”

His hand went down to his cock. Jake immediately started to stroke his scrotum, working his fingertips up until he got to the base of his shaft. He continued to touch himself, gliding his fingertips all the way to his tip. That’s when he stopped.

“Keep going,” she ordered.

He obeyed. He didn’t have any other choice. He worked his fingers along his erection.

“How do you feel?”

“Horny,” he told her.

“Good,” she said. Olivia dropped down onto her side, letting her blonde hair splash against the coverlet. She rolled over, revealing her cleavage. As his fingers supplied that steady stream of physical stimulation, he watched her, perfectly entranced by what he saw. She was just so beautiful!

Olivia was everything any college guy could hope for. From her gorgeous lips to the smooth contours of her cheeks, Olivia was perfect.

And somehow, all of that perfection made him feel something.

Gratitude.

If he had been allowed a few minutes to himself, perhaps a Jake could have shaken off those feelings. But she didn’t give him the opportunity. Instead, she simply watched as he kept stroking his shaft, his fingertips dancing and playing up and down his link.

“How else do you feel?”

“Embarrassed.”

“And?”

He searched for the right word. He was there, standing before this girl with his manhood on display—except it wasn’t under his command. He only stroked himself because of what she ordered.

“Good.” She stretched out, flexing her toes and her arms. When she finished, she set her sights on Jake once again. “You know, I had a very interesting conversation with some friends while I was out. We talked about the best way to control a boy. You know a conclusion we came up with?”

“No, I don’t know,” he replied.

“To be honest, a couple of us, myself included, figured it would be something like pain. You know, if a boy like you steps out of line, then you just need to be spanked. Someone else said humiliation. I thought that was a pretty good answer too. And the answer is similar, but not exactly humiliation. Something just a tiny bit different.”

Olivia watched him, studying his features and his movements. Perhaps she was waiting to see if he would try to stop. He didn’t.

Like a good slave, he kept stroking himself for the simple fact that his handler had not given him permission to stop.

“It’s not humiliation,” Olivia continued. “It’s shame. It actually makes a lot of sense. A boy like you was probably really proud of being shameless. I mean, there is no male equivalent to a word like ‘slut’ or ‘whore’. The reason is simple; men aren’t ashamed of what they’ve done. For a guy, ‘shameless’ might as well be a compliment!” Excitement leaked into her voice; she was young woman who’d discovered a new, intellectual trifle. Like so many other college kids before her, Olivia just couldn’t wait to share her newfound revelation.

This all seemed like something so new, so incredible.

“Is this frustrating for you?” asked Jake’s handler.

Olivia watched as he simmered. On the one hand, he was learning. In fact, he’d made a lot of progress. On the other…well…this young man still itched to defy her. But those impulses had started to fade. She could see it in the way his eyes instinctively drifted toward the floor or her feet. Like so many other animals, he felt the urge to bow his head down and avoid eye contact when he found himself near Olivia.

“Yes. It’s very frustrating.”

“Do you feel like you won’t be able to control yourself?”

“I…I don’t know…” he said. He stroked the tip of his cock. By this point, dribbles of his pre-come had started to slip down the tip of his shaft.

“That’s what I like to hear,” she sniggered. “Poor boy. So lost…so confused. Just like all of the other males.”

Jake didn’t answer; he didn’t know what to say. It seemed to happen this way a lot; if he didn’t know what to say, he had to keep his mouth shut like a good slave. He was just there to be seen more often than not. The females around him didn’t need to hear his opinions.

“Would you like to stop?” she asked after several more seconds.

“Whatever pleases you,” he said. It must have felt so raw, so powerful inside of his body. Olivia poked the tip of her tongue out between her teeth. She could’ve looked cute. Instead, she seemed more like a cat playing with some trapped mouse.

“That’s right,” she said. “Huh. I wonder if I should take a nap. I could leave you here, touching yourself. That might be fun. Should I? Should I do it?”

Something inside of him broke. “No, no, please! Please don’t!”

“That’s what I like to hear. It’s good when you’re desperate.”

“I’m desperate!” His eyes widened.

“Stop.”

His hand fell away.

Olivia closed her eyes. She laced her fingers behind the back of her head, and she relaxed.

At first, it felt like a relief for the slave boy still braced on his feet. Some of the passion dissipated, and he started to relax. And yet…the arousal didn’t just vanish. It simmered. It bubbled inside of him. It itched, making it difficult to think about anything else.

She got him worked up. Then she made him stop.

Jake worked his fingers together. He pressed those digits into his palms. At the same time, he needed a different sensation, so he pushed his teeth down into the side of his mouth, and it almost helped.

Once, Jake opened his mouth.

More seconds ticked by, and he opened his lips again. He waited, wondering, hoping Olivia would look back at him and allow him the orgasm. At times like this, nothing felt so important.

Unlike many of the other women around town, Olivia hadn’t forced him into a chastity cage. That didn’t mean she gave him free reign over his body.

“Olivia…” he began.

She opened one eye.

“Yes?”

“Can I come, please? Please?” He practically whimpered through his pleas.

Olivia rolled over again. She propped her head up on her palm.

“Service me.”

Olivia studied his face. His expression locked up for a couple of heartbeats. He obviously had something he wished to say…but couldn’t. Instead, he bowed his head down and said, “Whatever you wish.”

She took off her panties. She spread her legs.

And he assumed the requisite position. “This is where you belong, Jake. I love looking down on you. I just love having you between my legs. You’re my clit licker. Yeah, you are.”

At once, he started to lick her slit. He moved his tongue over her opening. Her inner thighs pressed against his cheeks, and the heat of her pussy radiated up against his face.

Before long, she stopped talking. She shut her eyes and relaxed into the swift sensations. His tongue swiped up and down. The flavor of her juices overrode his other senses, at least until he opened his eyes.

At first, he only saw her pubis. Little strands of her blond pubic hair brushed against his nose.

Jake looked up along her body. He studied the mounds of her breasts. She still had on her bra, though he could see how her nipples poked up against the satin fabric. Maybe she could sense the shift in his focus because she placed one hand on the top of his head.

“Deeper,” she ordered. “Faster!”

He complied.

As any good slave would’ve done, Jake swiped his tongue in neat little circles around her slit. He worshipped her clitoris. He gave her everything he had until she raised her ankles and screamed out.

“Enough!”

He pulled back, his lips wet.

For several minutes, she relaxed into the afterglow. During that time, Jake wished he could touch himself. Technically, nothing stopped him. Only a few light touches would’ve been enough. Until she ordered him not to finish, he had control over his body.

Or did he?

The answer flashed inside his head all at once. Of course he didn’t have control. Of course this girl would expect him to wait.

“You’ve been a good boy tonight, Jake,” she said to him. “Lay down.”

“As you wish,” he replied, dropping down onto the mattress beside her.

She wrapped her arms around him and pulled his head against her chest. In this position, she made him feel small. She made him feel little and weak like he was the girl. For so long, he had associated size with strength. Maybe that was changing.

Olivia glided her fingertips down his shoulder and along his back. Immediately, he started to shiver.

“Beg,” she whispered, nipping at his earlobe.

“Please, please let me come! Please, just let me touch myself. I only need a couple seconds! I swear, just a couple seconds.”

“I’ll let you come, but I’m going to touch you, Jake. You need to understand that this is mine.” She ran her fingertips down his body. “All mine. Understand?”

“Yes,” he breathed out.

That’s when she wrapped her fingers around his shaft.

Olivia squeezed his manhood, just enough. She applied the pressure that he required, the strength that he so desperately craved. Within another heartbeat, his body tensed up as he lost control. “Never forget that you belong to me. Never forget that I own all of you. I’m in charge, and I command you. I’m your handler, and you need to be grateful for everything I do for you, everything I make you do.” As she spoke, she could feel the orgasm pulsate through his body. He climaxed, surrendering everything he had, everything he was.

He shot one string of white come, then another and another.

He panted.

He gasped.

He moaned.

He made each delicious sound just for her.

She literally held the key to his enslavement in her hand, and his eyes met hers. That’s when Olivia saw something dark form in his expression. A light went out; some of his defiance simply disappeared, swallowed up by his need to obey.

Once he had nothing left, she looked to down at him. “Go get cleaned up. For now, I’m going to take a nap.” She rolled over, and Jake was left standing there. He felt dirty. He felt used.

And yet, he still had to be grateful.

“Whatever you like,” he said, barely whispering. He couldn’t even tell if she had heard those words. In any case, Olivia didn’t respond, but he had his orders. He got up, and he went to go get himself cleaned off.

Once he finished, he looked down at his dress on the floor. He picked it up, and he went to go wash it. Olivia hadn’t actually given him this command, but he knew what she would expect. After so much time as her slave, he could anticipate her desires.

“What’s wrong with me?” Jake asked no one in particular.

His nostrils flared, and he made a decision.

Jake still had some small degree of computer access. He went back through the house, and he found her laptop. He opened it up, and he clicked on one specific icon. He was still naked except for his collar, and he could hear the distant sounds of the washing machine. At the same time, he hesitated, waiting, wondering.

Was anyone else going to come back home? Were any of the other girls going to stroll through the door and give him some chores?

The slave boy forced himself to click on an icon, and he forced himself to start typing. A very special website opened up.

Jake didn’t know exactly who set it up. That didn’t matter.

All he really cared about were the different listings, the descriptions.

There were notes on here. This one very special website, accessible only to the men of Crystal Canyon, described their lives. Different guys talked about what had happened to them since the women took over.

Jake bit into his bottom lip as he read, as he studied all of this.

That’s when he saw something unique, something very special.

He clicked on it, wondering if this was some kind of trick or some kind of trap.

It had to be.

And yet, his heart started to beat furiously his chest. There was one, undeniable and irresistible reason for that. This link promised the possibility that maybe, just maybe he and the other men might be able to do something about their enslavement…

Jake didn’t know if this was a trap or something…but he tried anyway. Soon, he was reading, his breaths turned sharp, and he knew he couldn’t let any of the girls of Delta Chi learn about this.

Elizabeth watched as he loosened his grip on the edge of her desk.

“Jonathan,” she said to her slave boy, “Why am I spanking you?” His buttocks had already turned a healthy shade of red. As she waited for his response, she held out her palms. She loved this. She loved the way he panted as well as the heat that glowed off of his ass.

“You wished to give me a maintanence spanking,” he answered, his voice stretched.

“That’s right. And why did I decide to do this?”

“Because you can,” he said.

“That’s right. What are you?”

“I’m your chattel,” he said, probably guessing which word she wished to hear today. There were so many possibilities: slave, property, chattel, plaything, toy. He could never know exactly which mood might strike her.

“That’s right. You’re my chattel,” Elizabeth agreed. “I’m smarter than you, I’m stronger than you, and I get to punish you whenever I see fit. Say thank you.”

“Thank you!” he chirped like a good toy. He couldn’t help himself which made her wet, so wet.

“Service me while I work,” she ordered.

Of course, he complied. She sat down on the edge of her office chair, and she spread her legs. The hapless male returned to his spot underneath her desk, and he started licking. Within minutes, his tongue must have gotten tired, yet he didn’t complain, nor did he stop. He knew better than to try to think for himself.

“Good boy,” she purred, stroking the top of his head as he worked.

Soon, she had to do the same. She rolled forward a tiny bit, prompting her slave to retreat back. Although Jonathon had already been a good boy and a loyal employee, she liked having him this way so much more. He was sweet and whatnot, but knowing that she could leash him and force his obedience definitely suited her more.

Sexual harassment became a thing of the past. Harassment had already been caused by conflicting power structures. Men had theoretically been in charge, but the women had rights. Those two ideas bumped up against one another, frustrating everyone involved.

Elizabeth preferred this new system. The women commanded, the men obeyed, and everyone could be happy.

“Tell me you’re happy,” she said with a wicked lilt in her voice.

He mumbled something. Obviously, he confessed that he was happy.

“That’s right. You know what to say, don’t you?” Her fingers ran through his hair again, and she stroked the back of his neck, just above his collar. For a few seconds, Elizabeth waited, wondering if he was going to try to complain or argue. No. Unlike many of the other males in the city, Jonathan had never developed any rebellious streak.

Occasionally, Elizabeth had considered why that was. She thought about writing a paper on the subject, not that she would have trusted anyone to read it. From time to time, she still worried about what might happen if the truth about Crystal Canyon was released.

What would happen then?

Actually, it was pretty simple.

Scientists from around the world would work diligently on the compound, whatever it happened to be exactly.

Over the last few months, Elizabeth had studied the biological principles that seemed to rob the men of their free will. Really, she wasn’t an expert by any stretch, but she was developing a sense of what was most likely happening. It was good enough; it worked.

With her newfound expertise, Elizabeth had gone online once again, and she started farming out different kinds of research. The city Council gave her a rather generous budget, so she could hire whomever she wished.

Little by little, she was getting the information she needed.

She would be able to make this permanent.

Elizabeth smiled at the prospect.

Not only could be made completely permanent, it could be spread.

Yes, spread. If the compound was delivered into the right water supply locations, any man who was exposed could be evolved. He would lose his free will, and Elizabeth suspected that the women in that territory, no matter who they happened to be, would soon embrace a new lifestyle.

As she stroked Jonathan’s hair, she kept thinking about other implications. She tried to go through all of the variables. After all, Elizabeth wasn’t naïve. She wasn’t the kind of woman who would automatically believe that a female led world would be free of hostility. There would still be religious and class issues. Different leaders would still have varying visions about how everything should be decided.

And yet, half of the population would suddenly become completely servile.

Elizabeth didn’t know exactly how this would play out or what might happen, but she knew it would be a better world.

As she thought about this, she slipped her hands up her blouse, and she started to rub and fondle her nipples. Of course, she still had her slave down between her legs, eagerly licking. He showed her just how obedient and sweet he could be. The heat played through her body, swirling and twirling, spinning hotter and faster.

“Make me come,” commanded Elizabeth.

His tongue sped up, just as she knew it would.

Her mouth went dry, her throat clenched, and she closed her eyes just as she started to pant. She inhaled, on the verge of screaming out. But because she didn’t want Jonathan to ever think he had control over her, not even her orgasms, she gasped just once, and then she grabbed his hair, pulling his head back.

He retreated deep under the desk, and he waited.

“Well done,” she said. “Now massage my feet.”

“Yes, whatever you say,” he agreed.

He started to work her toes and the arches of her feet. He stroked and he pinched in all the right ways. He applied an appropriate amount of pressure, and Elizabeth soon found herself relaxing all over again.

She loved this. She loved the way he worked.

That’s when she heard someone knock on her door.

“Come in,” Elizabeth called out.

Just as the door started to open, she glanced down at Jonathan. “Be quiet,” she whispered. Theoretically, she didn’t have anything to hide. Using her boy in this fashion wasn’t illegal, nor was it particularly uncommon. But as far as decorum went, she didn’t necessarily want her visitor to realize that she had just enjoyed this sort of stimulation.

A young woman with black hair and almond shaped eyes came into the room. She had on a black top with white dots, a pleated skirt, and some high stockings.

“Amy, I see you. You mind if I ask what you’re doing here?”

“There’s something I’ve been meaning to discuss with you. I was hoping you could spare a few minutes?”

“Absolutely,” replied the psychologist. “Please, come in. Have a seat.”

Amy did just that. Although she was younger than the psychologist by a couple of years, she nonetheless sat down, her back straight. Over the last few weeks, she had taken very well to her new position at Talbot Industries. More and more, she exuded the easy confidence of a CEO, the kind of CEO who could inspire her employees, as well as her slaves.

“But tell me, what’s going on?”

“I’ve been looking at our corporate plans for the next few years, and profits are obviously up. Since we don’t have to pay many of our male employees, we have been able to increase our margins substantially. Granted, this is been somewhat offset by paying our female employees more, but I’m still very happy with our numbers.”

“That sounds like good news,” Elizabeth said.

“I’m just wondering how you see things playing out over the next couple of years.”

To Elizabeth, this sounded like a very political question, the sort of question that hid something else.

Even so, Elizabeth simply leaned back in her chair. Her eyes squinted ever so slightly as she evaluated Amy, wondering exactly what this girl hoped to accomplish. Eventually, Elizabeth made a decision. She was going to trust the girl.

“I see things playing out where this is the new normal. At best, it’s going to spread. The quarantine he will be lifted, and the world will see a new way to live. At worst, we keep things as they been going. The drop-off points works just fine as far as bringing in supplies so we could maintain the status quo for years with ease.”

“That’s what I was thinking as well. Amy licked her lips, and she glanced back at the door. Of course, she had closed it on her way in. “But there’s another question.”

“What’s that?”

“What happens if the rest of the world finds out about this? I have to be honest with you, Elizabeth. I am incredibly surprised that we have been able to keep this under wraps. Seriously, you’ve always heard all of those stupid little sayings about how it’s impossible to keep secret. It’s been almost 6 months now, and no one has made a mistake.”

“At least as far as we know,” answered Elizabeth.

“As far as we know,” Amy agreed.

“You think we’re missing something?”

“To be honest, I’m not sure. You’re asking a very difficult question now. You’re asking me to tell you what I don’t know.”

“Yeah, I realize how difficult this is,” she added.

“It’s difficult,” Elizabeth answered, “But it’s also very necessary. I’m glad you’re thinking about this. Mr. Talbot was very smart to step aside and put you in charge of his company.”

Amy grinned. Both women did, in fact. No matter how tense things became, it was always easy to laugh at the boys. Whether the males of the town liked it or not, they were soon becoming the butt of all of the jokes. They were such an easy target, especially when they couldn’t disagree or complain.

That made sense. If anything, Elizabeth was only surprised by the speed with which the women adapted. New cultural expectations were forming. In some ways, Elizabeth almost wished that she had been trained as an anthropologist. There were so many new papers she could have written.

Pushing that thought aside, Elizabeth looked at the younger woman. “If we want to protect what we have here, we need to consider what we are willing to do.”

“Agreed. That’s why would like you to come by Talbot Industries. There is something I want you to see.”

“Sounds good.”

Malcolm stood by the doorway, his head hung low, his wrists crossed in front of his waist. He was naked except for a pair of frilly, pink panties. A big heart covered his rump for one simple reason: Amy picked out these panties to humiliate him.

It worked.

The door opened, and his former assistant entered her new house. Once upon a time, it had belonged to him like so many other things. But his cars, his boats, and even his private jet were all gone, given over to a girl who should have been forced to obey him.

From time to time, Malcolm tried to pinpoint an exact moment where everything went wrong.

If he had been a better man, then maybe he would have never sexually harassed any of his employees.

Whenever those thoughts popped into his head, he quickly dismissed them. He had worked hard, building this company. As far as he was concerned, he was entitled to use those girls. If they didn’t want to work for him, then they could always go get a job somewhere else.

It always seemed so clean, so easy.

The girls never really qualified as people to a man like Malcolm.

For him, business meant competition. The winners could get whatever they wished. Hunting, fighting, challenging, and taking control mattered. If the girls couldn’t see that, then it was their problem.

Of course, he had no problem taking advantage along the way.

Now he stood there, just waiting.

When the door opened, he felt this tightness in his chest.

Amy stepped across the threshold and dropped a couple of shopping bags by the door. “I’d like a massage, slave. Oh, and some wine. Something sweet,” she ordered.

Without hesitation, he turned around, and he scampered back into the kitchen. Her eyes followed him, studying the contours of his shoulders and the lines of his back. “That’s right. Run off, boy.”

He poured her a glass of wine. As he did so, his mouth watered ever so slightly. Since his enslavement had begun, Malcolm had learned not to ask for anything nice. He already knew she wouldn’t allow him anything as luxurious as a glass of wine, especially this sort of vintage.

Well…that wasn’t entirely true. Once, several weeks before, she had noticed him staring at her glass. “Would you like some?” Amy had asked.

He licked his lips and answered without thinking about it. Exhausted by hours of service and cleaning, he simply didn’t have the wherewithal to really understand what was happening. His feet had hurt, and his eyelids drooped through the fatigue.

“Yes,” he had confessed. “Please? May I have some?”

Amy had smirked at him. “Go fetch a bowl.”

He’d obeyed, assuming that she would want it for some fruit or something.

Instead, she had him set the bowl on the floor, and then she poured her glass of wine down into the vessel on the floor. “Well?” Amy had asked. “This is it. You can ahead, slave. You wanted some. You can enjoy yourself.” Amy had been very careful not to phrase any of those words as direct commands.

A cold chill had run down the back of his neck, banishing the fatigue.

“Please, not like this.”

“Not like what?”

“Not like a slave…”

“Oh,” she replied, her voice vibrating with a satisfied growl of joy, “I think it’s fair to say slaves don’t drink from a bowl. Who does that again?” She seemed to ponder this question for several more seconds. “That’s right! Dogs drink from bowls.”

“I’m not a dog.”

Amy had leaned forward, her elbows resting on her knees. “You, Malcolm Talbot, are whatever I say you are. Now drink from your bowl, dog.”

He had obeyed. Her voice issued the command, seizing control of his body. He soon found himself on all fours, licking and lapping at the golden wine down in the bowl. All the while, Amy had just watched.

“Be sure to finish it,” she had said. “Every drop.”

He drank the wine slowly. It took so much longer consuming it this way.

Eventually, he finished, and she let him get on with the work of serving her. Day after day, he obeyed. But that night, he learned not to ask for wine.

Back in the kitchen, he finished pouring her glass. He brought it out to his owner. Amy was seated on the couch, curled up into a little ball. She had already kicked off her shoes, leaving them a few feet away.

“Is there anything else I can get you?” Malcolm had inquired as he gave her the wine.

“No. Go put the rest of my new purchases away. Oh, and there are few things in there for you too. Now say thank you.”

“Thank you,” he’d replied.

Malcolm immediately went back to the doorway, he retrieved the bags of clothing, and he disappeared back into the master bedroom. Once there, he stopped, his muscles locking into place. The paralysis didn’t last long, just a few heartbeats, long enough for him to recall exactly what had happened here.

The girls. The parties. The games.

Amy had been cruel, keeping most of the furniture.

The bed provoked several flashed memories. There was one night when he tied an intern to the bed, facedown. She’d gotten slightly drunk and started hitting on the boss. He took her back to his place, tied her up as she moaned, and then he cut through her panties, shredding them. At some point, she’d decided she didn’t want to play this game. She never technically got the chance to tell him to stop; Malcolm had used her shredded panties to gag her.

That girl—Malcolm couldn’t even remember her name—had probably hated it. He distinctly recalled the way she struggled, fighting against her bonds. He had teased her, demanding that she get up on her knees.

When she refused to cooperate, Malcolm instead unbuttoned his pants, and he took her from behind. He rode her hard, savoring the way her ass cheeks clenched. She was so deliciously tight!

That was one girl.

There’d been others, of course. Redheads, blondes, girls with black hair, some with glasses, some mousy, others who could’ve been models. Malcolm rode or fucked all of them. He played with them.

Now he found himself by the dresser as he went through the different pieces of clothing. Amy had bought herself a new skirt, several new blouses, an exquisite dress that felt like liquid silk in his hands.

But that wasn’t all.

She also bought him a few items.

Panties.

A dress.

A new maid uniform.

A new collar.

The collar held his attention the longest. He gripped the white leather, uncertain what she expected of him. Per the usual rules of Crystal Canyon, he couldn’t remove the simple, black collar he already wore.

This white monstrosity came with a pink, heart shaped lock, and white frills. Taken together, it looked like something some anime girl might wear. Malcolm’s fingers tightened. His mouth turned dry, and he clutched his eyes shut.

Maybe he could just put it away; maybe Amy would eventually forget about the stupid thing, and he’d never have to wear it.

“Slave, get in here. I want to see you. Oh, and bring your new collar.”

He gulped even as he instinctively tried to resist the order. Instead, he carried it out into the living room. Relaxing on the couch, Amy watched him. “There’s a good boy,” she said. Pointing to the floor, she added, “Kneel.”

How many times had Malcolm tried to disobey? Hundreds? Thousands? More?

It didn’t matter. He still followed her commands because she was female.

“I like being in charge,” she said once he assumed the required position. On his knees, he stayed there. “I like knowing I’m the superior sex, and you’re just a slave.”

“You’re not superior.”

“Yes, I am. And that’s why you’re going to admit it.” She paused for just a beat. “Admit it.”

He summoned up all of his free will. He only needed to clench his jaw; it should’ve been so easy! It wasn’t. He failed. “You’re the superior sex.”

“Because girls are better than boys.”

“Because girls are better than boys,” he repeated. “This is childish. This is stupid,” he muttered. At this point, Malcolm couldn’t bring himself to do anything more than mutter through his frustration.

Amy, on the other hand, was having so much fun with her enslaved toy. She just chuckled at his expense. “It’s not stupid. You’re stupid. You’re just a dumb boy, and you’re going to admit it. Right now.”

“Never.”

“Do it.”

“I’m just a dumb boy. I’m a dumb boy, and I’m stupid.”

“That’s right,” she said. “Just think about it. Year after year of subjugation and servitude, how long will it take before you start to feel really dumb?” At first, Malcolm didn’t understand. Amy was happy to elaborate. “Really, just stop and think. It’s only been a few months that you’ve been away from a computer. You haven’t gotten to practice leading or business. How long will it take before you really succumb? Or what about the other boys in the town?”

“What about them?”

“There are all of those cute little freshmen who showed up thinking they were going to party and get degrees. Sure, they might still get degrees, but they’re forced to the back of the class, and everyone knows the girls have to be the priority. If a boy gets confused, tough. It doesn’t really matter, does it? He’s just going to be cooking or cleaning or licking anyway.”

“I won’t let you get away with this.”

“Yeah, you will. You will because I’m going to spank you!”

She grabbed him by his collar, and she pulled him up and over her lap. He found himself pressed downward.

“Stay,” she ordered.

Malcolm found that he could move his arms and legs, but that wasn’t good enough. He couldn’t push himself away from her, nor could he stand or roll away. She had him. That’s why she pulled down his panties, and she smacked his ass.

The sting flashed through his body.

Malcolm tried to hide it, to ignore it, but the pain made his eyes water. He turned away from her even as she smacked his buttocks again.

“I love the way you turn all pink down there,” she said. “It’s good to see how much this affects you, Malcolm. My slave.”

“I’m not—I’m not a slave.”

“Yeah, you are. And guess what?”

He didn’t answer. She grabbed his hair and pulled. Another jolt of pain lanced along his nerves. He attempted to look away again, only he couldn’t. Her grip may as well have been iron.

“Ask what,” she ordered.

Malcolm found his lips moving again; his throat vibrated. He hated giving in, but this wasn’t a choice. It was biology. Chemistry. It was the control of something in his blood, something that made it impossible for him to resist.

“What?”

“We found a cure. That’s right. The research has been going beautifully. We found a cure!”

Malcolm didn’t understand. Amy sounded positively gleeful…only that didn’t make any sense. She tugged his hair, forcing his head back again. She made him face her even as she reached down and squeezed his ass.

“Why, why do you look so happy?” Malcolm had to ask that question.

“Because that’s not the only thing we figured out.”

“We figured out how to make this completely permanent. No cure possible. Oh, and we figured out how to make it self-replicating and aerosolized.”

Those words sunk in. As always, Malcolm immediately ran through scores of permutations and consequences. That ability to think through cause and effect had served him well as a CEO. As a slave, it felt more like torture.

“No…”

“Yes! I just talked to someone very connected. Then I went shopping to celebrate!”

“This can’t be happening…”

“It is. And that’s why you’re going to be such a good little fuck toy tonight.” Amy shoved his face down against the couch cushion. Her attention then went back to his ass; she spanked him. Hard. She made him moan. She made him whimper, each note punctuated by fervent desperation.

She smacked him again and again and again until red welts covered his curves. Just as he couldn’t take anymore, she stopped. He braced himself, clenching his eyes shut. He knew what was coming, and he couldn’t do anything to stop her. Now that his skin was red and hot, she caressed him ever so lightly. He flinched, his toes curling, his legs kicking to-and-fro.

A growl buzzed at the base of his throat, yet she continued taunting him.

“You’re mine,” she said.

And after a few more seconds, she shoved him off of her lap and down onto the floor.

Disoriented by all of the stimulation, he barely saw as Amy pounced. She straddled him, grabbing his shoulders and pushing him down against the floor. At once, his instincts kicked in, and he intended to shove this young woman away. Her dark hair splashed along her shoulders and over her neck; those glossy strands bounced, and just as he thought he might be able to dislodge her, she spoke.

“Bite me and lose.”

His eyes widened. The shock hit him just as the implications of her command really sank in.

His muscles weakened, and he couldn’t do it! As hard as he tried, channeling all of his strength into his arms, he couldn’t dislodge this young woman. He was bigger than her, stronger too. It should have been easy. It wasn’t. His muscles loosened, and she held him down.

Amy threw her head back, her lips wide open as she laughed.

“Oh, this is so much fun! Now, I guess it seems, I really am better than you in every way!”

“No!”

“Yes. That’s why this is going to spread. It might take a while, but every boy on this planet is going to learn how to be a slave. This is going to be a new starting point for humanity,” she said.

Malcolm opened his mouth, and he needed to argue with her. He had to fight back, but Amy leaned down, and she kissed him. When he tried to turn his head away, she grabbed him, sliding her fingers back through his hair. She forced him to kiss her; she forced him to accept her greedy kisses.

Pathetically, he searched for some way out. He didn’t have the strength or the will power to defeat her, so she kept kissing him. She bit down into his bottom lip, almost hard enough to draw blood. His eyes watered again. She grabbed his wrists, holding him down. He kicked out with his feet, but nothing helped.

“I’m going to use you now,” she said, her eyes glittering. Like so many other men in Crystal Canyon, Malcolm knew what she wanted. She intended to claim him, and it didn’t matter what he said or how he protested. As far as she was concerned, his body belonged to her. If she decided to ride him, than that was her prerogative. He didn’t get to complain, just as he didn’t get to contradict her.

“Oh, and don’t climax until I give you permission,” she said.

Amy hitched up her skirt. She didn’t have any panties on. Why bother when she liked knowing that he could service her at a moments notice.

Rather than use his mouth, she took his cock.

With her hands still pushed down against his shoulders, Amy slid down along his cock. She started to ride him. She moved up slowly, then down. She repeated that movement over and over.

In spite of himself, Malcolm could feel the desperation begin to build inside of him. He didn’t remember exactly the last time she allowed him a climax. It had been too long. Like so many of the other handlers and Crystal Canyon, Amy had listened to Elizabeth; she had decided that orgasm training would be a good way to break him.

And it seemed to be working!

Malcolm tried to summon up something to say. He could have tried to scream or shout. He could have done something, anything to detract from her pleasure. He didn’t.

Even as she held him down, he accepted his position. He closed his eyes, at least until she took away that little freedom as well.

She moved up and down fast enough to make her hair bob against her shoulders. “Look at me, slave.” He did, and she laughed. She laughed at the indignity of his situation, the way that he had once been a predator, the fact that she could use him. All of those things and so much more sent thrills of sexual desire pounding through her skin.

Still mounted on top of him, she leaned down again. She grabbed his hair, and she pulled his head back. She kissed him some more even as his shaft sized her most sensitive spots. She moaned, enjoying all this power over him.

“What are you?” Amy asked, pulling back.

“I’m your slave,” he said.

“Yes, you’re my slave,” she agreed. Her hands went back to his shoulders, her fingernails dug down into his vulnerable skin. It was just one more sensation, another reminder of his status in the city.

“I’m better than you. I’m in charge. You’re property,” she taunted, riding his cock. She used him, treating him like a human dildo.

All the while, he could feel the desires build up inside of him. It felt like he would explode, yet his body belonged to her. It had become automatic, an irresistible instinct. And no matter how much he wanted the freedom to climax without her permission, she still held dominion over his body.

“If you want something, you had better beg,” she said, panting between each word.

“Please, can I please come? Please, let me,!”

“That’s a good start,” she said with another laugh.

His fingers balled into fists, and he kicked down with his feet, not that it did any good. His heels hit the floor, and she laughed with the same rhythm. “Please! I can’t take this anymore! Please, I’m begging! Please, I will do anything, anything you want!”

And just like that, Malcolm could see that she climaxed. The orgasm must have exploded through her body because she closed her eyes, she straightened her back, and her gasping moans stopped. The world seemed to come to a halt just for her.

Then her vision cleared, Amy looked to down at her slave. She had slowed. She came to a stop.

Tilting her head to the side, she reached up, and she twirled strands of hair around her finger.

“I want you in my hand,” she said.

For a few seconds, Malcolm simply didn’t understand what she meant then she pulled away, and she smiled again. She seemed to change her mind. “I think I have another orgasm in me,” she declared. And that’s when she positioned herself above his face. She slid her pussy down against his mouth. Stubborn and defiant, he didn’t do anything. He wasn’t going to lick, nor would he please her, not until he had a good reason to do so.

“Service me,” she ordered. “Put that tongue to good use.”

He fought to resist for a second or two, only to surrender because his body always obeyed her. Before long, he was licking, sliding his tongue over her slit. Not only that, he held her hand. She wrapped her fingertips around his shaft. She squeezed gently.

And yet, Amy had not given him permission to climax, not yet.

“You better do a better job than that,” she said. She wasn’t looking for mechanical obedience. Oh no, she wanted him to do a good job. She wanted to feel the desperation in every lick, every swipe, every movement of his tongue.

As she squeezed him again, gliding her fingertips from his base up to his tip, he whimpered. He whimpered, and he swirled his tongue along her clitoris.

“That’s right. Keep going. Do a good job for me, slave.”

Malcolm clutched his eyes shut, yet he could feel the heat radiate off of her body. This was control; this was subjugation. This was the humiliation of a slave. Another humiliation. Another indignity, another reason to try to fight back.

But he couldn’t!

It didn’t matter what this girl did or how she stripped away his dignity, he was just a slave, a perfectly obedient slave.

Inside, something shriveled, but that didn’t matter. He was so horny! Before all this happened, he could have gone out to any bar, and he could have seduced any girl. Sex was fun, but it was never difficult to find. At that moment, she controlled him because she owned his orgasms.

His lips still parted, he kept licking, moving his head forward and back. His nose rubbed along her hot flesh as his tongue continued to spiral around her button. He worshiped her with everything he had and that’s when she cried out. “Come for me!”

She squeezed his cock, her hand gliding up and down, her fingers and thumb tight around his member.

Everything turned to a haze, to myriad colors. He saw different shades of red and black, silver and gold. The pleasure exploded through his entire body, rippling along his nervous system.

Although it cost him his dignity, he lost himself to the pleasure. He surrendered, giving up everything he possessed until there is just nothing left. Malcolm forgot how it felt to be strong or independent. He left behind every impulse to take control.

At that moment, he was a man, and to be a man meant becoming servile; it meant accepting the wishes and the will of the woman who owned him.

“Good boy,” she said, patting him on the head. “I’m going to go take a nap. I’m sure you can find something useful to do.”

Perhaps drunk on her authority, Amy got up, and she wandered off. Only a few scant seconds later, he heard the door close behind her.

He blinked a couple of times, waiting for his body to take control. It was almost like he expected some voice to steal away that independent thought.

His heart rate slowed, his breathing normalized, and Malcolm pushed himself back up onto his feet. He swallowed, and he immediately felt the tension of his collar around his neck. That always happened whenever he gulped, whenever he spoke. And yet, at that moment, he was free.

Taking several tentative steps, he moved toward the front door. He reached out even though he was still several feet away. His fingertips trembled, and he thought about what it might be like to try to escape.

But what was the point? Where could he go? What could he do?

As a strategist, Malcolm already knew that it would be completely futile. He had listened to some of the women brag. They talked about what happened to the boys who tried to escape, the ones who tried to get away.

No, Malcolm needed a different plan.

Unless he wanted to end up at a human pound, he needed to think clearly. He had to concentrate, and he had to be smart about this.

He pressed himself up against the wall, his naked back chilled by the paint. Exhaling slowly, he tried to approach this as just one more business problem. He calculated through the variables, assessing what assets he had at his disposal. Precious few. He didn’t have any money, he didn’t have any political connections, and it wasn’t like any woman in the city would really want to help him.

Except for one.

Elaine.

A slow smile tugged at the corners of his mouth, and Malcolm moved back through the house. Up until this point, Amy had never commanded him to stay away from a computer. He never brought up that little flaw, and he never gave in to the temptation to try to go online without her permission.

He made his way into her home office, and he sat down. The chair creaked under his buttocks, but Malcolm tried to ignore those sounds. He did everything he could to stave off the fear flooding through his arms and legs. It didn’t help that he had just climaxed; his body felt weak, his limbs like limp rubber.

And yet, Malcolm steeled himself. Again and again, he told himself that he could do this.

He went online, and he started writing the email. He gave her everything she might need.

And once he hit send, Malcolm could only hope that this would work.


Chapter 14

He opened his eyes, and he tried to roll over; he simply tried to move. It didn’t work.

At first, his head just felt groggy. He wanted to rub his eyes, to banish the sleep from his vision, but that didn’t work either. Then, slowly, he turned his head to the side, and he sought the pink leather wrapped around his wrist. He tried to lift his legs, to move them away from the corners of the bed, but that didn’t work either.

Groaning, Jacob dropped his head back down against the bed. Although he theoretically still had his place back at the fraternity house, the girls of Delta Chi had decided that he should pretty much moved into their home. After all, he spent most of his time there anyway, cooking, cleaning, massaging. He did whatever they wanted. Olivia was a generous handler.

Some of the other girls found their boys, enslaving them. Those were the girls who got particularly jealous. They didn’t want to share. They didn’t want any other girl to touch or to use their toys.

Not Olivia.

As the head of Delta Chi, she was perfectly willing to let the other girls tease him. They could even punish him if he stepped out of line.

For a few seconds, Jacob didn’t know what to do. He pulled against his shackles, hoping that he might be able to slip free.

Even as the adrenaline started to spread through his body, he had to wonder if he had made some sort of mistake last night. No. He had been good. He had done anything and everything Olivia had commanded. So why was he strapped down like this?

Was it just a test?

Before waking up, he didn’t think his bed came with any sort of restraints. The girls must have worked very, very quietly. Or maybe they drugged him.

Then it occurred to him that the girls had brought him a cup of water before he went to sleep. Olivia had stroked his hair, saying something about how he had been such a good slave that he deserved a little bit of a reward.

Really, it is just one more humiliation. They told him to drink up. He did. And then each of the girls gave him a kiss on his cheek or on his forehead. They giggled all the while.

There must’ve been something in that glass of water, some sedative. That was the only explanation!

Revelation didn’t help him, however.

Jacob started to struggle a little bit harder, twisting his wrists. He tried to rotate his ankles, wondering if he would be able to get out. Then again, it didn’t make much difference; even if he managed to slip free of the shackles, the girls could just order him to lie down. So what was the point of all of this?

That’s when the door opened.

Olivia sauntered into the room. She looked good.

Granted, Olivia carried herself beautifully. This was the kind of girl who could put on a dirty T-shirt and some sweatpants, and she would still look like a model. But on this particular morning, she had tried to look good. Jacob still didn’t understand what was going on. He didn’t see the point. He was just a slave; it wasn’t like she had to please him.

Before the compound came to Crystal Canyon, the girls would get dressed up when they went out, hoping to show off for the guys. Now, when they put on their tight little dresses or their knee-high boots, they did it to impress one another.

Olivia appeared to be alone.

His confusion mounted.

“What’s going on?” Jacob asked.

She had on a tight white dress with a black ribbon tied around her waist. She shimmied forward, moving with the arrogant grace of a girl who knew she couldn’t lose.

“We need to have a little conversation, you and I.”

“A conversation about what?” Jacob lifted his head, and he looked down at his naked body. He didn’t even have on a pair of panties. Whatever sedative they had given him, it had done an excellent job of knocking him out.

“About you. About me.”

She pulled herself onto his twin bed, and she straddled him. She touched a pair of manicured fingertips against his chest. She walked her digits up his stomach toward his sternum.

Something seemed different.

Jacob licked his lips, doing his best to figure out what was going on.

“I don’t understand,” he said.

“No, you wouldn’t. It’s funny, you think about little boys and little girls in kindergarten, and the boys always behave so badly because they mature more slowly. The boys pull on pigtails or they call the girls names, and that’s supposed to be sweet.”

“What are you talking about?” Jacob asked, and he tried to turn those words into a demand. He needed to come off as imperious, but he seemed to have forgotten how to strike that particular tone. Any domineering airs that he had once been able to summon with ease had been stripped away, replaced by habitual subservience.

“I’m talking about your feelings for me.”

Jacob narrowed his eyes. He had no intention of playing this game, nor would he admit anything to her.

“If you want me to say something, make me say it. But it won’t be the truth.”

“We will see,” she said. The next few seconds, she ran her fingers along his body. She started at his shins, and she caressed his inner thighs.

In spite of everything she had done to him, he couldn’t help but get hard. His body responded to her touch. It was incandescent, prickling sensations playing through his skin.

Jacob wouldn’t admit it, but he wanted more; he craved more.

As his breath sharpened, she watched him, a confident smirk playing along her lips. She knew what she could get away with: anything. She knew she could use him and to play with him and taunt him and tease him. Nothing could be more intoxicating than that truth.

“You don’t want to make this difficult on yourself,” she said. She slid forward, and she started to whisper into his ear, “I know that you want to be my slave. I can see it in your eyes. Ever since we met, freshman year, you wanted to be mine.”

“No, he gasped, “that’s not true!”

She giggled again.

“Silly boy. You keep trying to tell me that you don’t want this, but I can feel your excitement. I know what you want. I know what you need. I know who you are, Jacob.”

He threw his head from side to side. At the same time, he reveled in one simple, little freedom. He struggled. Jacob pulled and twisted against his restraints, doing everything he could to free himself. It wasn’t enough. The girls had done an excellent job, making sure that the pink, leather shackles would be able to hold him. He pulled a hard enough that his fingertips started to tingle.

“I don’t want to be your slave!”

“Maybe that’s true,” she said, her fingers playing over his scrotum. She wrapped her digits around his balls. She tickled the underside of his scrotum. “Maybe you never imagined yourself as my slave, but you’ve always been in love with me.”

“If that was true, then why would I sleep with all of those other girls?”

She raised her head, and she looked down at him. For just a second or two, Jacob didn’t know if he should be terrified or elated. On the one side, he worried that he had hurt her, and if he hurt her, she might decide to strike back. On the other, he needed her to understand that she couldn’t break him, that she would never, ever win.

It didn’t matter how many times she forced his obedience, he would always try to fight.

At least that’s what he still yearned to believe. When she first collared him back at the stadium, this booming voice had shouted inside of his head. Over and over again, he had silently fumed, thinking about his vows. He had sworn that he wouldn’t let this girl break him.

The weeks turned in months, and she had chipped away at his independence. She had worn down so much of his strength.

Only at that moment, while he was strapped down, he looked up at his captor, he realized something. She really wanted this; she actually cared about it. That was enough to make his heart pound. Adrenaline pumped through his body, and Jacob shook his head again. “I slept with all of those girls, I slept with them because I wanted to be in charge. It felt so good,” he finally declared, answering his own question.

Jacob waited, desperately hoping that she would flinch or look away. He just needed some chink in her defenses, some opening, a weakness he could exploit.

“You’re trying to hurt me,” she said. Her eyes narrowed slightly.

Jacob really didn’t know if he should take that as a good sign or a bad one.

Either way, he pressed his lips together, and he swallowed back his trepidation.

“It’s okay. I know exactly what you’re trying to do. You think you can get me upset. You think you can make me get angry. But you can’t, and you know why you can’t?”

His nostrils flared, and he stared back at her, his gaze steeled, his silence utterly stony. Refusing to answer, he waited. Without even thinking about it, he tugged against his restraints again, though Olivia didn’t seem to notice.

“You can’t make me upset because you’re just a slave. Your opinion doesn’t really matter. I know the truth. I know exactly how you feel.” She grinned again, and the color started to drain away from his cheeks. This cold settled through his body.

“What, what are you talking about?”

“You know exactly what I’m talking about,” answered Olivia.

He licked his lips, wondering if she had done something to him.

He opened his mouth, and she touched a finger to his lips. She silenced him that easily.

“Shush, slave. I don’t want to hear you try to lie to me. It’s okay. You can already figure out what I’ve done to you. Or did I do it? Maybe I didn’t.” She shrugged, letting the different possibilities play through his head.

He had heard rumors about the girls who could effectively hypnotize the boys. Those girls would tell the boys to relax, to tell the truth, to obey. And then they would make them forget. Had Olivia done that to him? What about one of the other girls? He was pretty certain that one of her sorority sisters was majoring in psychology. For all he knew, Jacob had already been paraded around in front of a lecture hall filled with young women studying this new kind of male subjugation, and they could have made him forget.

That certainly would have solved many of the ethical quandaries faced by psychological researchers.

He fisted his fingers, holding them tight until his knuckles started to turn white.

Just a second more, and he threw himself forward. He tried to launch his body off of the bed, like he would be able to simply tear through the restraints holding him down to the mattress.

Yeah, right. Jacob may have been an athletic young man, but he couldn’t just tear through leather.

Olivia didn’t flinch.

She didn’t look scared, not even for a second. Instead, she smiled, and she reached down with both of her hands.

Jacob expected some sort of punishment. Instead, she started to stroke his cock again. She toyed with him. “You know, lots of the girls are talking about what can be done with orgasm denial.”

“You wouldn’t,” he growled back at her, seething like some sort of wild animal.

“Oh, yes. I would.”

Jacob tried to hold those sensations back. He imagined some kind of psychological barrier inside of his head, one that might be able to protect him from the arousal candling through his body. Naked and helpless, he had his legs spread, and Olivia was a smart girl. She knew exactly how to touch this boy.

Before he knew it, he started wiggling his hips. He lifted up his eyes, hoping that she might make a mistake, hoping that she might make him climax. She didn’t. Instead, after nearly a minute of those gentle caresses, she squeezed his cock, and it really felt like he was about to explode. Then she pulled her hands away, and she pounced. She straddled his chest, and she pushed her hands down against the sides of his head.

Before he knew it, she was kissing him again.

Their lips melded together; it felt so good!

Sure, Jacob had enjoyed making out with lots of girls over his college career. None of that ever felt like this.

Just as he started to groan, she pulled away. It had started to feel like he was losing himself, like the sensations had started something he could barely understand. His cheeks were flushed, his body red. Even his hands had relaxed, letting the crimson flood back along his knuckles. He swallowed, and he looked back up at her.

For several drawn out heartbeats, Olivia just watched her slave boy. She studied him, her eyes bright, blue, and completely inscrutable. He couldn’t guess what she was thinking.

For just a few seconds, he felt credibly small, like he couldn’t remember any of the lessons he had learned through his adolescence.

He couldn’t guess what she was thinking, nor could he figure out some kind of strategy. He pulled against his restraints instead, but those were just instinctive twitches, the desperate, animalistic impulse of a trapped male.

“Tell me the truth. Tell me how you feel.”

“No, I won’t,” he growled back at her. “I don’t feel anything, not for you! All I care about is getting my old life back!”

“Liar,” she replied. And that’s when she started touching him again. It didn’t matter that he struggled. It didn’t matter that he thrashed from side to side, Olivia had complete access to his body. To make matters worse, she knew how to be clever. At one moment, she caressed his shin. At another, she touched his chest. Moments later, she spotted his nipples. She grabbed them, pinching them between her finger and thumb. Then she twisted.

He howled out, arching his back even as he yanked against his shackles.

Jacob still couldn’t escape.

“Poor little slave. You told me the truth. You think you can do that?”

“Go to hell!”

“Oh, that was a very, very bad move,” she said.

And yet, even when she spoke, she still maintained that very calm demeanor. She didn’t seem upset, not even a little bit. But she did get up, and she walked across the room. She opened the closet, and she considered the variety of dresses she had already forced him to wear at one point or another. Bending forward, she rifled through a duffel bag. When she came back, she held a leather shaft.

“Someone needs to be punished,” she said, her tone almost childish. She pulled herself back up onto the bed, and she braced her knees against his flanks. That’s when she dangled the fluttering thing in front of him.

At first, she just caressed his chest with the leather straps. These were soft, but he could see the stiff knots at the end of each one.

“This is going to sting,” she promised.

Jacob opened his mouth, waiting for that moment when he would be able to speak again. It didn’t come. Instead, she started to smack his chest. He felt the strips of leather strike down against his chest, against his sides, against his stomach.

She pulled her hand away, and that’s when the pain finally flashed through his body. The stinging immediately made his eyes water. He had been spanked before, but this was a new sensation; hot agony flashed through his skin.

“Have you learned your lesson?”

Jacob probably should have felt good about that question. With just a few words, she could have ordered him to beg for forgiveness. Instead, she wanted him to apologize of his own volition.

Jacob wasn’t naïve; he knew that she would be able to break him in time. But what if he held out long enough? What if he could last longer?

He didn’t know if this would work, but he had to try.

“Go to hell,” he growled again.

With a flick of her wrist, she sent the tips of the flog flying down against his chest. He felt each and every bite.

When she finished with the second round, he was gasping. The pain buzzed through his body. It didn’t just dissipate. Oh no. It stayed with him.

For her part, Olivia looked to down, studying the different red lines crisscrossing his chest. She hadn’t caused any real or serious damage.

With his eyes closed, he didn’t see what she was going to do next. Her hand slid down his body, and she gripped his cock. She squeezed him, working him up. This time, it wasn’t gentle, and it only lasted a few seconds, but that was plenty. The tip of his cock was already wet with his excitement.

Before he could start, she pulled her hand away again. Just as he began to groan with disappointment, she picked up the flog, and she brought it down without mercy. He could feel each and every strike. Despite the onslaught of agony, his erection remained.

“Is there something you want to say?” She dangled the flog her in front of him once again.

Jacob forced his eyes open, he licked his lips, and he swallowed. His heart was pounding, but time seemed to slow down.

He waited, searching through his psyche for some defiance.

Go to hell. Just three words. He wanted to shout them at her, yet he couldn’t find the breath.

Olivia shrugged, and she gave him another dose of pain. She flipped the leather strips down against his chest and his shoulders. A couple even struck at his neck, leaving fresh red welts.

Grimacing, he tried to look away, just as he tried to retreat. But there is nowhere for this boy to go. With him strapped down and helpless, his handler could do whatever she wanted with Jacob.

So she touched him.

Like so many other women in Crystal Canyon, Olivia turned pleasure into frustration. She turned to desire into a weapon. She made him shake and quiver with raw need. And yet, there was still nothing he could do to stop her.

“How many guys get off on knowing that they’re bigger and stronger, Jake? How many boys, just like you, think that because you’re a boy that you should be in charge? So, so very silly.” She rolled her shoulders back, and she laughed.

Because he could speak, he needed to say something, to contradict her. But then she squeezed once again, and the pain from his floggings vanished, only to be replaced by frustrated need.

Jake’s discipline cracked. His sense of self wavered as she taunted him with soft strokes of her fingertips. This girl let the rhythm continue. For her, the gestures were simple and easy. She hardly had to think about them. For Jake…they scraped away at everything he needed to believe about himself and the world around him.

I’m a man. I’m a real man, he silently vowed. I’m not going to let you do this to me, Olivia. I’m not! Those words echoed with primal rage inside of his head. The determination bristled through his psyche, and yet…it wasn’t enough.

As his heart thudded and kicked in his chest, Jake knew he didn’t have any options. There were no last resorts, no final options. He pulled the straps taut. Nothing happened. He remained beneath her, and she stroked him one more time.

Then she raised the flogger.

“Do you want more?”

Jake refused to respond.

“Silence is consent,” she teased.

With another powerful flick of her arm, she sent the leather tips flying down against his chest. They bit. They didn’t break skin; they didn’t need to. Each leather band left another red line. They crisscrossed his flesh; they marked him, making it clear his handler had been displeased.

Then it stopped.

He kept his eyes closed. He couldn’t face her, not when she wielded so much power over him.

“You aren’t used to this yet, are you?”

“Screw you!” he snarled out those words before he could even think. It was a twitch, an automatic reaction—just like his compelled obedience. But once those words left his lips, he didn’t enjoy any defiant satisfaction.

Instead, a sickening sense of dread clouded through his chest. He pushed the back of his head down against the mattress as he waited. He hid behind the darkness of his eyes.

“You’re going to break,” she finally said in this whispered, singsong tone. “You’re going to break and be mine. It’ll be like Valentine’s Day everyday because you’re always going to be mine.”

He opened his eyes; that was a mistake.

She used the flogger. His breath caught in his throat, trapped as the pain paralyzed the muscles along his neck and in his chest. The puff of air escaped his lips followed by another deluge of pain.

“Admit it. I’m your owner.”

“You’re my owner,” he said.

“Tell me I’m beautiful.”

“You’re beautiful,” he replied, as his words stretched out. This time, they didn’t sound forced. Or maybe it was just his expression and the way his gaze roamed along the contours of her face.

“That’s right. And do you love being my slave?”

“No!”

She flogged him again, sending those nasty knots down against his body. They crashed into his skin. Each time they struck, he heard the sounds. He experienced the waves of pain.

Then it stopped…mostly.

The pain started to fade into this nagging buzzing. She stroked him, and he flinched, trying to jump away. The restraints made that impossible.

“You aren’t going to break today, are you?”

“Never.” The retort came out as little more than a breath. But it was enough.

“Silly boy,” she said. “I guess you don’t get your orgasm then.”

His lips fell open, and Jake knew that she was playing a game. The arousal continued to play through his body.

“It’s okay,” she said with a cruel shrug. “I don’t mind. I mean, you’re just a slave. It’s not like you need to come every day anyway. But that does remind me. I’ll be right back.” With that, she hopped off of the bed, and she practically dashed out of his small room.

He dropped back down; he relaxed.

Now that she was gone and no longer distracted him, the arousal slammed into him. His eyes actually started to water. Before he knew it, Jake yielded to one temptation: he started to think about that girl. He closed his eyes, he pressed his lips together, and he thought about what it would feel like if she was on top of him. She would mount him. She would stroke his chest, soothing the welts along his rib cage. She’d slide down and ride him. She’d take him and hold him down and show him what it meant to be a helpless…

No!

Jake couldn’t let himself think like that.

Eyes closed, he exhaled, and he tried to fantasize about taking charge. He’d grab her and throw her onto the bed. He’d pin her down, and she’d beg for mercy, but he wouldn’t be kind to her. Oh no. He’d make sure Olivia learned her lesson. She was the girl…so she’d smirk, tell him to get down on his knees, and he’d obey. He’d lick her pussy while she set the pace, her fingers interlaced along the strands of his hair.

No!

Jake opened his eyes, only to notice the figure in the doorway.

Olivia.

His owner.

His beautiful handler.

The sexy girl who always managed to taunt him.

She held her hands behind her back.

“You’re not going to like this,” Olivia promised as she skipped forward. With each fluid movement, she seemed more like a little girl eager to play with a new toy. She stopped at the foot of the bed. “This is going to be fun. Close your eyes.”

“What, what are you going to do?” asked Jake. His voice trembled. Eyes shut by her command, he couldn’t guess what she had in mind. A whip? A crop? Hot wax?

Actually, it was just the opposite.

As Jake struggled to open his eyes, he felt her climb above him. Her knees pressed against his sides as the warmth of her inner thighs splashed over his skin. He shivered through the sensations.

Then she made him scream.

It wasn’t pain, not exactly.

She pushed something down against his cock, something solid, something unyielding. It felt dry at first, almost sticking. But then cold water dribbled down his length toward the root of his cock.

“Want to see what I’m doing?” she teased.

The cold lanced through his body. It came in the form of that solid jewel held tight against his withering erection. It also came from the water sliding down his most sensitive part.

“Yes,” he said, gasping between gritted teeth. “Yes, yes please!”

“Okay,” she said. “You can open your eyes.”

His eyelids flew open immediately. And that’s when he saw the shard of ice. She held it in her hand, squeezing it to his cock. He saw the tip poke out from between her fingers.

Up until this moment, Olivia held it in one spot. Now she rubbed it down and up, down and up, down and up. The frigid impulses speared into his nerves. He howled, he cried out, and he tried to twist free from the restraints.

“Sorry, slave,” she giggled. “You aren’t going anywhere!”

It was true. She had him locked down.

Since she had time, Olivia settled back. She watched him.

His erection had disappeared completely. Although his shaft hung down, limp and apparently useless, the arousal hadn’t disappeared. In spite of everything Olivia had done to him, he still ached for an orgasm. It felt like this deep, internal itch. He just couldn’t scratch it, not without the use of his hands.

“That was the first part,” she announced. “If you ask a very, very nicely, I might let you see it.”

“No. I don’t care what you do to me,” he lied.

“Oh? I guess that means he wants more ice!”

That’s when Jake noticed of the small bowl by her left knee. She reached down, and she plucked an ice cube out. She brought it down against his crotch, and she rubbed it over his scrotum. She played that smooth piece of ice over his cock. He howled, doing his best to twist away. Olivia wouldn’t be deterred. She continued to tease him and torment him.

The cold stabbed into him again and again, like this arctic claw that could reach deep into his chest and squeeze his heart.

“No, no more ice!” Frantically, Jake through his head from side to side.

“Do you want to see your new toy?” She pulled her hand away. She held up her palm. It glistened as little drops ran down along her wrist.

“Yes, please. Show me what you’re going to do!”

“Okay, but first I want you to lick my hand clean.” Again, she didn’t form those words into an exact command, so he didn’t have to do it. But if he didn’t, he would get more torture, more stabs of cold against his most sensitive spots. That’s why, when she placed her wrist over his mouth, he started to lick her. He swiped his tongue over her skin like he was a well-trained little dog.

Despite the humiliation, he kept licking.

The pain started to fade away, his body warmed up a little bit, and he could think clearly again. That only made it worse. Shame burned through his body, banishing more of the cold.

“Such a good boy. I love knowing I can make you do whatever I want. I don’t even have to command you.” She smirked, she laughed, and he wiggled beneath her.

“But that reminds me,” Olivia announced. “You still need to see the toy I got for you. I know it’s a little bit of a cliché at this point, but I think it’s going to be good for you. After all, we both know how horny you are.”

She pulled something from behind her back. It had been blocked from his line of sight, not that he could have paid attention while that ice tormented him. Now she held up the plastic tube that curved downward. He saw the different bolts, the metal lock, and he understood exactly what he was seeing.

While most of the men were forced to go through Crystal Canyon wearing collars, dresses, and degrading little uniforms, some of them faced a different kind of humiliation: nudity. Those were the boys who were naked and leashed, forced prance around in front of their handlers’ friends.

Jake had never been forced to wear one of these locks, but he knew exactly what it was.

The words reverberated inside of his head, making him shiver all over again. But this time it had nothing to do with the temperature.

She held up a chastity device, a male chastity cage.

No, no, no.

In spite of all of those silent vows and desperate protests, Jake looked up at her, his eyes big, wide, and shining. “Please, Olivia, don’t. Please, don’t make me wear that. Please, please!” He turned that final word into an elongated syllable, just one. He whimpered and begged through that single word.

“You know what’s funny?”

“What?” Jake asked immediately, willing to play any game. He would grasp at any hope.

“It’s funny that you really want that to be a good-faith offer. I can see it in your eyes. You really would do anything and everything in your power to please me. There’s just one problem.”

His voice shrank down to little more than a desperate squeak. “What’s that?”

“You’re already a slave, Jake. You already have to do anything and everything I say.” To emphasize her point, she reached down, and she kissed him on the mouth. At first, it was only a little peck. But after a few more heartbeats, she pushed her mouth against his, her tongue probing his lips.

And when she broke away, his face was hot.

“Oh, someone is getting hard again. We can’t let that happen.”

She picked out another piece of ice, and she rubbed it along the back of his cock, along the front, along the sides. Each time she touched that sliver against his body, he howled out. While he moaned and whimpered, she laughed at him. Those sounds, like bells ringing, reverberated through his body and along his psyche.

“Care to try that again?”

“You can do whatever you want with me,” he admitted. “I know I don’t have a choice.”

“No, you usually don’t. Except now. I want you to beg for your chastity cage.”

He gulped.

He should have been prepared for something like this, but to Jake nonetheless hesitated. He froze up, his shoulders bunched, his fingers locked, his legs straight. After a few more seconds, he focused on the reality of his situation. Strapped down and helpless, he wouldn’t be able to stop her.

He closed his eyes, he exhaled, and then he looked back at her. His handler waited patiently, ultimately content because she knew she would win.

“Would you please lock me in chastity?”

“Only because you asked so nicely,” she said.

She picked up the tube, and she slid it over his shaft. It took a little bit of doing. She had to push down, but she wasn’t afraid to hurt him just a little bit. Once she had the tube over his cock, she brought the plastic ring up under the root of his scrotum. She connected the different bolts, tightening them. Finally, she secured the final ring with the lock.

“By the way, you shouldn’t try to take this off. I’m going to be checking on you, Jake. But even if I didn’t, it would be really, really painful to slip this free.”

“I, I understand,” he confessed.

“I thought you would. Now I’m going to let you up, you’re going to serve me, and then you’re going to go make me something to eat for breakfast. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“Yes, whatever you say.”

“Smart boy.” She patted him on the head, and she loosened his restraints, starting with his ankles. From there, she pointed down to the floor.

His muscles had stiffened after remaining in place for so long. Apparently struggling wasn’t enough to exercise his limbs. He slid down onto his knees. Bowed down before her, he exhaled. Then he peeked up, and he watched as she spread her knees.

“Service me,” she commanded.

Robbed of his independence, he straightened his back and bent forward. Although he shut his eyes, Jake couldn’t completely ignore the other sensations running through his body. He experienced the humiliation and subjugation of serving her. Heat played along his cheeks, pulsating out from her inner thighs. He could taste her excitement. The tang sent his mind reeling.

And of course, she placed her hand on the top of his head. She held onto his hair, pulling him up and then nudging him down, again and again. She set the pace for him.

Although he slid his tongue up and down, forward and back, penetrating her and servicing her, he didn’t feel like he had any real control. No. He was a slave there for her pleasure.

Opening his eyes, he looked up at her, and their eyes met for just a moment. He drank in her beauty, and his cock tried to react. He could feel his body begin to engorge, only to be stopped by the thick, industrial plastic.

A groan vibrated through his body, and Olivia knew exactly what was happening. That’s why she tapped him on the head, and she giggled. Only a moment later, she took a firm hold of his hair, and she pushed him against her groin. “Faster,” she commanded.

As always, he obeyed.

After she finally climaxed, she let him go, and she left him alone in his room.

For a long time, he stayed there on the floor, just waiting, wondering what would happen next.

Timidly, he opened his eyes, and he glanced down at the chastity cage still locked around his groin. He hated each little piece of plastic, knowing what it represented, fully aware of what it did to him.

But eventually, he had to start moving again. Jake knew that he couldn’t just stay there. So he stood up, and he instinctively went over to his dresser. He opened up the second to last drawer, and he took out a pair of white panties lined with pink frills. He held it up for a moment. It didn’t look like anything a real man would wear. On the contrary, it looked like the kind of garment that only a small child would ever conceive of putting on willingly.

He shook his head, and he wanted to just tear it apart. He could have done it as well. She never specifically said that he had to take care of the feminine clothing she bought for him.

But of course, if he did destroy it, then he would be punished. Considering that she just put him in a chastity cage, Jake wasn’t eager to find out what kind of consequences he would face. So he instead put the panties on, and he picked up the bowl. Most of the ice had melted. He brought it back into the kitchen. At the same time, he kept looking around, wondering where Olivia had gone. He listened, straining.

Eventually, he went back to Olivia’s room. He placed his hand on the doorknob, and he turned it. He didn’t hear any sounds, and he even held his breath.

And that’s when he saw her. She had her back to the door. She was curled up on the bed.

Jake watched her for several more seconds, and he felt something stir within him, just above his stomach.

She looked so beautiful, so sweet and gentle right there.

For a moment, he was tempted to crawl across the floor, to climb up onto the bed, to cuddle her.

“That’s what she wants from me,” he said, mouthing the words. He didn’t make a sound, but he had to use his lips anyway.

Jake didn’t know if this was a revelation or if it was something that he had already known but had failed to articulate. Those words buzzed in his head, the simple truth that she wanted him to be more than a slave.

With this in mind, Jake closed the door again. He walked away.

He listened again, wondering if one of the other sorority girls would appear and demand something from him. Maybe he would be ordered to clean her room, to massage her feet, or to give her a back rub. Maybe she would make a mess, spilling something on the floor just so she could watch him clean it up. Nothing was beyond the sadism of those young women.

And yet, the place seemed to be pretty much empty. Maybe they were out shopping. Just as easily, they could have been off with some of their other friends.

Jake didn’t know, nor did he really care. Instead, he went to the small office, he turned on the computer, and he touched the mouse.

Because he didn’t know when he might get this opportunity again, he went to that one special website. He started reading, and that’s when his skin turned hot, his breathing quickened, and he kept staring at the words on the screen, wondering if they could possibly be true.

…No…this couldn’t be possible.

A little while before Jake sat down at the computer, Elaine had been running one finger through her hair. She kept looking at the email she had received from the former CEO of Talbot Industries.

Like so many other employees at the company, Elaine had her degree. She had majored in Art History, not that it really helped her. Eventually, she got hired on to help fill out various forms. She did a lot of paperwork. It took patience and attention to detail, but it was never interesting. It did, however help her pay her bills, so she figured she should be grateful.

While she worked on her Art History degree, Elaine had taken an ethics class. Her teacher had been dynamic, the kind of Prof. who knew how to get everyone talking and thinking.

“If you had the power to get away with a crime, would you do it?” It had been an early morning class, so no one seemed particularly interested right away. But he added follow-up questions, and Elaine listened along. Even back then, during her sophomore year, she hadn’t been a particularly energetic or dynamic person. Like plenty of other college students, she just sort of disappeared into the background, not that she minded. “If you knew that there wouldn’t be any consequences beyond your own conscience, would you commit the crime?”

Every woman in Crystal Canyon had been given that exact same choice. Almost all of them had decided that it was perfectly acceptable to commit the crime.

Theft. Enslavement.

Because really, wasn’t that exactly what happened to the men of the city? Lots of men had been wealthy, only to lose their money after getting demoted to second-class citizens. With that new status came other rules. As second-class citizens, they were forced to wear collars and to obey. They couldn’t vote. They couldn’t talk back to women. Heck, they were only allowed to work with a female’s permission. Even then, their paychecks usually went to a wife, girlfriend, sister, or friend…whoever happened to be the handler.

Of course, Elaine had followed the news like all the other women. The anchormen had disappeared, replaced by female reporters. Crime had pretty much disappeared, the budgets had been balanced, and they were still controversies, but most of the vitriol seemed to have disappeared from the local elections.

It was good news.

And yet, Elaine still looked out at the men who were leashed and collared, carrying bags for their handlers.

As she sat in her small office, Elaine leaned back in her chair, and she asked one ethical question, “Is slavery wrong if it makes the world a better place?”

She squinted back at her doorway, almost like she expected someone to step through and tell her the right answer.

The world had certainly been messed up before the strange compound rendered all of the men helpless. Even so, if that compound were to somehow spread to the rest of the population, Elaine wasn’t naïve. She, like so many others, new that the world would still be riddled with problems. Countries would still argue and bicker with one another. She didn’t think that having women rule would somehow bring about a glorious paradise.

Frankly, the idea was absurd. Women were human. They could make mistakes. They could get arrogant and dumb. They could be just as irrational as men.

So what about the city alone? Maybe crystal Canyon should have just remained in isolation.

She didn’t know how it worked, but they were still able to bring in supplies. They were still able to bring in money. Granted, no one was allowed to leave, yet none of the women seemed to worry about it, and none of the men had a choice in the matter anyway.

Turning back to her computer, she looked at the screen again.

Elaine, it read. The message came from an unrecognized address, though she quickly figured out that it came from her “friend,” Malcolm Talbot. Elaine didn’t really know what to make of the slave boy. On the one hand, she knew that he was itching for his freedom, but it seemed like he really trusted her. She continued to read the message. I really need your help. I have learned something. Amy is going to use her resources to try to spread the compound to the rest of the world. If she succeeds, men all of across the planet are going to be enslaved. Maybe more importantly, she actually has access to a cure. Please, you need to help me get to it. Make sure it gets into the right hands. It’s on her computer. There is a back door. You just need to use the following codes. If you can’t do it yourself, just find someone who can.

It sounded like Malcolm had typed his message quickly, perhaps because he worried about being discovered. Elaine didn’t know one way or the other, but she kept tapping her fingers against the top of her desk.

She wouldn’t risk discovery. She wouldn’t risk being thrown in jail for something like this, but he gave her another option. At the very end of the email, he made a confession. He trusted her with something absolutely vital. There was a website hidden away online that many of the male slaves of Crystal Canyon used to communicate with one another.

She could post all of the information there. She could tell the other boys of the city, and maybe one of them would be able to break into Talbot Industries and get the cure.

“Okay,” she whispered to no one in particular. “I think I can help.”

She copied the information, and she reposted it. This way, it wouldn’t lead back to Malcolm.

It might lead back to her. Maybe. Then again, she could always claim that some slave had simply used her computer without permission.

And because Elaine decided to cooperate, a slave boy trapped in the Delta Chi sorority house found it.


Chapter 15

Jake had tried to escape once, and he failed. He ended up in the pound. They literally locked them away in that stupid little cage like he was some misbehaving dog. What if that happened again?

Jake kept staring at the screen, unable to determine exactly what he should do. Part of him itched to turn off the computer, to pretend that he hadn’t seen anything. And yet, when would he get this opportunity again? If he really had to be honest with himself, then he would have admitted that he only went online so that he could read about some of the other guys. Sometimes, others would complain, they would argue that something had to be done, and Jake would feel better for a little while.

But really, those guys were just trolls. They talked about some kind of revolution, something that obviously wouldn’t happen while the men had no free will of their own.

But this was a solution. It was an actual solution. If a cure really existed inside of Talbot, Industries, then he had to do something, right? It made sense, only his heart pounded at the prospect. It kicked in his chest, and he kept thinking about what could happen.

If he got it, what with the consequences be?

He looked down at his panties.

She had locked him in chastity, she had already humiliated him with frilly underwear.

Theoretically, that wasn’t so bad. He thought about the boys who got caned in public. He thought about how they could scream out, begging for mercy.

His mouth went dry. Jake wanted to think that he was a real man, but the idea of facing that sort of punishment was enough to make his eyes water.

It wouldn’t even have to be Olivia. If Jake got into real trouble with the city Council, they could decide that they should punish him.

Before he was just be a stray boy, caught while trying to escape. No, this would be something much worse. And although the city had been under female domination for several months now, new rules could be written. New laws could be enacted.

What if they decided that Jake shouldn’t stay with Olivia at all? She was just a college girl. The new female leaders might decide that he should be taken away and trained by someone else. Strangely enough, that made his throat clench up. He shook his head, and he made a decision. He couldn’t allow himself to be frightened.

If he really wanted his freedom, then he was going to have to earn it.

Jake started to think. He came up with a plan.

At first, the idea of breaking into a secured office building like the one that housed Talbot Industries sounded easy. He wanted to put on a nice suit and stroll right through the doors. Even if he didn’t have the right credentials, Jake figured that he would be able to bluff his way past any guards.

Once he could get onto an elevator or into the stairwell, he could use the passwords and codes given to him by a woman who had decided to help. Online, she had simply described herself as E.

Jake knew he had to do this. He had to try.

As girly as it sounded, he needed to figure out what he was going to wear. Obviously, he couldn’t just put on a suit. First off, he didn’t know where the girls of Delta Chi had decided to hide his clothing. Maybe he could have gone into a shop and try to purchase something, but he didn’t have access to any money. Sure, Olivia allowed him to keep a couple of single dollar bills, just to tease him, yet that was all. He didn’t have any real money.

Besides, if he dressed like a respectable young man, he would be noticed.

As much as Jake hated to admit it, all of the men of Crystal Canyon had been thoroughly subjugated, meaning that they had collars, but they also wore little skirts and panties. They had to prance around in the streets. It was demeaning. More importantly, it was demoralizing.

If he wanted to be innocuous, then he needed to try something else.

It started to sneak back through the Delta Chi house. He went into his tiny little room, and he opened up the wardrobe. He considered his different choices, and then he came to a conclusion. He pulled out the red dress with white polka dots. He slipped it over his head and shoulders. After that, he slid his feet into a pair of matching shoes. The flats were reasonably comfortable; he would be able to run if needed.

Heart pounding faster and faster, Jake started down the staircase. He went to the front door, all the while waiting to hear Olivia’s voice. He expected her to shout out, to tell him to stop. He thought she would catch him. And after that, she would punish him.

Just before he went outside, Jake glanced over by the door, and he saw a box. It was a little bit older, besides it been torn, and it was empty.

Even so, it could still be very, very useful.

Jake clutched the cardboard box to his chest, and he started walking.

With each step, he itched to break into a run. He wanted to sprint down the block, to dash off as fast as he could. Doing so would have been a terrible mistake. Keeping his eyes aimed down at the dampened concrete, he knew that if he started to run, he would attract attention. Someone might ask a question. One girl might demand to know the truth.

He wouldn’t be able to lie, and this entire conspiracy, for what it was worth, would fall apart in a matter of seconds.

He couldn’t risk it, so Jake kept walking, his shoes clicking against the ground. He made it off-campus. He kept going.

He passed several blocks. Along the way, he saw other couples. There were handlers and their boys. He walked by a park, and he saw a girl playing fetch with a guy Jake knew.

Unlike Jake, this boy was naked, down on his hands and knees. The girl laughed at him. She had a friend nearby who was taking pictures. The boy chased after sticks and frisbees. They were treating him like he was a dog.

Gritting his teeth, Jake wished he could go over there and talk to those girls. He wanted to yell, to scare them. Just once more, he wanted to intimidate one of the girls.

Their confidence had blossomed into almost maniacal arrogance. Sure, the girls had to be respectful of one another, but that definitely didn’t extend to the boys.

Keeping his head down, he did his absolute best not to attract attention. He started to walk a little bit faster, and he got past the park. He soon found himself surrounded by houses once again.

A couple of girls passed by, and they glanced over at him. Jake didn’t say anything, but he held his box a little bit more tightly, and the girls just waved before continuing on.

He exhaled with relief.

Jake hated being scared of the females in the city; he despised the fact that he had to worry about what they would think, what they would say.

But this was the situation he lived in. Unless he could get the cure, nothing would change. Jake kept walking. His legs started to hurt, and the sun continued to slide across the sky. Heavy clouds blocked out a lot of the light, but he was still getting hot. At least he wasn’t wearing any tights.

The Talbot Industries building loomed up ahead. He crossed one block after another. At the same time, he started to look around, worried that some police officer might pull up and start to talk to him. His heart kept pounding in his chest, one frantic beat after another.

But then he arrived.

Rather than go in right away, Jake ducked behind another building. He tried to stay out of sight even as important business women walked to and fro.

He pressed his lips together, and he waited for his body to cool down. He didn’t want to look nervous. This was all going to be about appearance.

Fortunately, the air was cold at this time of year, so it sapped most of the heat away from his skin. After just a few more minutes, he stepped back onto the street, and he marched over to the building. He made his way through the extensive parking lots, and then he went through the double doors.

He glanced around, pretending that he was searching for something.

Up ahead, there was another set of glass doors on the opposite side of the lobby. Jake fell in behind another office employee. This one was a guy. He had on a black dress with little white ruffles around the hem of his skirt. Timing was everything; Jake couldn’t attract unwanted attention, but he had to look like he was on the same mission. The box definitely helped.

As he passed through those glass doors, and Jake kept thinking that someone was going to call out for him to stop. He braced himself, locking his teeth together.

Nothing happened. He made it through the glass archway, and then he went down another short hallway toward the elevator bank.

One of the doors opened, and Jake got inside. Several other women did as well. They told him which buttons to push. He pushed them.

At the same time, he got off just a few floors later. He didn’t want anyone to know that he was going to ride all the way up to the top of the building. If anyone realized where he was going, there would certainly be questions, questions he didn’t know if he could answer.

Jake found himself spending the next few minutes getting on and off elevators. No one seemed to notice. No one paid any attention to him at all.

And then he was almost at the very top. There were only a few more floors between him and the CEO’s office. But this was where things could get really dangerous. Jake couldn’t just push a button that would take him all the way up to the executive level. No, he had to type in a code on the keypad.

His mouth went dry, and his finger trembled, but he lifted up his hand, and he started to poke the digits into the pad.

5-7-9-9-0-1-3.

What if he had been a wrong number? What if this code didn’t work at all?

It could’ve been a trap.

For a long time, he waited for an alarm to go off. He figured he was going to be in trouble, but then gravity pulled on him again as the elevator started toward the very top of the building. He grabbed onto one of the support bars, gripping it tight. Jake rode the elevator up. When the doors dinged open, he stepped out.

Dark blue, industrial carpet spread out before him. Jake still clutched the box to his chest, almost like it was some sort of talismanic protection.

Up ahead, he saw the double doors leading into the main conference room; that was where the Board of Directors was supposed to meet, assuming his information was correct.

The code had worked.

Jake kept moving, skipping from one foot to the next. At this point, he kept his head down. He felt like a hunted animal. At any moment, some executive or high ranking office employee might step out of her office. Worse, one of the enslaved males might see him.

At the same time, Jake knew that there had to be cameras up here.

Maybe a security guard would find him. Maybe she would call the police. Maybe he would be sent to the pound again.

Jake made his way down the corridor. It curved around, and he came upon another set of double doors.

This was it.

There was another keypad next to a card reader. Obviously, he didn’t have a key. Exhaling slowly, Jake tapped in another set of numbers.

He could hardly believe the idea that the new CEO of this company wouldn’t have changed the code, this was a hardwired password. But maybe she was arrogant? Maybe she really believed that every male had been so thoroughly broken that it wouldn’t matter.

At first, he tried to use his fingertip. His digits trembled badly, so Jake switched over to his thumb. He started to push of the numbers. With each one, he could hear the button playing.

At the back of his mind, he kept wondering what he would do or say if a guard raced up here. His box was empty, he didn’t have any credentials, and no one knew him.

Worst of all, he wouldn’t even be able to try to lie.

Don’t think about that, Jake silently admonished himself. In fact, he attempted not to think of anything at all as his fingers pushed the buttons. He had the numbers memorized, but other images and fears danced inside his head. He could get the number wrong. If that happened, would it trigger an alarm? This woman held a position of power. She controlled privileged information. There had to be defenses.

Don’t think about it!

Jake finished typing in the numbers. He held his breath. He waited.

The door clicked.

Jake reached over for the handle. His fingers hovered above the silver metal for several more seconds, almost like he worried this thing might jump out and attack him. Then he gripped it. Cold and smooth, it was only a door handle, nothing special. He turned it and pushed. Again, he braced himself for an alarm. He expected red lights and a blaring siren.

Nothing.

Remembering that anyone could stride by, Jake stepped into the darkened office. A motion sensor picked up his presence, and the lights came on. The shadows vanished, and Jake quickly and quietly closed the door behind him.

Feeling like some little kid who might get punished at any second, Jake scrambled over to the computer. He turned it on and waited for the log-in screen. This computer had to be state-of-the-art, yet each second seemed to drag on and on.

“Hurry up,” he grumbled. It seemed strange to talk to an empty room.

The screen came alive. A cursor blinked in the center of the screen.

Exhaling, he knew this had to be it. Jake started typing in the master password. He had to hope that IT hadn’t changed it, that this woman—Amy Yao—hadn’t replaced her computer. If anything had changed, then this might ping a warning.

He typed in the password.

X-J-u-1-!-&-7-7-9-9-2-2

Memorizing those characters had taken a while. But now the little stars glowed on the monitor. He just had to hit enter.

He pushed the key.

He waited again.

Jake could hardly believe it when the computer’s desktop appeared on the screen. He quickly scanned over some of the icons. It was strange seeing the standard symbols for the internet browser and word processor. But then he went into her hard drive.

This part would be harder. His informant didn’t know where the information would be exactly. Hidden away in one of a thousand subfolders? Right there on the desktop? Probably somewhere in between.

Jake started clicking.

Despite his circumstances, the adrenaline began to drain away from his body, at least until he started to think about what might happen if he got caught.

Jake searched. He opened up several windows, and he started running through the different potential titles. In those opening moments, Jake didn’t know exactly what terms to use. Eventually, he settled on guessing.

Cure

Male obedience

Helplessness

Female

He typed in a few others and watched the progress bars load. Each time a search came up with zero results, he tried again. He typed away, his back straight as he processed the information. While the computer hunted for the set parameters, he also worked his way through the different folders.

…There were so freaking many!

The aggravation nipped at him, but Jake kept going. He hated that he had to keep searching and searching. As he worked, he smirked for a moment, thinking about all the guys who’d hide their porn under a folder heading like “Nothing Important Here” or “Boring Work Stuff.” Yeah, like that would ever work.

Some of the folders just had numbers.

Then he heard something.

Voices.

Women talking.

Jake didn’t know what to do. He hesitated, glancing from the left to the right and back again like he might notice another exit. No. He ducked down, only to hear the conversation continue. Hot sweat played along his brow. Heat cascaded along his neck and through the rest of his body.

Quickly, he put the computer to sleep. Then he ducked off to the side of the room. He spotted a closet. He opened it up and pressed himself against the dresses and blouses. He shut the door again just as he heard the voices, louder now. At least one person just entered the office.

A thin crack of light cut across his face. He watched as a young Asian woman crossed the space between the desk and door. She sauntered through the space, practically skipping along. Although she had on a white blouse with ruffles down the center and a black, pleated skirt, she seemed to exhale a sense of innocent ambition.

This was the kind of girl who could rule a company without trying hard.

It had to be Amy Yao.

Jake tried to ignore the fear curling through his body. So many months enslaved to the women of this town had drained away most of his courage. Jake couldn’t help it; he’d lived as a piece of property. That kind of helplessness left its marks. Determined to summon his old confidence, he studied this girl. He let his eyes wander along her bare legs and up to her breasts. He thought about how good it would feel to throw her onto the ground.

She looked small, petite even. She wouldn’t be strong. He’d be stronger.

Oh yeah…those thoughts felt good, at least until his cock started to harden. He could feel it begin to engorge—and then it got stuck against the walls of his chastity cage. Silently cursing, Jake forced himself to relax.

Amy went back to her desk. A few seconds later, he heard her say just one word, “Interesting.”

Jake strained his body to the side. He peeked out through the narrow crack in the closet door. Amy wasn’t seated. She stood near her desk, her fingers playing along the chair.

Seconds ago, Jake had concentrated on his own confidence. Whatever sense of manhood he had recreated quickly dissipated and blew away into nothing.

She knew.

Amy touched the back of her hand to the chair. “Very interesting,” she said.

What? What was she talking about?

Jake didn’t know one way or the other, so he stayed right where he was. He didn’t move even as she stepped away from her desk. She looked around the room. She spun her chair, and then she leaned down. She checked beneath her workspace.

She’s looking for me, realized Jake.

He bit down on the side of his mouth, almost hard enough to draw blood. His fingers tingled, and he lifted his hands. He was going to press his palms against his ears as he heard this pretty girl call out.

“Come out.”

He heard the sounds. His brain recognized the words. Worse, his brain knew they came from a female. As such, he had to come out. His hand moved on its own as he nudged his knuckles against the door. He stepped into the light.

Amy placed her hands over her hips. She looked so smug.

This was it.

This was his only chance.

Jake didn’t care how he looked as he slammed his hands over his ears. He tried to block out all sound. A muffled command buzzed against his eardrums, but Jake couldn’t pick out the exact words. He didn’t know what this girl meant to say…so he didn’t have to obey.

With his hands still forced over his ears, Jake turned, and he ran for the door. He shouted something incoherent just as he opened the door. That was enough. If Amy issued another order, he didn’t hear it.

Back in the hall, he glanced toward the elevators.

No.

That’d be dumb.

He went the other way, running hard.

With his hands back over his ears, he forced himself forward. On some level, he had to know this was futile. It didn’t matter. He had to try!

Jake made it to the stairwell. Even though they were at the top of a literal skyscraper, Jake couldn’t conceive of a better option. That’s when he sensed the vibrations beneath his feet. Spinning around, he saw two women race toward him. Each one held some kind of rod.

He turned around again; he ran as hard as he could.

His little dress fluttered around his knees. It slowed him down.

Swinging his arms and chopping through the air, he fought desperately to get away. Jake made it another ten feet before he felt something poke into the small of his back. A half second later, electricity flashed through his body, and he collapsed. He scraped his knees, and the world turned to agonized white.

Rolling over onto his back, he blinked through the blurriness of his tears. A woman around his age in a guard’s uniform stood over him. She leaned down and casually jabbed him again, this time in his side. Another explosion of pain made him cry out. He tried to shove her away. He pulled his knees up to his chest.

“What do we have here?” asked Amy as she approached. “It looks like a slave who tried to be very, very naughty.”

“What should I do with him?”

“Cuff him, leash him, take him back to the conference room. This boy and I are going to have a conversation,” she promised.

Jake could feel the leash with almost every step. The guard girl didn’t need to tug on it. She simply did so to reassert her authority over him.

Once or twice, she poked him with her stun baton. She didn’t use the electricity each time; she didn’t want him to collapse again. Even so, Jake flinched, terrified of another dose. At the same time, he had to wonder what they would do with him.

The guard sat him down. With one firm hand on his shoulder, she shoved him into his seat. Theoretically, Jake was probably stronger. That didn’t matter. The girl stepped back, and she crossed her arms over her chest.

Then Amy came back into the room.

“You look surprised,” she said to him.

“I, I didn’t think you’d want to deal with me.”

“Oh, I bet you figured I’d call Male Control?”

“Male Control?” asked Jake, repeating the words. They sounded strange and alien to his mouth. They didn’t seem right to him.

“Oh, sorry. That’s not public knowledge yet,” Amy giggled. She didn’t sound sorry in the slightest.

Curiosity bit into him. It might’ve been a mistake, but he had to ask anyway. “What is it?” He waited, doing his best to meet her gaze. Amy seemed so young and fragile; in fact, she was probably older than him by at least five or six years, only she didn’t seem like it.

“Male Control is going to be a new section in the police department. Essentially, they’re like dog catchers, except, you know, they go after wayward boys. They’ll also be responsible for certain punishments.”

“We aren’t animals.”

“Nope,” Amy agreed with a pop of her lips. “You’re not animals.”

Jake opened his mouth. He never expected her to agree with him.

The black haired girl strolled over to him. She placed her hands on his shoulders, resting her weight against him. “Animals need to be trained. Animals need to be caged and fenced it. That’s not you at all, is it?”

Jake didn’t answer.

Amy didn’t seem to mind. She patted him on the head and said lightly, “Boys are less than animals! That’s right. Animals still have some kind of free will. They might be dumber than people, but at least a dog can still bite his master if he gets really pissed off. If I tell you to kneel down on the floor, can you bite me?”

Again, Jake chose not to answer. His silence couldn’t satisfy her this time. “Tell the truth.”

“No,” he said, fighting against each sound. He fought and he lost. Like always. “No, I can’t bite you.”

“That’s right. Now stay still,” she ordered. Her fingers cupped his cheek. She reached down. Her fingers bunched up the front of his dress. Then she jumped her touch down to his skirt. In one movement, she pulled his dress back.

He blushed. He hated that his panties were on display. Without pausing, she grabbed onto his imprisoned manhood. And that’s when she felt his chastity cage.

“Cute,” she said. “Tell me. Is your owner just mean or have you been a bad boy?”

“I disobeyed her.”

“How?”

Jake stopped. He refused to say anything else. He put up that wall of silence, and Amy breached it without any effort.

“Tell me how,” she ordered.

“Olivia wanted me to tell her that I cared about her. I wouldn’t do it. She got upset.” Okay, so he had to confess. That didn’t mean he had to provide any special details.

“So she locked you up?”

Jake chose quiet again. He stared straight ahead. Doing his best to hide the emotions swirling through him, he almost appeared stoic. After months of subjugation, his bottom lip shook ever so slightly. Of course, a girl like Amy noticed that detail.

“Amusing.” The corner of her mouth rose upward. “Which reminds me, why were you in my office?” After another heartbeat, she grabbed him by his hair and yanked his head to the side. “Tell me now.”

Trying to lie, he fought to get something out. The attempt failed and he gave her the truth. He told her everything.


Chapter 16

Holly was humming as she made her way down the hallway of her department. She had this song stuck in her head. The poppy lyrics should’ve been annoying, but her day was almost over, and she couldn’t wait to get home to Brent.

Ah, Brent.

He was such a good husband. He massaged her feet and stroked her back. He brushed her hair and did whatever she wished. When the compound first infected her husband, she’d been nervous. Some of the ethical questions lingered. On one level, Holly knew that it wasn’t right…but she just couldn’t care!

Maybe that sounded callous, but Holly could own her own inconsistencies. Her life was better now. So was Brent’s. Sure, he was a person, and he deserved the right and freedom to make his own decisions, except he kept making the wrong ones!

So maybe he needed to lose a few freedoms. If it made him and her happier, then it couldn’t be all bad, could it?

Holly started to unlock her office door when she heard a boy clear his throat. Distracted by her singing and thoughts of going home to her adoring husband, Holly hadn’t noticed the boy kneeling a few feet further down the hallway.

If she had spotted him, Holly would’ve assumed that the boy was there as part of a punishment. “May I speak?” asked the boy.

“Sure, you can,” she said. At this point, offering up this sort of permission sounded like second nature. Maybe she should’ve been disturbed by the ease with which she assumed command, but it did make the world a better place.

“I was asked to bring you back to the administration building. Dr. Hunt would like to speak with you.”

“Did she say what it was about?”

He quickly shook his head. Considering the bright pink dress he’d been told to wear to conform to the school dress code, he behaved like a thoroughly cowed male. “She didn’t say, professor,” replied the student.

“Huh. Okay, lead the way,” said Holly.

The boy gulped and quickly turned away. Like so many other boys, he wasn’t used to leading, not anymore.

Holly let her thoughts drift as she went back outside. Although the air remained cool, the sun glowed bright along the ground. Warmth quickly suffused her skin.

“What’s your name?”

“Daryl,” he said.

“How’s your day going, Daryl?”

“It’s going well, professor,” he replied.

“Mind if I ask you a question?”

He slowed. He glanced over his shoulder. Their eyes met for a second before he looked back to the ground. “Do you like what’s happened to the city?”

Silence stretched between them even as they continued to walk. “I don’t have an opinion.”

“You’re lying.”

He swallowed again, though he didn’t contradict her. Finally, he added, “What would you prefer me to say?”

“Tell me the truth.”

“I hate being treated like property.”

They came to the door into the administration building. Inside, boys dressed like sissy slaves scurried around. They carried cups of fresh coffee and files. “That’s unfortunate,” Holly said. “Try to think about the bright side.”

Holly watched, marveling at how his expression shifted. It might only last a short while, but his lips stretched into a smile.

“What are you thinking about now?”

“I’m thinking about how it makes my handler so happy when she uses me.”

Holly didn’t need to think about what that might entail. Maybe she pegged him. Maybe she used his tongue. Perhaps both. Either way, he continued, “I love knowing that I can make her happy. She gets so excited when she uses me.”

“What were you like before?”

He blushed. He opened his mouth, paused, and then continued. “I wasn’t very popular. I never had a girlfriend.” He confessed those truths because he wouldn’t be able to lie. Holly figured he chose to share his secrets. “This way, I get a lot of attention.”

“And you like it,” she finished for him.

The boy stepped aside, and Holly knocked on the door into Elizabeth’s large office. A male voice told her to come in. The first room had several paintings along the walls. There was also a small desk beside another door on the opposite side.

A young man—not a student—got up and said, “Professor, Dr. Hunt is waiting for you. Please go in.”

“Thank you,” she answered, more out of habit than anything else. If she happened to be rude to a boy, no one would’ve cared.

Holly went in and saw her friend seated at her desk.

“You look like a very satisfied administrator,” Holly said.

“Ouch,” Elizabeth brought her hands up over her chest. “That’s not a nice thing to say.” Elizabeth grinned and got up. They hugged before Holly sat down on the other side of the desk.

“What’s going on?”

“I need a judge.”

“What?” Holly raised an eyebrow. “Don’t we have a couple of judges already? They work downtown in the big court-house shaped building?”

“Those judges are for people. We’re talking about a new dimension to Male Control.”

The smile fell off of Holly’s mouth. “You’re creating a new judicial system?”

“Actually, we already have. But it’s going to apply specifically to the males. The boys need a different set of rules. Whenever a boy breaks the law, he’ll get the opportunity to defend himself to a woman like you.”

“Just one?” Holly could hardly believe it.

“Just one,” replied Elizabeth. “Look, I know what you’re thinking. This is an entirely different paradigm, but that’s the point. The boys aren’t really people. They need to be responsible for their actions in a new way.”

“Why me?”

“Because you’ve been critical of the new systems.”

Holly’s brows creased. Before she could say anything, Elizabeth raised her hands. “No, don’t take that the wrong way. It’s good that you’ve been questioning how the boys are treated because it lends you credibility. You’re going to be fair with this boy.”

“What did he try to do? Why isn’t his handler disciplining him?”

“Because this is something that could potentially affect all of us.”

“What happened?”

Elizabeth touched her fingertips together.

“You owe me,” Amy said to her slave.

Her former boss found himself down on the floor in the kitchen. At once, his head shot up, and Malcolm turned around. He had on the requisite black dress with a white apron. He looked so cute, especially as he panicked, but Amy had to push away any impulse toward mercy.

“What do I owe you?” he asked, his tone brittle.

“I found out about what you did.”

This time, he didn’t sound quite so certain. “What did I do?”

“Kneel.”

He sat up, straightening his back and bracing himself on his knees. Although he did his best to appear impassive, Malcolm worried she could sense the nervousness slowly coiling in his chest.

Amy stood in front of him. Normally, she seemed small. Between her height and slight frame, she had a hard time intimidating people. But at this moment—with him on his knees—she carried herself like a goddess. Power radiated from her as she shook her head slowly, her lips hardened into a stern line.

“You went online, you gave your codes to a stranger, and you tried to ferment a rebellion.” Her eyes locked on him, a predator studying her prey. “So you need to be punished. That’s why my friend is here.” She snapped her fingers and that’s when another girl stepped into the room.

“Who—?”

“Quiet,” she snapped. Instantly, he closed his mouth, perfectly silent. “That’s right. This isn’t a chance for you to try to talk. No one is interested in what you have to say. I mean, I could’ve turned you over to Male Control, but then you would’ve gotten a trial and it would’ve taken too long. This way is going to be so much better.”

Malcolm tried to ask what she meant to do with him.

“I know everything anyway, so this is what’s going to happen. My friend, Brenda here, is an artist. She’s a very special kind of artist, and she’s going to do some work on you.”

Malcolm couldn’t help himself. He opened his mouth and tried to speak, but her command still froze his vocal chords. Desire alone wasn’t anywhere near enough. “Do you know what kind of artist she is?” asked Amy. Before he could try to talk again, she gave him another command. “Go to my bedroom, strip, and lay down on your stomach.”

The enslaved sissy stood and he started out of the kitchen, his brush and sponge temporarily forgotten.

Less than a minute later, Malcolm went into the bedroom. He had already made her bed; it was one of the many chores he completed on a daily basis for his handler. Just that morning, he had felt almost bored. Now his skin heated up. Distantly, he could hear the women talking. They started laughing.

He stripped. Once naked, the other command overrode his free will, and he got down onto his stomach.

The sounds of their voices didn’t lessen his anxiety. If anything, hearing them talk back and forth made him wonder what this “artist” was going to do to him.

“Close your eyes,” Amy called from the hallway.

Before the girls entered the bedroom, Malcolm closed his eyes. His heart thundered in his chest, adrenaline flashed through his body, and he still couldn’t move. Naked, he wished he could squirm.

“Have you figured it out yet?” Amy asked.

“What are you talking about?”

“My friend here, what kind of artist you think she is?”

Malcolm licked his lips, scrambling to think. Suspicions spun through his brain, but he didn’t want to vocalize any of them. He couldn’t be certain. Worse, he didn’t want to give Amy any ideas.

“Take a guess,” commanded the young, Asian woman.

“Is she a tattoo artist?”

Slow clapping. Amy smacked her palms together before she pulled herself up onto the bed. She positioned herself next to Malcolm, and then her hand flew down. She smacked his ass. He flinched. He yelped. He tried to roll away, but she ordered him down onto the mattress, so he couldn’t escape. She didn’t even bother strapping him down.

Just to make sure that she could maintain her hold on her slave, she barked out, “Don’t move.”

Frozen, he stayed perfectly still.

That’s when he realized they weren’t alone. Amy’s friend had come into the room. He still had his eyes closed, but he could picture her easily. She probably had pink hair, she was probably petite like Amy, and she would be carrying some sort of bag. That last guess was proven correct only a few seconds later when he felt her set something down.

“Would you like to spank him some more?” That was the artist.

“Yeah, I think he needs it. You wouldn’t happen to have a paddle in there, would you?”

“Are you kidding? Of course, I do!” The artist fished something out of her bag, and Malcolm had a few seconds to relax. He still couldn’t move, so he tried to build up some kind of mental fortitude. It was hard. His heart kept pounding, and his head spun. He knew that he was going to be punished. He also knew that he deserved it. Considering what he had attempted, it made perfect sense that Amy would be determined to break him.

“I want you to know that this is only part of your punishment. After today, I’m going to keep you in a new collar. It’s going to have a GPS tag on it, and a little camera. That way, I’m always going to be able to see what you’re doing. You aren’t going to get any kind of privacy. And you know why not? Because you’re a boy. Boys aren’t people. Boys are pets. Boys are slaves. That’s what the new laws say, and I think they’re absolutely right!”

He inhaled, and he wanted to shout out some defiant promise.

He didn’t get the opportunity.

She swung the paddle down, striking hard against his behind. The pain exploded through his body, reverberating like a quake.

She smacked his ass again.

She put all the force her arm could muster. Each time she spanked him, he yelped. He couldn’t even try to twist away. She struck at the backs of his thighs, at his buttocks. She jumped from left to right and back again. She made it impossible for him to predict where the next blow might land. Fear mixed with pain. He didn’t have any anger left, not after so many months of punishments just like this.

“And of course, I’m going to make sure that your new tattoo is on display for everyone to see.”

“Please, not a tattoo. Please, not that!”

He expected Amy to taunt him, to say something, anything. Instead, she answered with the paddle. She used it repeatedly, making sure that every blow landed hard.

Soon, the agony burned through his body, his buttocks glowed a shade of pink, and he still couldn’t move.

“Beg for your tattoo.”

It was command.

Even if it hadn’t been, Malcolm still would have spoken. She knew her slave well, after all. Maybe Amy had even been expecting some sort of grand gesture. Now it came and went, and he had to be punished. He had to be broken.

“Please, give me my tattoo!”

“What should it say?” Amy asked, touching two fingers right at the small of his back. A shiver ran down his spine. Before he had been enslaved, Malcolm used to think about the girls who had tattoos right there. He always thought they were sluts, stupid skanks who do anything for attention. Now was his turn.

“Oh, and I’m going to make sure that you get to pick up lots of stuff in the office. You’re going to bend over, your top is going to ride up, and all the girls are going to get to see what it says right here.” She tapped him again with one hand.

Malcolm couldn’t bring himself to speak. She smacked his ass again, robbing his lungs of air. He gasped; he moaned.

Restrained by the power of her will, he stayed right where he was.

“I know what it’s going to say. You want to guess?”

“Pets?” Malcolm asked, speaking if only because it meant another moment or two without getting paddled.

“Oh, that’s not bad, but you’re really not a pet. Pets are kept naked. Pets get to play every day. You aren’t a pet. What are you?”

He didn’t want to say it, but then she reached down, and she caressed her fingertips along his reddened butt cheeks. He shivered, torn between pleasure and pain. She kept him suspended there, helpless as the sensations roiled through his frame.

“What are you? Tell me.”

“I’m not a pet. I’m a slave,” he answered, each sound compelled.

“That’s right! And what kind of slave are you?”

His eyes would have widened if he had been given the opportunity. Instead, they stayed firmly shut. Apparently, Amy watched him disoriented and distracted, lost behind the dark of his eyes. She wanted him to feel helpless.

It was working.

“I’m a sissy slave,” he answered, his voice timid.

“That’s right. You are a sissy slave. Just think about it. After a few more months of this, you are going to look like such a cute girl. Maybe we should start talking about other modifications?”

“No!”

“It’s something to think about,” Amy replied, satisfaction vibrating through every word.

Malcolm quivered at the possibility. Considering the amount of money that Amy now had access to, she could get him one surgery after another. She could have him remade entirely. Quivering, he shook his head from side to side, desperately hoping that she wouldn’t be so vicious. And yet, this was the same girl who stole away his empire, just because she could.

But then Malcolm considered everything he had done to her. He brought this on himself. It was his fault.

“Please, I promise I will be good. I will be the best slave for you,” Malcolm vowed. This time, he wasn’t lying.

“I’m glad to hear it,” she said. At first, he didn’t understand her next words, not until the former CEO realized that she was talking to the artist. “You can go ahead and get started now.”

Still frozen in place by his handlers command, Malcolm couldn’t move as he felt the antiseptic wipe move along the small of his back. He could hear different tubes and needles hook into place. She was getting her gun ready. Malcolm locked his teeth together, braced for the pain. In truth, he didn’t know what would be worse, the discomfort or the fact that he was going to be permanently marked as a sissy slave. Even if someone found a cure, something that apparently would never happen, he still wouldn’t be able to get rid of this mark.

The artist pressed the needle down against his skin, and that’s when he felt the machine come to life. It jabbed him, depositing little bits of ink within his flash.

“You’re going to say thank you when she’s done,” Amy promised.

It took a long, long time. More than minutes. Hours. The girl took her time. She really was an artist. And even if Malcolm couldn’t see it, he could practically sense the concentration coming away from this young woman. It hurt. It hurt a lot, but that didn’t matter. He was just a slave, and his handler wanted to see him decorated.

Every few minutes, the artist would pause. Malcolm didn’t ask whether or not it was over; that didn’t matter. Neither Amy nor the girl would have answered him anyway. As far as they were concerned, they could do whatever they wanted with him, and it wasn’t his place to question them.

But eventually, the artist declared one word, “Done.”

“And it’s permanent?”

“Completely.”

“Let’s leave the sissy here. The swelling can go down, and you and I can go get something to drink,” Amy said. She pushed herself away from the bed, and she headed toward the exit. “You stay here, slave. Don’t you move until we come back.” Just a few words. That was all it took to bind him in place even as he was left to helplessly imagine what his tramp stamp would say.

Jake told them everything.

First, he confessed to a stranger in a police uniform. Next, he told the same thing to a young woman dressed in a business suit. All the while, he stared downward at the steel table in front of him. They kept him handcuffed. It wasn’t necessary. He had already been instructed to remain in that room until given permission to leave.

Finally, another woman came into that interrogation cell. She sat down, and she placed a tablet computer in front of herself. She swiped along the screen without really reading the information there.

“Hello, Jake. My name is Holly, and I’m going to be your adjudicator.”

He didn’t say anything. He kept thinking of Olivia, whether or not he would see her again.

One of the Male Control officers had teased him about the fact that he would now be sold off. He could hardly believe it, but it made sense. More and more, the women of Crystal Canyon were making it abundantly clear that they didn’t view the boys as actual people. If they were truly going to be treated as slaves, pets, and chattel, then they could be purchased and sold. They could be traded.

Jake kept staring down, but he had to confront that widening gulf deep within his psyche. Yes, he craved his freedom, and he wished he could have found a cure, but he still ached for her. As he sat there in that uncomfortable chair, his hand still cuffed in front of him, he kept thinking about how much he wished he could have been down on his knees, massaging Olivia’s feet. He would have kissed her toes. He would have licked her eagerly.

Anything for her.

“Do you know what an adjudicator is?” Holly asked, her tone becoming slightly patronizing.

That was enough to get Jake to lift his gaze. He looked at her. Technically, he knew a definition, but the world was changing. He had no idea what an adjudicator would do in this new order.

“An adjudicator is a woman who has been charged with determining what should happen to a boy like you. You’ve been very bad, Jake. You’ve broken quite a few new rules, and it can’t be tolerated.”

“So this is a trial?”

“No. Trials are for citizens. As a boy, you don’t get the usual rights. You don’t deserve them since you can’t be held accountable for your own actions.”

“But you’re still thinking about punishing me.”

“We want to help you,” answered Holly almost immediately. She didn’t need to stop or think about this at all.

“If you want to help me, then you should give me the cure.”

Holly leaned back in her chair. She rested her hands on the table, and she slowly shook her head. A wistful smile played along her mouth. All the while, she kept her eyes on him. “We both know that isn’t going to happen. For so long, men have been in charge, and you just kept messing everything up. This way, you’re going to be happier.”

“Who are you to tell me what is supposed to make me happy?” Jake asked, though his voice strained, and his eyes watered. He was on the verge of tears, and they both knew it. More than anything, he kept aching to find himself back with his handler…with his owner.

Although he didn’t quite understand what was happening, he didn’t question it either. It made sense, didn’t it? He was in trouble. Of course, Jake would yearn to go back somewhere safe, somewhere where he would know his place. At his handler’s feet.

“That’s a very good question,” Holly replied. “Tell me the truth. Where would you want to be right now?”

“With my handler,” he replied automatically. On some level, he knew that he shouldn’t answer honestly, but he couldn’t help himself. At some point, this should have started to feel like second nature. It should have started to feel normal for all of the men. But it didn’t. It couldn’t. They still had that essential masculinity, the sense that they were supposed to dominate and control the world. On some primal level, none of these boys would ever be able to accept the fact that they had been reduced to chattel.

“That’s right,” she said. “Tell me more.”

“I want to be with my handler because she tells me what to do. She tells me where I belong. She makes sure that I know exactly how to please her.”

“So you are saying that she simplifies your life?”

Jake answered with a stony silence.

“Tell me the truth.”

“Yes. She simplifies my life,” he admitted, turning those words into a sigh of defeat.

Holly leaned back, she crossed her arms, and she studied him for several more seconds. “You know, I’ve been talking to some of the new officials with Male Control, and they think you need to be punished thoroughly. In fact, they have started talking about some of the different things we could do to you. Imprisonment is one. Castration is another.” She smiled, smirking sweetly as a gasp of shock left his lips.

“Of course, it’s going to be my decision.”

“That’s not fair. One person shouldn’t have that much power.”

“Normally, I would agree with you, but we go back to that old point. This is only power over a slave.”

He looked back at her, his eyes big. He searched her face for some sign that she might be sympathetic, that she might decide to be kind or generous to him.

But no, Jake didn’t know where this woman came from, yet it was abundantly clear that she enjoyed her authority, just as all of the women did. It was a cliché, but if power corrupted, then it corrupted absolutely. The ladies of Crystal Canyon enjoyed total power. It made sense that they would learn to take advantage of it.

At the same time, he wondered again, as he had done many times before, if this was somehow his fault. He had been a jerk. When he had been the handsome, independent young man all the girls wanted, Jake had treated them so badly.

“What are you going to do with me?”

“I haven’t decided yet.” Holly studied him for nearly a minute.

At first, Jake didn’t even move. Eventually, he looked back up at her, and he knew that he had to try to say something. “I’ve learned my lesson.”

“What was that?”

Jake could hardly believe that he was volunteering this information. This time around, he wasn’t being forced to speak. At any moment, Jake could have simply stopped. He could have bit down on his tongue or along the inside of his mouth. Instead, he stared at a spot just above her shoulder.

“I’ve learned my lesson. I know that I don’t get to be the man I used to be. I’m a boy. I’m a slave. Please, I’ve learned my lesson. I know what I have to do now.”

“And what is that?”

“Whatever I’m told.”

“I see. So are you going to be ambitious?”

“I, I’m not sure I understand,” he said. He blinked a couple of times.

Holly considered the prisoner in front of her. She leaned her head to the side, resting her cheek against her knuckles.

“What are your goals going to be from now on?”

“My only goal is going to be to please my handler and make her proud of me.”

“Really? That sounds very interesting. How are you going to do that?” Holly asked, and she watched him, looking for some sign that he resented the patronizing tone she adopted. When she talked to him, she talked down to him. When she addressed him, she made him feel small and pathetic.

The way all men should feel.

“I’m going to make her proud of me by doing whatever she wants me to do. I will cook for her, I will clean for her, and I will be there for her.”

“You think she has a right to resent you?” Holly knew this was a more difficult question, and she already expected him to fail to answer it correctly.

But he surprised her.

“Yes. I know that she can be resentful.”

Intrigued, Holly leaned forward. Rather than relax and rest her head against her knuckles, she leaned forward, her elbows pressing down into the solid, cold metal.

“She has every right to resent me and every other boy because we were such jerks. We got away with so much. We harassed the girls, we teased them, and we always acted like we were more important. I understand how it must have felt to be a woman. Pretty much all the time, females had to sublimate their desires before the men in their lives. That’s not fair.”

“But you are a slave now, is that fair?”

Jake swallowed, and he confessed, “I think this is what we deserve.”

“Tell me the truth. Are you lying to me?”

He looked back at her with big, sincere eyes. “No. I’m telling the truth. I would never lie to a woman.”

This time, Holly didn’t laugh.

Instead, she just got up, she took her tablet computer with her, and she was headed out to the door. She stopped at the last moment. “You’ll find out what your punishment will be soon enough.”

They left him alone.

The interrogation cell didn’t have any windows. A single bulb glowed bright overhead. Except for the silver sheen along the table in front of him, everything seemed white to Jake. Sterile. Hopeless.

He sat up straight, almost like he needed to prove something. He wanted to show the women that he could still be a good boy.

Somehow, that didn’t feel hypocritical. Maybe he had realized that he wasn’t going to win, he wasn’t going to earn his freedom, so he had better adapt to this new situation. It was difficult to think about. In fact, Jake didn’t really want to consider anything at all. He stared at the door, waiting, wondering exactly what his punishment was going to be.

Time turned elastic, stretching out in front of him. He waited, knowing full well that something was going to happen. But what?

Would be some kind of public spanking? A flogging? With a cane him? Or maybe it would be worse. Jake could almost imagine a room full of young women thinking about what they should do with him.

Technically, it was all in that one teacher’s hands. Her name was Holly, she had said.

Jake thought she looks nice, but that didn’t mean anything either. She could be just as vicious as any of the other females who ran the city.

He wanted to go back to Olivia. He wanted to drop down onto his knees and to thank her for owning him, for handling him, for domesticating him. He had misbehaved once before, and now he made the same mistake all over again.

Why did he have to be so stubborn?

Ever since he was caught inside of Talbot Industries, Jake had been wondering that exact question. It had been almost six months, six months of slavery. What made him think that he would be able to regain his freedom? Everything seemed so clear now…

Something inside of him shook with a different idea: these women weren’t about to give up this newfound power. The world really was about to change. All across the country, then the world, they would learn what it felt like to be a girl. Each male would be subjugated. Maybe it would happen in one city at a time. Maybe the women would figure out some other way of spreading the compound more quickly. Ultimately, it didn’t matter. They could be quiet about it, or maybe they would announce it on national TV.

That was the thing about this shift in power. It didn’t require a coup d’état. It didn’t take any kind of military. All of a sudden, one half of the human race would be at the mercy of the other.

Jake was smart; he knew that women in every nation would decide to maintain control. There simply wouldn’t be any incentive to try to cure the men.

And even if some of the upper leaders managed to somehow go into hiding, perhaps locking themselves away in airtight bunkers, it wouldn’t matter. The soldiers, the engineers, everyone who really counted and made society work, would suddenly be enslaved.

Those thoughts and others swirled through his head as he sat there, waiting for his fate to be determined. And then the door opened.

Time slowed down for him even more. He looked up, and he hardened his lips into a line. Holly came first, but she didn’t sit down. She stepped to the side, and three other women entered the room. They all had on lab coats. Two of them grabbed him, and they forced him onto his feet. He didn’t try to resist. They bent him across the steel table, and another one pulled out a syringe. His breath caught in his throat. Fear rammed into him, but Jake still didn’t struggle.

“Any last words?” Holly asked.

They were going to do something to him, some kind of surgery. He had been given the opportunity to be a man, so maybe they were going to take that away from him now.

Part of him yearned to whine, to complain, to plead for mercy. But these women were in charge, and they were smarter than him. They knew what he really needed. He needed to stop being so stubborn. So he stayed right there, bent over the table.

He felt something touch against the curve of his ass.

Some part of Jake told him he needed to ask what they were going to do to him. That hunger for information clawed at his insides, but he needed to remember the lesson he had already learned. As a good little slave, he had to accept what was going to happen.

And yet, he couldn’t entirely resist the temptation to speak.

“I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry. I promise, I’m going to be a good slave.”

“That’s what I thought,” Holly said, tapping his head with the flat of her hand. She patted him for several more seconds before she nodded over to one of the girls.

Something stabbed into his ass. Jake flinched, waiting for the pain to increase. It didn’t. On the contrary, it actually seemed to dissipate. The two women nodded to one another, and they left the room without saying anything at all.

“Can I ask what’s going on?”

“I really like this new attitude of yours,” Holly replied. She sat down, and she pointed to the floor.

Without waiting for any real instructions, he kneeled before her.

“I knew that you had a lot of potential to be a good slave, Jake. I can see it in your eyes. You finally understand what’s going on.”

“I’m sorry it took me so long.” His voice was soft. He didn’t like admitting this sort of failure.

“I know. I know that you have finally been scared straight, and that’s okay. You might not believe this, but lots of young men have gone through this exact same process. It’s a different sort of grieving. It’s evolution. Sometimes, change can be very difficult. Is that what you’ve learned? Have you learned that change is difficult?”

Holly practically supplied the correct answer, so he didn’t hesitate. “Yes. I’ve learned that change can be very difficult.”

“Smart boy,” she said, patronizing him again. Maybe that scratched out the last remnants of his ego, yet he didn’t even consider trying to rebel or defy her. He knew it would be useless. For whatever reason, the universe had decided that he needed to be a slave. So he had to accept it. There were no other alternatives.

“I’m glad to hear it,” Holly said. She caressed his cheek with the back of her hand. “Are you wondering what that drug was?”

“Yes.”

“Would you like to ask nicely? Would you like to beg to know what we did to you?”

Did he? Jake could hardly believe it. He had expected some brutal punishment, yet that small injection barely felt like anything at all, especially when contrasted to the spankings he had already been exposed to.

“Crystal Canyon might not be the biggest city in the world, but we do have resources. The CEO of Talbot Industries has done a remarkably good job of getting us all the pharmaceutical equipment we need.”

“What, what are you telling me?”

“I’m telling you that we have been busy studying the compound for several months. Our chief psychologist has learned pretty much everything she needs to know.”

“I see,” Jake said, though he didn’t really understand.

Holly quickly picked up on that. She started laughing at him. “It’s okay if you don’t know what’s going on. You’re just a boy. You really don’t need to think too hard about it. But lucky for you, I’m here, and I can tell you exactly what that drug does, but only if you beg.” Again, she didn’t make it into a command, so he could have theoretically remained silent, just as he had done so many times before.

But Jake was a smart boy, and he understood what this female expected of him, so he gave it without question. Whether he liked it or not, Holly had effectively become his handler.

Slowly, he took a breath, he thought about what he needed to say, and then he started to speak. “Please, would you tell me what you did to me? Please, I need to know. Please, I know that I’m just a dumb boy, but I really would like to know what’s going on. Please?” He held his hands together, and he looked back up at her, his eyes big and desperate.

“You really are good at this. I guess it’ll be interesting to see whether or not we sell you off.”

His mouth went dry. Right there, that was everything he had been scared of.

“What do you think of that?” Holly asked him.

“You’re in charge. It doesn’t matter what I think,” he said, his eyes watering. His voice cracked, shaking as he forced to those words out onto the air.

“That’s right. I’m in charge, because I am the woman here.” She patted him on the head again. Then she leaned forward, and she smirked with one side of her mouth. “The drug they gave you is very simple. It makes the compound permanent. It binds the chemicals to all of your internal organs, making it so that the compound will never, ever go away.”

“I’m going to be a slave forever?”

“That’s right!”

Jake could only nod his head.

“Don’t worry. Pretty soon, we are going to make sure the shots go out to all of the boys in Crystal Canyon!”

Again, he didn’t know what to do but nodded. He had lost. They all had.


Epilogue

It had been almost one full year.

So much changed in that time. As Elizabeth strolled up to one of the empty display cases, she saw her reflection, and she smiled, thinking about how much she had changed in that time. The year before, she had believed in some vague notion of egalitarianism. She had held onto the belief that women and men were basically created equal. Sure, there were a couple of small, genetic differences, but they didn’t really matter. If she had any priority at all, it was combating sexism when she found it in a few of her patients.

Now she did believe in sexism. In fact, she believed in it with every fiber of her being because she saw the benefits.

Women were meant to be in charge. For so long, the men had been allowed that silly notion that they could be more aggressive and domineering. But that had all come to an end. Now the boys were also pretty. They put on their little dresses, they scampered about, and their ambitions were slowly coming into line with their natural predilections.

Cook. Clean. Be a good boy.

Elizabeth shook her head slightly.

Before this happened, she had to spend some time studying patriarchy and the tacit assumptions everyone learned as children, the same assumptions that helped restrict women. Now the boys were learning to think in domestic terms. They were learning that they needed to stay home, that they wanted to make cookies for their girlfriends, their wives, and their sisters. They learned that they should be quiet whenever a woman was speaking. It was actually very simple for them.

And they were happier for it.

Even if a boy wanted to be defiant or rude or overly aggressive, just a few words could fix that. He could wake up every day, and he could be told that he loved wearing a pink little dress. He could open his eyes and be reminded that he wanted to serve.

That’s all it took to reprogram him.

It was simple.

It was delightful.

Granted, some women still allowed their boyfriends or husbands or slaves a modicum of free thought. Of course, those were also the specifically sadistic women, the ones who loved watching the males in their life struggle. Those were the women who wanted to win again and again and again. They knew they couldn’t lose.

That’s what made the game so much fun. But the boys could continue to try, struggling through the futility of their enslavement.

Shaking her head, Elizabeth strolled down the hallway.

Before the changes came to Crystal Canyon, this facility had housed all of the boys’ athletic programs. Locker rooms, weight rooms, and gyms dominated all of the spaces. But those weren’t needed anymore. The male cheerleaders now worked out of the girls’ facility across the way (allowing the girls to watch, tease, and train those pretty boys whenever they liked). So this building had needed a new purpose…

Elizabeth continued down another hallway. She turned to the right. Up ahead, she saw more glass cases, only these were new. They had never been designed to house trophies or awards.

Her footsteps clicked along the tiled floor, and that’s when she came across the first subject.

Mounted to the left of the display case, a simple tablet glowed for her attention. She touched the screen, and biographical data appeared.

Christian Summers, age 21. Thoroughly trained. Enjoys giving massages and oral servitude. Can be effectively punished with spankings, and he is especially frightened of chastity. He is almost always horny, an eager stud who can bring you a great deal of pleasure.

Once she touched the tablet, a bright light went on, and she saw the movement from the corner of her eye.

Naked, Christian Summers stood in front of the glass. His small cell came equipped with a cot, a treadmill, and a tablet computer. Apparently, he had been a very good boy in order to earn that particular reward.

Glancing back at her own screen, Elizabeth saw the speaker button. If she pushed it, the microphone on his side of the glass would be turned on, enabling two-way communication.

His eyes drifted up toward her, only to widen with reflexive fear. He gulped, he looked down again, and he must have been hoping that she wouldn’t purchase him.

After all, he, like so many of the other young men in the city, had witnessed her standing in front of them when she first announced about their lives as independent humans had effectively come to an end.

Elizabeth smiled at him, not that he could see. He was doing a very good job of appearing to be completely timid, the kind of boy who really did know his place. Elizabeth wouldn’t have been surprised if he brought in a good price for the university. Yes, that’s how they were now funding so many of the classes. While the tuition rates for the boys had been raised, to reflect the fact that they really didn’t need an education at all, the prices for the girls had been dropped. To help make up the difference, some of the boys could be sold. The university would take a cut, and the remainder of the earnings would go to his owner.

Elizabeth walked away, smirking slightly as she wondered how long Christian would stay in that spot.

She walked by one glass case after another. Many of the boys immediately scrambled up. Some of them kneeled. Others stood.

Perhaps they needed a standardized position.

That was something to discuss with the head trainer.

As she walked along, Elizabeth did wonder exactly what these boys had done. For the most part, they were probably brothers and friends, the kinds of slaves that wouldn’t be particularly interesting. Obviously, the wives and girlfriends who still cared about their boys took them. Granted, Elizabeth was certain their relationships had changed, but that wasn’t any of her business.

Once she had inspected all of the filter cases, Elizabeth nodded to herself. Yes, this would definitely be a new business model. In fact, she had a meeting later that day to talk to some of the professors of economics. An entirely new society was going to have to be developed.

The entire world was about to change.

Of course, there is something else Elizabeth had to do first.

Satisfied with the containment facility, Elizabeth stepped back out into the spring air.

A warm breeze caressed her cheeks. Still holding her hands behind her back, she made her way across the campus. Along the way, she could hear people talking. A couple of college girls jogged past her. One of them said something about how she didn’t want to be late.

Elizabeth couldn’t help but smile at that. Obviously, the presentation wouldn’t start until she arrived.

Even so, it made sense. This was going to be a historical moment. Up ahead, Elizabeth spotted the long lines forming toward the front gates. Many of the women were alone, probably having decided to leave their slaves back at home. There were others, however, who had their boys on short leashes.

“Good,” Elizabeth whispered to herself, nodding contentedly.

Rather than try to use one of the main gates, Elizabeth turned to the right. This would take longer, but she could use one of the side entrances.

Of course, the event was going to be a few minutes late. She got back to the staff area, she sat down at the small desk, and one of the interns helped her with her makeup. This was going to be her speech for posterity. Not only that, the audience members would be able to see her up on the projectors.

Her stomach quivered with nerves. She had never been particularly eager to step into the public spotlight, but so much of changed in the last year. This was her life now. Although she wasn’t a politician, she knew that quite a few of the women in Crystal Canyon listened to her. Her endorsement for the next mayor would be significant.

In some ways, she was particularly grateful for the fact that she could be a public servant without actually having to deal with the politics. Then again, the politics had become a lot cleaner considering all of the men were gone. Sure, there were still occasional rumors, arguments, and hurt feelings, but it all seemed so much more sane to her. She no longer had to worry about what some guy would say or if someone would threaten her.

If Elizabeth ever worried about whether or not taking away free will from the men was the right thing to do, she only needed to go online. Just a few minutes on the right social media site would make it abundantly clear that most of the males out in the world really didn’t respect women.

Sure, they argued for false notions of “egalitarianism” but that was really just a way to mask the fact that they wanted to downplay what the women saw on a daily basis.

No. It was better this way. If they could simplify the population by turning half of them into slaves, then that would make the world a better place. Elizabeth was sure of it.

All of the studies made it abundantly clear. She continued to talk to several of her patients, and they all told her the same thing. They liked this. And even if they didn’t, they could always be retrained.

Once the interns finished with her makeup, Elizabeth checked her reflection. Her lips were a little bit darker, her cheeks a little bit more pale. But she looked good. Professional. She put her glasses on, and then she started to walk.

Distantly, she could hear one of the professors introduce her.

And that’s when Elizabeth stepped up onto the stage. Bright lights shined down on her despite the fact that it was still the middle of the day.

Lots of the college kids held out their phones, recording this. Professional camerawomen did the exact same thing.

And once she became visible, her image filled the projectors, and people started to clap. The women cheered.

Elizabeth noticed that most of the men didn’t do anything at all. They kept their eyes down. A few of them smiled. A few more of them clapped.

But really, they knew that they were there to be seen and not heard.

She stepped up to the podium, and she cleared her throat. “Thank you everyone for coming out today. It’s a beautiful day, and I think that’s a good sign. You see, we have been under quarantine officially now for more than a year. But that’s about to change.”

The psychologist paused, letting those words sink in.

“As many of you have heard, there have been debates about whether or not we should begin to spread the compound to the nearby cities. I’m pleased to announce, that the city Council has reached a decision. The chemicals that have rendered the boys of the city utterly docile will be exported. We already have allies in other cities who would like to adopt this new lifestyle.

Lifestyle. That made it sound like a new hobby. In reality, Elizabeth knew that they were discussing an entirely new world order. It was going to be amazing.

She smiled, looking out at the audience.

For just a couple of seconds, no one said anything. No one did anything.

But then one young woman, some girl who’s probably just fourteen or fifteen, started to clap. She whistled, and a cheer exploded out from the audience. It sounded like every woman in the entire city was screaming from that stadium. It was incredible, and Elizabeth had to try to get them to stop several times. After all, she had more to say.

“Thank you so much, everyone. Of course, it’s going to take a little while for the rest of the world to catch up with us. That’s why I encourage all of you to go out once the quarantine is officially lifted. Go out, talk to the women. Help them understand what’s going to happen. If you like, you could even bring your slaves with you. Keep them collared. Show the rest of the world what is about to happen. Will they be teased? Will it be humiliating for them? Probably, but that’s okay. They are just boys. If anything, this could be a learning opportunity for them.”

Another round of cheering erupted, and Elizabeth knew they had all made the right decision.

“Hey there, silly boy,” came a call from the front door. Olivia sauntered through the living room, and she found her naked, chastity locked slave on his knees. He was clutching his diploma. They had both graduated earlier that day, not that he had been allowed to walk in front of his friends. Everyone knew that the boys didn’t need to show off their marginal achievements. A degree for a boy felt a lot like giving a bicycle to a fish.

Theoretically, he was qualified for chemical engineering, mining, and several other occupations. Before the compound invaded his bloodstream, Jake would have been able to go get some fancy job. In a couple of years, he probably would have become a manager, and he would’ve been given every opportunity to be wealthy and powerful.

And he knew that he would have abused those privileges.

Between his good looks, his money, and his intelligence, he would have pleased, humiliated, and seduced as many women as possible.

He never would have respected any female.

Even if he had claimed to “fall in love,” there would never be genuine respect. It would always be a question of how he could use the girls in his life.

“What are you doing?” Olivia asked.

Jake looked up at her, and his eyes were wet. He wasn’t actually crying, but he didn’t know what to make of that piece of paper in his hand either. He kept staring at it like it didn’t make any sense.

“I’m not sure what I should feel.”

“Should I tell you what to feel?”

“If it would please you,” he said, sincere. She was his handler, his owner, and if she wanted him to be exuberant, then he had to be exuberant. If she wanted him to fear her, then the same thing was true. She could make him whatever she wanted because she was the woman in the house.

“Take a moment. Close your eyes. Think about what your life would have been like. If you could go to another world, one where you could still be that pompous jackass, would you do it?”

“No,” he said.

“Do you like being my slave?”

“I’m not supposed to,” he answered, his voice small as it trailed off.

“That’s not what I asked you,” Olivia replied gently. “I asked you if you like being my slave. It’s a very simple question. Stop, think about it, and tell me how you feel.”

“I like being your slave. I like belonging to you. I like the security it brings me. I don’t have to think. I’m just a boy. I’m just a dumb boy.”

She cupped his cheeks in her hands. Although she had already been out for quite some time partying with her friends, her eyes began to light up with something else. Jake looked at her, staring hard. He studied her gorgeous face, and something welled up inside of him. Gratitude. He was so thankful for his position. He knew that there was no way out of this, especially now. He was a slave. Because of the drugs they had already given him, he would always be a slave.

She leaned forward, and she kissed him gently. This time, it wasn’t possessive. On the contrary, their lips touched, and it felt like a different sort of connection altogether.

He lost himself to those easy sensations. All of his worries began to fade away. He started to lose himself to the warmth of electricity between their bodies.

His cock twitched against its plastic cage. He didn’t complain. He knew better than that. If she didn’t want to allow him the privilege of an orgasm, then he did not deserve one. It was as simple as that, so he was surprised when she took him by his hands and guided him back onto his feet.

“Do you want that diploma?”

Rather than answer, he quickly shook his head from side to side.

“Then you know what you should do with that,” she said.

Jake took that piece of paper between his fingers, he pressed it down, and then he ripped it. He destroyed his diploma, the symbol of all of his work. Everything he had learned became irrelevant. His first, second, and third years of college really didn’t mean anything. It was all about the fourth year, the one where he learned to be Olivia’s slave. The one where he learned his true place in life. Because that was the real gift of his subjugation. Unlike so many other men out in the world, Jake didn’t need to worry about who he was or where he belonged. The paper tore.

“It’s okay. Keep going,” she commanded. He took those first two pieces, he folded them, and he ripped them again. And again. And again. By the time he was done, there was little left but confetti.

The shredded remains rested there in the palms of his hands.

“Let them go,” she ordered.

He dropped the remains of his diploma to the floor.

“Good boy,” she said. “There’s my good slave.” She caressed his cheek again before taking him by the wrist. She tugged, pulling him along. For once, she didn’t use the leash.

Jake didn’t know what to expect as she took him back to her bedroom.

Holly stood at threshold to their room.

The threshold.

Always significant.

Always a good metaphor. This was the spot where things might change. This was the point where something new could happen. And there was her husband, Brent. He had on a black collar with white lace. It reminded her of something a French maid might wear. It amused her immensely.

“Hi there,” she said. “How’s my Brent?”

My Brent. Possessive. Commanding. Holly savored the words even as her heart thudded in her chest.

“I’m good,” he said, his eyes downcast. He seemed timid and subservient—just as a male should. “Eager.”

“Eager?” she asked. “What does that mean?”

“It means I want to serve you.”

“Good,” she said. All around the city men probably uttered those words. Of course, they didn’t have much choice. Holly doubted she was alone. After hearing the announcement that afternoon, she was ready to pounce on her boy. She held herself back…just barely. It was going to feel so good!

If she had to admit the truth, her slit was already wet. So wet. Heat swirled and danced in her body. The sight of her husband on his knees, back straight, head down, wrists crossed, turned her on like nothing else.

“Do you enjoy being a slave?”

“Yes…”

“Say it again.”

“Yes. Yes, I enjoy being your slave.”

“Good. Because you’re not getting away, Brent.” All across the city, wives and girlfriends, owners and handlers had conversations just like this one with their boys. Perhaps it was just the natural conclusion. The first step to a female controlled world had been taken.

Because they enjoyed tradition, Brent had carried his bride across the threshold. Now she stepped into their bedroom on her own, and she reached down, picking at his collar. She hooked one finger under that leather band, and she tugged, pulling her husband up onto his feet.

He was taller than her, sure. That didn’t mean anything, not anymore. She shoved him down onto the bed. She climbed on top of him. Her mouth came down against his chest. He was shaved, of course. At this point, she didn’t allow Brent to have any body hair. She liked knowing that her sweet husband was nice and smooth.

Her lips glided along his sternum. She tensed her teeth into his nipples. They hardened. He whimpered.

“Is someone enjoying being underneath me?”

“Yes,” he said quickly. “This is where I belong.”

“Smart boy,” she said.

To reward him, she slipped her hand down between his legs. Unlike so many other boys, Brent didn’t need to stay in chastity. Sure, the option always lingered as a possibility. Like all slaves, Brent feared the plastic tube and everything it symbolized: losing the last vestige of control over his body.

“Good,” she growled. She kissed him again as she scratched her teeth along the curve of his neck. She pulled back and looked down into his eyes. Somewhere inside, she still expected some sign of dominance from him. He was supposed to be the man, only he wasn’t. Not anymore.

She kissed him again. She closed her eyes. She groped him. With one hand, she stroked his cock, working him close to an orgasm. Then she let go. She moved her fingertips over his body. She scratched him with her other hand. Holly squeezed and manipulated him.

“Good boy,” she whispered again. “Such a good boy.”

This lasted for two, four, maybe six minutes. By this point, she was panting. They had already moved around on the bed, yet her heart kicked and her lungs pumped.

“Mine,” she growled, feral, eager. She took his cock, she pulled it upward, and then she lowered herself down. The heat and solidity of his body sent delicious shivers running through her skin. Each one boomeranged along her nerves. Electric ecstasy surged through her.

Yes!

“Mine!” she growled again as she moved up and down.

But this wasn’t quite enough. “Cross your wrists over your head. You know, like a damsel in distress.” He did. Holly couldn’t tell if he obeyed because of chemistry or by choice. It didn’t matter; Holly didn’t care.

She had her man, and he’d be her slave. What else did she need to worry about?

Grinning, she watched as he crossed his wrists. Her pussy was already so slick as she slid forward and back, up and down. She rubbed against him, savoring the friction of her body against his. That same ecstasy roiled through her, hotter, faster, this volcanic storm of unrestrained energy!

“Can I come?” her husband requested.

At first, she didn’t recognize those words. He was so quiet, so adorably subservient. But then she registered those words, and her pussy clenched. “Yes!” she cried out as he started to groan, he thrust up into her. The nova of pleasure wiped away all other thought. Everything turned into desire fulfilled.

His shaft pulsated as she rode him. She moved without thinking. Maybe she breathed. Her heart kept pounding, thudding in its cage. The world faded away into that need, that desire, that primal perfection.

And then it started to fade away. She pulled herself off of her husband. She dropped down beside him, and he cuddled up against her. Although she didn’t say anything, he placed his head against her shoulder, and she started to pet him.

“You feel really good,” Holly said to her collared boy.

“You feel really good too,” he agreed as his eyes drifted lower. She kept petting him as she looked up at the ceiling, content with this new world.

Olivia still held his hand. She seemed to float a step or two ahead of him.

Jake felt small. He felt powerless. He didn’t know if he was supposed to like this or not. Those sorts of questions seemed utterly irrelevant. He belonged there. As he followed his handler, he couldn’t help but admire way the light played off of her golden tresses. He drank in her silhouette. Just being close to her felt like a gift.

She let go of his hand. The warmth dissipated from his wrist.

Turning around, Olivia leaned against the edge of her bed.

Although she didn’t issue a command, he got down on his knees anyway. It seemed like the right thing to do

“You like it down there, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Something’s different. What’s changed?”

Jake licked his bottom lip. It was a quick, frightened little movement. After his last run-in with Male Control, Jake didn’t ever want to get in trouble again. He knew that if he tried to hide something from Olivia, he would be in trouble. He blinked once, he lowered his head again, and he told the truth, “I’m in love with my handler.”

“Say that again. Be specific.”

Although she forced him to obey, he nonetheless gave her exactly what she desired. “I’m in love with you, Olivia. I have been for a long time. You are smart, you are beautiful, and you are so much better than me. I’m so, so lucky that you chose me as your slave.”

Olivia realized something. The world blurred around her, and her eyes were watering.

She pulled him close, she held him tight, possessive.

“Be quiet,” she commanded. That’s when he started to get nervous all over again. His heart pounded, and adrenaline flashed through his skin. He could feel it in his feet, in his hands. The animal part of his psyche cried out for him to try to run off, but there was nowhere to go. He was already exactly where he needed to be.

As his lids closed, she leaned it down, and she kissed her slave. She ran her fingers through his hair, holding him tight.

Only seconds later, she pulled him up onto the bed, and she forced him down onto his back. She grabbed the straps. She looped them around his wrists and his ankles.

Pulling away, she smiled down at him. She touched one finger to his lips. He had already been forced into silence, but she liked touching him this way. There was something so soft and so easy about that gentle control. Olivia started to realize that she really liked this, not just owning him, but also being able to be soft but firm.

“I love you too, Jake. You’ve always been an infuriating bastard, but I think you really have what it takes to be sweet for me. Is that right?”

He couldn’t speak, but he still ached to communicate with his handler. He swallowed, feeling the tension of the collar around his neck and he nodded his head down and up. Those quick little movements always seemed so frightened, so adorable. She patted him on the head, and she kissed him again. She bit into his lower lip. She toyed with him, and he started to groan.

“Should I let you out of your chastity cage?” Asked Olivia.

“Please, do whatever you want with me,” he said.

“You know, if I let you have an orgasm, you might start to get spoiled.”

“Maybe,” he allowed. “But I really don’t think that’s ever going to happen again.”

Olivia raised an eyebrow. Oh? What makes you say that? Why are you so sure, pretty boy of mine?”

He swallowed again. He was nervous. He couldn’t help himself. This woman owned him; she controlled him. One misstep, and she could punish him. This was his life now, his newfound existence. And there was no way out. Even without the collar or the leash, he would always be bound to this girl.

“I don’t think I will get spoiled because I have finally figured out where I belong. I know I’m yours. I know I’m yours, and I’m grateful. I meant everything I said to the Male Control woman.”

A big smile blossomed along Olivia’s lips. “I always knew you could be a good guy. You just had to be knocked down a few notches.”

“Demoted to slave?”

“Something like that,” Olivia allowed.

If Jake wished to say something else, he didn’t get the opportunity because his owner started to kiss him again. He had such perfect lips. She loved the warmth and solidity of his body, the way he felt all naked and helpless beneath her.

“Struggle for me,” she said, withdrawing just a little bit. She kneeled between his legs. With his arms and legs spread, he couldn’t get away, yet he still tugged and pulled against those bonds.

All the while, his handler enjoyed the show. He started to struggle even harder as he watched her pull off her blouse and her skirt, her socks, even her bra and panties. Soon Olivia was completely naked in front of him, and his cock ached so badly! It struggled so desperately to get free of the chastity cage, but there was no way his manhood would ever be able to tear free from that industrial plastic.

Olivia watched as little droplets of his excitement dribbled down the tip of his shaft. She chuckled again, enjoying the show.

He looked tired, but Jake didn’t give up. He kept pulling and twisting, straining his muscles as he worked for some semblance of freedom from those bonds.

“Service me,” she ordered.

She positioned herself above his face. She straddled his cheeks, and he could feel her ankles along his shoulders. She lowered herself down, and soon his entire world became her opening. He licked, sliding his tongue up and down her pussy. She was already wet. He didn’t know if it was his confession or something else. It didn’t really matter. He licked and swiped, servicing her. He gave her everything he possessed, even as his tongue started to tire and his jaw began to ache.

Pretty soon, she cried out. He recognized the sound of her orgasm.

“Ask nicely.”

“Please, would you have sex with me?”

“Good boy,” she said. She slid off of the bed, and Jake didn’t know if this was some sort of bluff. It would be easy for her to simply walk away. And if she did, that would be her prerogative. This was her decision. His body belonged to her, so she didn’t want to give him an orgasm, then that was her right.

Instead, she opened up one of the bedroom drawers, and she came back with a tiny, Golden Key. She used it on the padlock holding his chastity cage in place. She slid it in slowly. She turned it just a tiny bit. The lock popped open, and she pulled it away. Next, she slipped the chastity cage off of his penis. Less than a blink later, his cock hardened. He groaned, grateful for the erection.

That was his life now; he had to be grateful for even a taste of physical arousal.

But he wasn’t about to complain. Oh no, he was a very grateful boy.

She stroked him lightly. He shivered. Clearly, that was almost enough to make him climax. Fortunately for both of them, Olivia simply said, “Don’t come yet.”

That was enough to make his body freeze up. Even though virtually every nerve in his body cried out for that primal release, he wasn’t going to get it, not yet.

“I’m going to ride you. But as I do so, I want you to think about something. I want to know if you can promise yourself to me. Not because you have to, not because the girls have already taken over, but because you want to be my slave. Can you do that for me?”

He nodded again.

“Good,” she replied. Olivia mounted him. She rode him. She took his cock, and she slid it up into her pussy. It felt so good, but she kept her eyes on him as she started to move forward and back, slowly.

Jake saw this as another opportunity. He knew that he had a chance to defy her. And if he did, maybe she would let him go. Maybe she would give him some semblance of freedom. At the very least, she would always know that she hadn’t broken him.

But he didn’t want to be independent, not anymore. He didn’t want his freedom or any of those so-called “rights.”

It was better to be a slave, to belong to this beautiful girl.

She rode him, gliding forward and back, the walls of her pussy tightening around his erection.

“I promise, I’m always going to be your slave. I’m always going to be your boy.”

“You can come,” she said. That’s when he lost himself.

He could feel it, the explosion of desire culminating through his body. Hot arousal overwhelmed him. At the same time, she savored the heat and solidity of his erection. She enjoyed her own orgasm, but it wasn’t the kind of experience that could wipe away all conscious thought. Instead, she kept watching him, studying him. She knew that he had told the truth.

As he finished, she pulled away, and she looked down at her slave once more.

“I love you,” he said again, his eyes drifting down.

“I know you do,” she replied.

“Thank you. Thank you for showing me where I belong.”

For once, Olivia didn’t have to wonder if he was telling the truth.

“Good boy.” She patted him on the head. She placed her head against his shoulder, and he wanted to stroke her, but he couldn’t, not with his hands bound. Within a few heartbeats, she closed her eyes, and she started to drift off to sleep. For his part, Jake tried not to move. He didn’t want to disturb her.

The End
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