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One

Todd didn't so much as walk as strut; arms loose at his sides, broad shoulders relaxed, head up – eyes zeroing in on any hot girl that happened to cross his path. And there were plenty of those at Calto University. He crossed the main square, looking, leering, evaluating.

"Great game Saturday," said a male student shifting his focus. The boy held up a hand.

Todd hi-fived him, but didn't stop to talk. As far as he was concerned if it didn't have a pussy or wasn't on the team, then it wasn't relevant. A couple of first year girls came out the main arts building. Todd looked and leered, a hint of a smile at his lips. They smiled back before looking away shyly as they passed. Todd swung around, walking backwards focused on their tight little behinds. He pursed his lips; eyes narrowed, moaned a little moan. Nice, very nice.

Life was just too good.

The emergency exit doors of the sports hall were swung wide open. Todd sauntered on through. A dozen members of the cheerleading squad were in full practice; eight girls, four guys. Guys Todd generally thought were losers, an embarrassment to his gender – but standing there now as they tossed and flipped and more or less pawed all over the girls, he began to think maybe they weren't so dumb after all.

After the cheer came to an end, the girl that had had Todd's attention in the main skipped on over all olive skin and almond eyes, and shimmery black hair. The outfit was shimmery too; red and white with a little V shaped cut at the side of the skirt.

"Thought I'd come see how practice was going," said Todd.

Ava placed her palms flat on his chest, gave him a quick peck. "Aw, you're sweet."

Todd held her close, hands either side of a slim waist. "How about we catch a movie tonight? My place," he said with a flick of his eyebrows making zero attempt to disguise the underlying meaning. And why should he? He was star quarterback of the team. He was Todd Mellick for Gods sake. And he didn't wanna watch no movie. In his mind movie was code for fuck. In his mind he was being polite. If he was being honest, if he was being blunt, he was asking her round to fuck – he was telling her to have that pussy shaved and be ready. All he needed to know was she up for it, 'the Movie.'

"Sure," said Ava.

He hadn't expected anything less. These cheerleaders idolised him. They were like an extension of the team, only much much lower ranking members. To get with him was like reaching the top of the pyramid, the pinnacle – that's genuinely how he saw it. And so all he had to do was string her along a bit, tell her what she wanted to hear, make an appearance like he was now in front of her gawping cohort. It really was that simple. Girls really are so easy.

His hands slid down from that slim waist to smooth thighs, then started to rise. Before they could get any higher, Ava pushed herself clear. "Gotta get back to things," she said spinning back around.

Todd watched her go. God, the things he was going to do to that girl.

The spring sunshine was beginning to carry a little bit of heat. It felt good. Todd made his way across campus looking, leering, evaluating; only averting his eyes when he saw a girl he'd already conquered, already used, already had his fun with. A girl he definitely didn't want to engage in conversation knowing full well she'd want an explanation: Why had things ended so abruptly? Why hadn't he messaged her back?

Pleeease, just move on already.

The library was a long rectangular building with three stories of floor to ceiling glass windows. Up until a month ago, Todd had scarcely been inside it (he was on a sports scholarship – his business course just a fall back – what did he need books for?). But then he'd seen her walking through campus. She had light brown hair and dark rimmed glasses, and the whole sexy bookish thing going on. And he knew right there and then he had to have her.

Todd made short work of the stairs up to the third floor. He looked along one aisle, then another, and another. At the fourth he found her. She had that trolley of books beside her, was crouching then reaching up as she returned books to the shelves. That light brown hair drawn sleekly into a ponytail as usual, that pleated grey skirt falling below her knees, that white blouse straining. Todd sneaked up and grabbed her at the waist. She gave a delightful little yip as she jumped back. He pulled her to him again.

"Todd, I've told you about that," said Rebecca, sounding genuinely irritated.

He knew it was a front, everything about this girl was a front. She studied something like economics, something dry. But under that veneer of respectability she was a freak. He just knew it. He didn't have anything to explicitly base that on of course, not yet, but he was sure of it.

She'd palmed him off for weeks. He'd spent hours pretending to care about some sodding business book. Then one day he'd brushed up against her, reached out a hand, taken a chance. She'd almost kissed his face off. He wondered what else would happen when he loosened her up a bit. And the funniest part was all he had to do was play the bad boy. Girls really were so easy, so dumb. You just had to work them out, press the right buttons.

"How about we catch a movie sometime? My place…or yours. Wherever."

Todd still held her by the waist. She had two thick books held up in both hands – she tried to shimmy him off. "Todd, would you please let go of me." Her voice didn't rise much above a whisper.

Todd looked at her with a smile. He knew she didn't mean that, not really, and so he held on. With a flouncy sigh she spun around and began placing the books in their rightful place on the shelves. Todd looked left then right along the aisle to check they were out of sight. Coast clear, he let go of her waist and quickly palmed up the hem of her pleated skirt, then slapped two palms onto her juicy behind, and grasped. There was a pant and a gasp before Rebecca swung round slapping his hands away. The contours of her cheeks had flushed a little, she was breathing heavily, she looked annoyed, really annoyed. Todd wondered what she was going to do, slap him maybe?

But she didn't, she seemed to gather herself, then asked, "When?"

"Tomorrow," said Todd.

"Fine." She reached down to the trolley for another book, but Todd grabbed her wrist, hard. He was all set to move in on her, get that kiss he wanted, when his phone buzzed. He took it from his pocket, looked down at the message.

Lecture hall's free. How about we make that fantasy a reality.

The message was followed by an emoji of an aubergine and three kisses. It was from Mandy, his latest pet project.

"Something important?" asked Rebecca.

Todd reread the message, unable to stop a wide grin spreading across his face. "Not really, just footy stuff," he said already on the move again. "Till tomorrow," he called back to Rebecca, almost as an afterthought.

Todd raced across campus. And he wasn't looking or scanning now – he was staring point blank ahead. The late afternoon sun had slid across the sky, its heat still pleasant, but again, Todd wasn't thinking about that now.

He sprinted up a walkway almost knocking a fat kid out the way. Outside the main English department barely registered the large gathering of girls off to the side. He hurried on inside and only then, with the lecture hall to his left, did he stop and breathe and gather himself. Only then did he consider the possibility that this could be a trick, a setup – someone having fun at his expense. Maybe someone had got hold of her phone. Maybe someone was watching him right now, laughing.

He glanced around the foyer – saw nothing suspicious, looked back to the doors of the lecture hall. He licked two fingers on each hand, brushed them through spiky hair, took a deep breath, then pushed on inside.

Only the dim backlights of the lecture hall were on, and it took a moment for his eyes to adjust. He looked down to the empty stage at the front, then scanned across the main body of seats to his right – all empty. He bit his lower lip, was on the cusp of swearing, thinking he'd have to go back out and most probably be laughed at, when a voice to his left spoke.

"Hello tiger." Mandy sat on the back row of the lesser number of seats that ran against the left side of the room. She was wearing a red cardigan and white shirt with a little navy bow. She wore a pleated tartan skirt, white knee high socks, black buckled shoes. And everything, everything was at least three sizes too small.

"Well, nothing to say?"

"I er, I…"

Mandy was blonde, blue eyed and beautiful, quite possibly the most beautiful girl Todd had ever seen. And here she was dressed up like a little schoolgirl, like the fantasy he'd happened to share when he was making his move on her.

She smiled, got up, came towards him. Todd gulped. She came close, still looking into his eyes reached out and locked the lecture hall door – blonde hair swishing, strode on down the sloping walkway that led to the low stage at the front of the room. Todd was drawn in her wake, staring at those toned tanned legs, staring at that skirt that barely covered the white panties riding up her butt crack.

Life was just too good.

Mandy was a sorority girl, queen bee of Alpha Phi or some such house. It made it all the more delicious as far as Todd was concerned – this leader of females, all dressed up for him like this! The thought of taking out his phone and capturing her like that, flashed through his mind – too late.

She backed up against the lectern stand, made him come to her. No problem. He clasped hands onto her waist, ran them down to her upper things, then back up to those butt cheeks.

"Wait!" She hushed him with a finger at his lips, spun out of his grasp.

He turned to her naturally – predatory.

"Hands behind your back," she said playfully, confidently, not a hint that all her plans would be ruined if he disobeyed this one simple command.

Kinky thought Todd. Fair enough. It didn't matter to him how he fucked her – hands behind his back or not – just so long as he fucked her, hard and rough.

"And shut your eyes," she added.

At this Todd hesitated a little. But Mandy simply unbuttoned her red cardigan and flung it aside. Said again, "Shut your eyes."

And so he did.

The smooth plasticy feel brushing his wrists didn't feel like much; it was barely perceptible. If it had been the cool hard metal of handcuffs, he'd have been alarmed. But this didn't feel dangerous. Even with his eyes closed he was still thinking about Mandy, how hard he was going to fuck her. Then the cable ties suddenly tightened. And things changed in an instant.


Two

Mandy walked behind Todd and picked up her notes from the boxy compartment in the back of the lectern stand. She placed them atop it, gave them a cursory glance. Todd was talking. "Mandy? Mandy? Where are you? Hey…"

He was trying to turn his head, but couldn't, not all the way around. He sounded confused, not angry, not yet. Mandy looked down at the small box in the back of the stand. It held the key to everything. She smiled. She was tired of frat boy losers. She wanted a proper challenge. And besides, Todd deserved it. Treating her sorority sisters like dirt, treating women like dirt. Oh, he had it coming all right. The fact he was cute was just an added bonus.

Ignoring his increasingly frustrated voice she picked up some clothes hidden in the hollow of the stand and turned. She took off the tight shirt and ridiculously skimpy skirt, and those socks. She slid into a modest sleeveless navy blue dress, replaced the girly shoes with polished black heels. By the time she'd changed, Todd's tone had also changed. "Mandy, get me out of this thing…Mandy!"

His restraints were tied to a metal chain that was itself looped around a groove in the lectern. And the lectern was solid wood basically built into the stage, so he was going nowhere.

"Shush," said Mandy from behind him.

"What are you doing?" he asked with perplexed irritation.

She didn't want to give him anything, not yet. But she was growing tired of his voice. And so she lifted the red ball gag – slotting it into his mouth from behind –taking him by surprise. She fastened the straps, tightly. She could only imagine his expression; wide eyed she presumed. When she'd done this, she dropped a black silk hood over his head and appreciated the still sweet silence as she cast another cursory glance over her notes.

He was struggling in vain when she strode up the walkway and switched on the main lights brightly lighting the large room. Perfect she thought, a shiver of anticipation quickening her pulse as she looked down at helpless Todd. She smiled, unlocked the doors, and returned to her spot behind the lectern.

What the fuck? What the hell does she think she's doing?

Todd gritted his teeth against the ball gag as he continued to struggle against the cable ties. He was strong – when not training practically lived in the gym – was sure he could break free. But no. Finally he admitted defeat. Yet the anger kept on bubbling. Mandy was dead meat. As soon as he was out of these restraints, he was stuffing the ball gag in her mouth and marching her around campus in that slutty schoolgirl outfit. He'd show the world what a conniving two-faced bitch she was all right.

It never occurred to Todd that ninety percent of the girls he'd ever slept with he'd connived, weaseled and tricked into bed. But why should it? He was Todd Mellick, star quarterback. Girls were there for his amusement, his entertainment. If they were dumb, stupid and easy to manipulate (as most were to his mind) that was their problem.

Through the blindfold Todd could make out shadowy darkness but little else. He didn't know exactly where Mandy was, but sensed nearby. When the sound of voices came from the back of the room he widened his jaw and tried to call out, but the ball gag snapped straight back into place. Still he thought his ordeal must be over soon; someone would come to his aide. But nothing, nobody. He turned his head to the noise. There were footsteps and more voices, and then more footsteps, more voices. The room was filling. And it was female voices, most definitely female voices. There were some giggles, but soon they were lost to the gossipy hum that pervaded the hall.

Why the hell aren't they helping me? What the fuck is going on?

"I think that's everybody," said the slim redhead.

Mandy cast a glance over the full hall then told the redhead to go lock the door. A minute later, after her sorority sister had taken her seat, Mandy stepped from behind the lectern.

"Thank you for coming ladies," she said hushing the gossipy crowd. "Today I'll be speaking about male entitlement and its corrosive effect on campus life. Not only that, I'll be putting into practice a solution to what I perceive as a very real problem. And I believe I've got the ideal volunteer." A side glance at Todd brought a little smile to one side of her mouth. She couldn't help it. "But we'll get to that later. First off, I'd like to try a little experiment. I'd like you to raise your hand if any of the following apply." Mandy glanced down at her little note cards and read. "Have you ever been groped or touched unwantedly by a male student?"

A couple of hands tentatively went up, then a couple more, then slowly more still until about one third of the audiences arms were raised.

"Keep them up," Mandy continued. "Ever had a male student make an advance and then turn nasty when you rebutted that advance." Another swathe of arms were raised. "Or any of you that have had a male student coerce you into a sexual act that you've regretted later."

More arms were raised. In fact, across the hall, there wasn't a single girl left who didn't have her arm up. Mandy paused a moment, let that sink in. "Thank you ladies." The girls lowered their arms.

"Why is that? Why is it that male students think it's acceptable to go around harassing, groping, treating girls like trash? Why has this become the norm for so many boys? Entitlement. En-titlement.

"These boys do it because they can. No repercussions. They're just young, apparently sowing their wild oats…having fun. Say us girls should be less sensitive, that we should brush off their behaviour as boys just being boys." A disgruntled murmur from the audience acknowledged the trueness of Mandy's words. "Well I believe its toxic, corrosive, and sets a pattern for life. I think its time we sent the boys a message. I think it's time we girls had a little fun."

Mandy stepped to Todd and lifted the hood. He looked out at the girls wild eyed – gag covered in his own drool. Red in the face he tensed, and for a split second Mandy thought he might actually rip himself free. But he didn't. Couldn't. And he visibly sagged at the realisation.

"Todd Mellick. Star football player, big man on campus, all round cad," mocked Mandy. "I'm pretty sure you all know Todd. A little too well if some of those faces are to go by. Todd here," she said, leaning an elbow up on his shoulder. "Is the very embodiment of everything I've just been talking about. How many girls in here have you duped into sleeping with you, then tossed aside when it's suited you?"

Those wild eyes darted around the hall. "Are you going to be a good boy if I take that ball gag off," whispered Mandy an octave lower. "No hissy fits?"

He stared at her directly, eyes bulging.

Mandy pushed off his shoulder, addressed the audience. "Ladies, I think it's only fair Todd has a chance to defend himself."

"Why bother, we know he's a jerk," someone cried out causing a smattering of snickers.

Mandy nonetheless went behind him and, reaching over the lectern stand, unfastened the ball gag. Barely had it slid from his lips than that muffled anger erupted.

"You're dead Mandy," he seethed. "Fucking dead. By the time I'm finished with you, you won't be able to walk straight." He looked to the audience, to Ava, who he'd already spotted. "Ava, get down here and get me out of these things. Now!" he growled.

A girl with a pixie cut and the same cheerleader uniform as Ava, whispered something in her friends ear and the two girls giggled. Todd glowered at them, seething, then turned his attention to spectacled Rebecca a few rows behind. "Rebecca, end this bullshit."

The demure girl in the long pleated grey dress and white blouse stared down at her nails.

"They're not going to help you," said Mandy. "Nobody is."

"Bitch, I swear you're going to pay for this," Todd hissed.

Mandy stepped behind him and he tried to swivel his head, but couldn't see her, couldn't see what she was reaching for. Mandy returned to his side, hands behind her back.

"Let…me…go!" Todd seethed, kicking out like an impudent child.

Mandy moved out of range, watched until he'd settled then stepped to him and grabbing the side of his t-shirt, brought forward the scissors. For the first time she saw a hint of trepidation in Todd's eyes, and it turned her on. He tried to squirm away but that only made things easier. With four big slices into his t-shirt, she ripped it free from his body.

Todd had the strong core, the ripped physique you'd expect from a gym monkey.

And the girls lapped it up. There were nods of approval, smirks exchanged, whistles and whoops more akin to a strip show than a lecture theatre. For his part Todd was stunned to silence. Too late it was dawning just how humiliating this could get.

Mandy tossed aside his sliced t-shirt, dangling the scissors between fingers looked to him. "Back to our subject, male entitlement. I take it you don't agree."

Despite his predicament, Todd couldn't stop the laughter bubbling to the surface. "It's bullshit," he said through snorts of derision. "You girls all dress like sluts and then complain when we stick it to you…" Almost before the words had passed his lips he knew they were a mistake.

There was a palpable groan from the audience, a frosty glare from Mandy. That was until she stepped forward with the scissors again. Hacking into his tracksuit pants with long sweeping cuts. Todd didn't dare move for fear of any accident. She made light work of the soft fabric.

Soon enough, Todd stood in just his boxer briefs and trainers (no socks); pretty funny to the girls who now leaned forward, bright eyed and beaming, not a single one doubting what would be cut next.

As Mandy tossed what remained of Todd's tracksuit pants, his phone fell from the pocket. Todd didn't pay her much attention as she picked it up, but he remained quiet – it was finally hitting home who had the power, in his mind for now at least.

Mandy looked down at the phone. "What's the code?"

Yeah right, like he'd tell her that. He sneered at her.

"117…864," a voice called out, Rebecca's voice.

Todd's sneer changed to astonishment.

He really shouldn't have been so surprised. It hadn't taken much to spy him tap the code in. He certainly wasn't reading books in the library all that time.

Mandy gave him a triumphant smile then dabbed in the passcode.

"Whatever's on there's private," snapped Todd.

She ignored him and went straight to his pictures. There was a file labeled sluts.

"Now what do we have here."

Todd grimaced.

In the file there was female student after female student, mostly naked, mostly explicit. There was even an upskirt of Mandy. "Were any of these pics consensual?" she asked him.

Todd did the one thing that was in his control; remained button lipped. Besides, he didn't have to answer to this bitch.

Mandy shook her head, opened up his browser and went straight to history. Ninety percent of it was porn. And it was nasty. Gangbanged women, flogged women, women with ejaculate spurting onto their faces.

"Do you get off on women being humiliated?" asked Mandy.

A sneer, no answer.

"I said stop, I asked him to stop," a voice suddenly shouted from the back of the hall.

Mandy stepped forward to the edge of the low stage. "What's your name?"

"Lucy," said the girl. She had caramel hair, soft pretty features.

"And what did he do to you, Lucy?"

You could have heard a pin drop. The atmosphere suddenly felt heavy.

"He tied me up. I was drunk. He said I was his plaything. I said stop."

Mandy turned to Todd. "Is that true?"

His lips stayed sealed. She moved forward, prodded him gently with the scissors. Asked again, "Is it true?"

"No," he lied.

"I don't believe you."

"I…don't…give…a…fuck," he spat back.

"Take down his underwear," shouted a girl in the audience.

"Strip him," shouted another.

Oh, they were baying for blood now. A slow handclap boomed out. These girls had made up their mind and they knew what they wanted. Mandy handed the phone to the redhead in the front row, then strode purposefully back to Todd. She curled a finger into the waistband of his briefs, snapped them back to his body.

"Don't do this," he said in a barely audible whisper.

"Louder," said Mandy. "Beg."

He wouldn't give her that satisfaction, no way would he beg to a dumb girl.

"I'll give you one last chance," said Mandy. "Apologise to Lucy and all the girls you've taken advantage of."

Again, he wouldn't give her that satisfaction.

"Dumb boy," said Mandy pinching his briefs forward, bringing down the scissors.


Three

The laughter, the catcalls, the whistles rang out for a good full minute. He still had on his black trainers, but may as well not have done for all he was showing. Todd was utterly exposed, his unhooded manhood on full display, all of it subject to the girls and their lascivious gaze.

"Thanks for trimming for me," Mandy whispered in his ear.

He didn't look at her, yet knew, just knew she was smirking.

She gave it another minute, until the noise began to dampen down before speaking again. "You're going to be our guinea pig, we're going to conduct an experiment, we're going to see how long it takes to turn the big strong boy into our little bitch."

The word cut deep for someone like Todd who'd only ever associated it with a female. Yet he scoffed and found his voice. After all, it was the one thing he had to restore some pride. Yes, they could laugh and whistle and call him names, but he'd show them he was stronger than them, in both body and mind. "Yeah, and how'd you plan to do that?"

Mandy disappeared behind him and he suddenly grew nervous. When she returned she held a small box, like something that might contain a necklace or some other fancy piece of jewellery. She walked to the front of the stage with it, looked out at her audience. "Entitlement…"

Todd glanced at her, anger still coursing through his body. Yet there was also a certain curiosity. How in the hell did she think he was going to do anything she said after this. Once out of these restraints her humiliation was going to be ten times, hell one hundred times worse. He thought of the team and one of those gangbang movies on his phone. He'd make her put that slutty schoolgirl outfit back on. Then they'd do it. All eleven of them. Plus reserves. One at a time. Or maybe two.

"Male entitlement," said Mandy. "I think we all agree Todd's the perfect example of its corrosive, toxic effect. Well, I think its time we made an example of him, took away some of that entitlement."

"Oh yeah, good look with that," he scoffed, almost laughing.

She hoped he'd say something like that. She turned and walked over to him, out of range of those legs, opened the box – dangled its contents from a finger for everyone to see. The male chastity device was stainless steel, shiny and gleaming under the stage lights. She watched as his expression transformed – as that smug sneer fell, as he looked at her with utter incomprehension.

She had to pause a beat as the warm heat tickled her most sensitive nerve endings. Maybe she'd have a hot bath tonight, with scented candles and bubble bath and get herself off. Maybe she'd just have one of the dumb frat boys do it – with his tongue.

A frisson of something now filled the room. Anticipation. Excitement. Arousal.

"What do say ladies," said Mandy looking to her audience.

"Lock him up, lock him up," they chanted.

Todd was lifting a leg now, shielding his crotch. "Just try, just fucking try and put that thing on me," he growled.

Mandy looked to the back of the audience. "I think I need a volunteer for this. Lucy, would you come down here please."

The girl practically ran down the sloping walkway. Mandy passed her the scissors and guided her hand towards Todd. He didn't kick out, and dropped his leg at sight of the sharp blade coming near him.

"There, right there," said Mandy bringing the scissors to within an inch of his crotch.

Todd looked down at the caramel haired girl. The girl he'd tied up then pumped and pumped like his own private sex doll. He gulped nervously.

With Todd stilled Mandy made quick work of looping the metal ring around his balls, sliding his penis into place behind the caged bars, clipping it all together and snapping shut the mini metal padlock that made escape impossible.

There was giggling in the audience, almost hysterical giggling. Some girls had a hand covering their mouths, a look of  'oh my God.' But as one of them had said, Todd was a jerk, he deserved this and more. Perhaps that why there was nothing other than a raucous round of applause at the click of that padlock.

"Perfect fit," said Mandy, wiggling the whole device.

Todd had his eyes closed now – a pained grimace tightened his features. Maybe he was counting down the seconds until this was all over. Maybe the humiliation was sinking in. But Mandy wasn't done. After taking the scissors from Lucy, and sending her back to her seat, she took the phone from the grinning redhead.

"How about we add some photos to your collection." Todd twisted away, lifted a leg, shut his eyes as if that meant anything. "Oh don't go shy on me now," said Mandy hopping around him.

It was then that she had an idea. She reached round behind the lectern, drew out the piece of pleated tartan that passed for a skirt. She pressed a finger to her lips, signalling to the girls not to give anything away as she snuck up on Todd. With one audacious movement she squeezed it around his waist, somehow managed to button it. Now the laughter was hysterical.

Todd opened his eyes and glanced down at the pleated fabric. It looked more like a thick belt than a skirt, pinched around his waist, his chastity still very much visible beneath. Mandy got the money shot just in time, before the button pinged off and the flimsy skirt fell to the wayside. Todd looked to her fuming, nostrils flaring, a big vein pulsing at his neck. Mandy smiled back. But even then in his rage, he still had his little fantasy. Still thought that as soon as he was untied he would get his phone, delete those pictures, make these girls pay, big time.

But then Mandy did something smart. Real smart. She passed the phone to the redhead, told her to go and upload the pictures to the cloud. "Locked solid, nice and safe," as she put it. Todd watched as his phone, in the redhead’s hand, went on up the walkway. She unlocked the door, and she and it disappeared on out.

Mandy saw the look of dismay on his face, and had to tense to stop her thrumming arousal from spilling into something more. She had him. "Aw, you didn't think you were getting that back, did you?"

"Mandy, I swear to God—"

"What? You'll fuck me? Oh, you won't be fucking anyone for a long while." She spun on low heels, looked to the audience. "We gather back here in six weeks. By then we'll have a clear picture of how our little experiments played out. We'll of seen just what happens when you take away some of that male entitlement. Too long have we been let down by the authorities, well we're the authority now."

The talk ended with a loud standing ovation, more whoops and wolf whistles. A watcher was put on the door, unlocking it then relocking it as some of the girls began to slowly filter out. Others came down to the stage for a better look, some, the more adventurous, pinched a nipple, ran a hand over chiselled abs – until he growled and threatened to kick them back. Some retreated and left, others came forward again for another close look. It wasn't everyday that you had star quarterback Todd Mellick tied up and stripped naked in chastity. Heck, it wasn't any day.

When the last of the students had left, Ava locked the door and walked down to Mandy and Rebecca below.

"So you three planned this, well played." Todd spoke calmly – there was almost the flicker of a smile on his tight lips. That's because he was thinking of revenge. "You know you're finished, done. That I'm going to rain the biggest shit storm down on all three of you. It's game on."

"The silly boy still doesn't get it," said Mandy, momentarily glancing left then right at a more pensive looking Ava and Rebecca. "You're going to be doing what we want. We're going to put you on rotation."

"The hell you are!" To Todd, the idea that they'd have some kind of hold over him was delusional. He was smarter than them; he was a boy. He'd figure something out, then have his fun. Everything was on the table now.

"Are you going to be a good boy now if I release you?" asked Mandy.

Todd grinned, imaging all the delicious things he was going to do to them.

"You should know that chastity of yours has only one key," said Mandy, "and I'm the one person who knows where it is – you so much as lay a fingertip on me you'll never see it. You touch these two and the world sees you in your schoolgirl outfit. Clear?"

"Crystal," he snarled.

Mandy reached behind him and released him from the ties. It really took some restraint not to do something right there. But he wasn't insane, he knew if those pictures got out he was finished, finished.

"What am I supposed to wear?" His shredded clothes had been taken by some of the girls, possibly as mementos.

Mandy hitched up her skirt, reached up below the hem and pulled her sodden white panties to her ankles. She stepped out of them, dangled them to Todd.

"Come on girls."

He watched stunned as all three of them walked on up the walkway. The door was unlocked and they stepped on out.

Todd followed a few minutes later. Except he was running of course. In the foyer there was a ladies high-pitched scream behind him. He didn't look back. Outside the sun had dipped below the horizon and the cool blue light of early evening had descended. Much to Todd's relief, the campus had emptied. He found the quickest route from it. There were a few more shrieks, some shouting from afar, but no phones, no more pictures thank God.

From there he took the back streets. And he ran, boy oh boy he ran – legs whirring, those cotton white panties sodden through with her juices riding further up his butt crack with every stride.


Four

What the hell was this thing made of, adamantium?

In those first 24 hours Todd tried everything he could think of; pliers, a screwdriver, a spanner – he tried to pick the lock with an unfurled paperclip, a toothpick. He even tried, very very carefully, to saw the lock with a miniature saw. Useless. Not even a blemish. It wasn't coming off.

Over the following days he avoided campus as much as he could. There was footy practice, or the gym, or business class, then it was straight back to the house share. He treated his boxers like a flak jacket in a warzone. He kept his back to the guys as he changed. He showered back at the house. The door to his room shut, he plotted and tried to find a way to reverse this.

She didn't contact him at first. Not yet.

It was in business class that his phone reappeared, suddenly just right there, on the seat beside him. If he'd turned around a second earlier he'd have seen the swish of red hair disappearing through the door. He picked the phone up, holding it close to his body, so no one else could see the screen, took a look. All his hard won precious photos, his nude college girls were gone. His browser was wiped. The only photos were of him in that skirt, in that chastity. And they were worse, ten times worse than he could have possibly imagined. He didn't think twice about trashing them. Then he changed his password.

Cody was a geeky kid with chubby pale features and glasses. Not someone under normal circumstances Todd would ever be seen dead with. I mean he looked like he'd never worked out in his life, or seen much sun. But he knew about computers, and that's what Todd needed.

"I want everything you can get on Mandy Knight," he said, standing in Cody's barely lit dorm room.

"Sure, I can do that," said Cody almost robotically as he stared at the computer screen.

A grin crept over Todd's face. Two can play at blackmail.

It was a full four days since he'd been caged, effectively neutered, robbed of the one thing besides footy that gave his days meaning, before one of the girls contacted him; Mandy of course. She messaged him with something about Rebecca needing some chores doing. There was a time – tomorrow. He ignored it. Those girls couldn't make him do shit.

The allotted hour came and went. He was on his computer, getting buggy eyed as he looked in to the complexities of cloud computing and data retrieval, when his mobile rang. It was Mandy. He put it down, looked back to the computer. A handful of seconds later, a buzz, a message: Pick up or the pictures go live. The phone rang again. Todd let it ring. Once, then twice, then the series of pictures he'd seen of himself flashed through his mind and he lunged for it.

"Good boy," said Mandy.

Todd remained silent for a second. "What do you want, Mandy?"

"You missed your appointment with Rebecca. I've rescheduled for tomorrow."

Todd put a fist to his mouth, stopped himself growling down the line, bitch, conniving bitch.

"I mean it Todd, any more disobedience from you and everyone's going to see just what a sissy schoolgirl you are."

He heard sniggering in the background and wondered how many of her sorority sisters were eavesdropping in on this. His face reddened as he fought the urge to tell her where to go. It killed him, absolutely killed him being spoken to like this by her, a dumb girl. But the thought of those images out there as public property forever, promptly pulled him from the brink.

"Is that dumb boy brain of yours smart enough to understand?"

Todd pushed down the lump in his throat, through gritted teeth responded, "Yes."

"Good. And don't be late."

The line went dead.

Rebecca looked out the top floor window; noticed a smudge on the glass, another job for Todd. Something had changed in her since his caging. You could say that day was a revelation. At first she thought Mandy's plan might be overdoing things, that maybe women aren't all completely innocent. I mean yes boys can be touchy feely, but shouldn't women be able to stand up for themselves? Make it clear to a boy when no means no?

She even thought some women enjoyed playing the victim a little too much, that maybe there was something in what Todd said about the way women dressed to encourage it. But when she'd heard Lucy speak, heard from some of the other girls how he'd treated them, she'd quickly changed her mind. Not only that, she'd come to enjoy his squirming, the colour at his cheeks, his embarrassment. Mandy hadn't been the only one to get sodden that day.

The doorbell chimed. She made him wait just to test him. Through the spyhole saw him curse and pace. He'd turned away when she opened up. She led him up creaky wooden stairs to her small room on the top floor. The whole house had an austere, professional look. It didn't look like a student house, probably because it had once housed dons or lecturers (it was practically on campus). Only in more recent times had it become home to girls like Rebecca, bookish and studious and respectful girls.

She sat down at a white desk. Todd glanced around the room. It had a white wardrobe, a small chest of drawers, lots of shelves crammed with books, but his gaze lingered on the bed.

"I want you to run some errands for me," said Rebecca, tearing off a luminous green post it. She began writing. "First I want you take out the trash, the bins are out back. Then I need a book picked up. It's called: The Economy of Need." She glanced behind at him. He had a dark look on his face. He didn't give a stuff about no book. No doubt if not for that chastity, he'd have already pounced, no doubt he'd have his hands all over all her. All alone, she wondered if he'd have stopped if she'd asked him to.

"I'll write it down," she said, turning back to the desk. "Then I want you to get me a muffin and a coffee – espresso." She swung around, held out the post it.

He didn't want to take it. There was reluctance in his eyes, he still had that borderline scowl he'd had since he'd pushed through the front gate. But still he took it, and as he did so Rebecca felt a little a tingle at her neck – right behind her ponytail she felt a little of that warmth below, a fraction of what she'd felt watching him get his dues.

She almost thought he might crumple up the post it, throw it right back at her, come out with some loud profanity. But he didn't. She passed him some money and then watched as he harrumphed out the room – she heard his footsteps descend the creaky stairs.

Todd grumbled cursing under his breath as he made his way through campus. He hated this, absolutely hated this. Running errands like an errand boy for a girl. It was a deviation from the natural order to his mind. Men had the power. Women obeyed. That's all there was to it.

He thought of the guys and what they'd think of him if they could see him right now, then those images flashed through his mind and suddenly that seemed the last of his worries.

As he crossed the main square, two girls looked to him snickering as they walked. Todd dropped his gaze, quickened his pace. He sure as hell didn't swing around and look them, or purse his lips and ogle. Maybe the snickering had nothing to do with him, he thought to himself. Maybe they were just being dumb girls. Nonetheless he didn't slow – he hurried on.

He didn't bounce up those steps in the library today, he trudged, still grumbling. He picked up the stupid book then headed to one of the coffee stores on campus. A queue had formed at the till.

"Great," Todd mumbled, a sudden irritation right there in his gut as forced himself join it.

As he waited and the queue moved forward at its excruciating speed, he couldn't but overhear the chatter of two girls behind.

"I think all boys should be locked up in their cage for misbehaving."

Another girl said, "I think they should all be locked up anyway – only have our permission to get out."

The girls both burst into snickers.

"Maybe this is the start of something."

Todd's cheeks brightened, that irritation became a swirling storm. It took all his willpower not to turn around and tell those girls where to go. Once again, he bit his lip.

As he headed back, coffee in one hand, muffin in the other, book under his arm, he wondered if those girls had even been there in the lecture hall. Or word had just spread. He knew no guy would dare confront him about it. He was Todd Mellick, star quarterback for Gods sake, he didn't get bossed around by girls. The thought was laughable.

Rebecca was still typing at her laptop when the doorbell chimed again. She opened the door and Todd thrust forward the muffin and coffee cup, moodily. She ignored him and spun on her heels. "Upstairs," she said.

Only once reseated at her desk did she take the muffin and coffee and then the book; Todd passing it to her with that sullen scowl.

"Can I go now?"

A tingle at her neck then a warm shiver rippled through her frame. "Not yet." She hadn't forgotten about that smudge. "I want you to go down stairs and get a flannel, run it under some hot water then give those windows a good wipe."

That look of his again. Another warm shiver. He really wasn't enjoying this one bit. Tough.

Todd rubbed his palms together expectantly, certain he was about to discover all kinds of juicy tidbits, certain things would be very different in an hour or so. Certain the balance of power was about to swing his way.

"So what have we got?" he asked eyes twinkling.

Cody folded his upper lip over his lower lip, and puffed out his cheeks as he swung around and faced his computer. "Sooo, I hacked her email and social media, and then the university records."

"And?" asked Todd on tenterhooks.

"Well, I didn't find much, not much of anything particular at all."

Todd's face dropped. Are you kidding me? The girls a sorority chick, and Todd knew all about the kind of slutty shit those girls got up to. It didn't make sense. He stomped forward staring at the screen behind Cody. "You got nothing, is that what you're telling me?"

"There was something about a noise complaint a few months back," said Cody timidly.

"A noise complaint…A fucking noise complaint!" Todd swung his arms into the air as he turned. "I need more than a fucking noise complaint."

Todd stood in the centre of the room, fingers digging into his jaw. Think God damn it, think. Okay, so Mandy's off limits. Probably had some little sorority bitch cover her tracks anyway. No, she was gone. So if he couldn't get to her then he'd have to get to someone…

"Rebecca Bell," he said, spinning back around to Cody. "Everything you can get on her." That girl's a freak, he friggin' knew it, and once he had something on her, he'd force her to have the others pull the plug. No, a conscientious student like Rebecca couldn't afford any dirt sullying a pristine reputation like hers. She'd cave. They'd all cave. And then it would be his turn.

"I'm giving you one more chance, Cody. Don't let me down."

Cody gave a grateful fearful squeak, and Todd strode from the room.


Five

"You think he'll show?" asked the pixie haired cheerleader Kiera.

"He better," replied Ava. "Or everyone's going to be in on his little secret."

The two girls along with a third named Lauren; another ripe pouty thing also part of the cheer squad, broke into giggles.

At that precise moment Todd stepped into the cafe. He saw the girls at their table laughing – probably at him he surmised. He almost turned and bolted right there and then, but then he remembered Mandy and her warning. He wasn't going to test it.

"Hey," he said greeting the girls. He reached out to pull out a chair to join them, but Ava wrapped a foot around it.

"Don't sit," she said. "I want you to do something." There was a moment of hesitation. "Our uniforms are at the Laundromat. I want you to go get them." It was said tentatively, unsurely. Was he really going to do this?

Todd glanced from Ava to Kiera, sucking on the straw of her milkshake, staring up at him with big curious eyes. The other girl Lauren was looking down at the table. Any other day he'd have told Ava where to go. Hell, he'd have laughed in her face. These girls practically worshipped him, would do anything to get with him. He was on the team – and the team were like Gods to them. They didn't give him orders. He was Todd freakin' Mellick for crying out loud.

"It's right across the street," said Ava. "We'll wait right here."

Todd's hand came off the chair and he swung around cursing under his breath.

He crossed the street in the late afternoon sun, feeling a familiar chaffing down below. It had been a full seven days since his caging and it was now more than an irritation, it was a discomfort, especially in the mornings when he'd wake with his stunted erection pressing the bars of its metal prison. He was a young, fit, healthy male after all. And he had needs. Needs not being met. Todd thought of Cody – he must have found something by now.

The girl behind the counter in the Laundromat did a double taking seeing Todd. And why wouldn't she? Todd didn't pick up laundry; he had plenty of dumb silly girls to do that. Phone still in hand she smiled a cute smile. The type of smile that would normally have had Todd make a pass at her, but not today. Today he simply wondered if she knew, if she was mocking him (who knew how far news of his humiliation had spread). Or maybe he was just being paranoid. Maybe.

"Hi. Can help you?" she asked brightly.

"Yeah, there's some uniforms." Todd could barely say it. "Cheerleader uniforms."

"Okay. Just a sec." The girl put down her phone, walked out back. She returned a moment later with a big sports bag. "Here we go," she said lifting it on to the counter.

The whole of the squad’s uniforms must have been in that bag. Todd looked inside at the shimmery red and white uniform folded neatly at the top, and zipped up the bag. The fresh-faced girl was smiling that smile of hers when he looked up, hands inside the back of her jean pockets, breasts straining a thin grey top. Did she know something? Or didn't she?

Any other day and all he'd have to have done was ask if she had any plans later. She'd blush, maybe tell him she did, play a little hard to get. Either way he'd get her number, soon have her on the list, soon have her eating out the palm of his hand. But today wasn't any day and so Todd slung the bag over his shoulder, without looking back or saying goodbye, exited the Laundromat.

Ava was watching when Todd re-entered the cafe. Part of her had still been convinced he wouldn't do it, that he might well have marched straight from the cafe and reported her and Mandy and Rebecca. But that would have meant sharing his secret, showing somebody, telling them a bunch of girls had locked him in chastity. And his pride, his ego, was way too big for that. A little quiver ran through Ava's body at seeing him with that bag. At knowing he'd obeyed her. She sucked up the last of her milkshake and with the others girls got up.

The sun cast long golden slants across the street. The temperature was pleasant. People, couples, glanced in storefronts, strolled casually through the affluent neighbourhood. There was a real sense of summer not far away. The girls stopped off at a convenience store for some basic supplies. And Todd carried all the bags of course; trailing a couple of paces behind the girls, enjoying the view of their trim legs and nubile bodies, until he'd feel a pinch below and force himself to think of something else.

The girls’ apartment was in an airy block a couple of miles from the cafe. Todd put the bags down inside, near the door. "So can I go now?"

Just having to ask – like he was some little child – rankled no end.

"Not until you put the shopping away," called Ava, collapsing onto one of the two couches in the light open plan apartment. Every time she gave him an order she felt that same quiver run through her body like a warm current.

Todd sighed and sagged, but picked up the bags and headed over to the kitchen. Kiera and Lauren settled on the couches to watch.

He was soon opening cupboards and drawers, learning where things went.
"Beneath the sink," said Kiera, directing him as to where the bin liners were stored.

Todd moved quickly, trying not to prolong the situation. Bags emptied, he turned to his captive audience, held out his arms. "All done. We good?"

Ava pursed her lips. "Hmm…not yet. Clean something."

"What?" Todd glared at her.

"Clean something," repeated Ava. "That surface right there. And take off your top."

Kiera and Lauren glanced from Todd to Ava and back to Todd. He bit his lip, placed his hands on his hips, stared at Ava. Really, this was how it was gonna be. Fine thought Todd, sliding his t-shirt off over his head, revealing his ripped upper body to the girls. If she wanted to play it this way, then she'd suffer as much as Mandy would suffer when he'd restored the natural order as it were. Silly, dumb, girl, she was digging a big, big hole for herself.

He grabbed the cloth by the sink and got scrubbing – taking out his irritation on the kitchen cabinets and work surfaces.

The girls watched avidly, staring at his tensing muscles. How many times had he leered at them in their skimpy outfits? It was their turn now.

"Can you believe we have Todd Mellick – topless – cleaning our kitchen right now?" whispered Kiera.

Ava and Lauren stifled giggles. No, they didn't believe it. They were the ones that ran after the guys, helped them 'de-stress' as the coaches put it. For many girls on the squad this simply meant being a carpet to be walked over, used then discarded. And Todd arguably took advantage more than anyone. Well not anymore.

Todd tossed the cloth in the sink, turned from the now glistening cabinets to Ava. "Satisfied?"

No, not by a long shot. But all in good time. "You can go," she said. "But I want that bag dropped off at the sports hall."

Todd growled a little and put on his t-shirt.

Ava watched as he walked to the door and picked up the sports bag, another of those warm quivers coursed through her body.

"No! No! No!" yelled Todd, drawing his hand into a fist and pounding it down onto the desk.

Cody who still had his eyes on the screen, jumped.

"Clean as a whistle? How is that possible? How are all these girls presented as Goddamn saints?"

He'd sworn Rebecca was a freak. That everything was just a pretense, that underneath that good girl exterior there'd be something juicy, something that would get him out of this…thing! He ran his hands through his spiky hair, paced to the far wall and back. So these girls were smart, they covered their tracks, but they couldn't all do it. Bingo, he thought of Ava. Why hadn't he started with her? She was stupid, a dumb cheerleader, and everyone knew they were the biggest sluts on campus. Yes, he nodded, suddenly optimistic – she was his out.

He placed a hand on the trembling shoulder of Cody. "Last chance Cody. The new targets Ava Fuentes. Don't let me down."

The message came a day later, the message he'd been dreading.

My turn. Mine at 5. Don't be late. Mandy xxx

An image of her in that teensy school uniform flashed into his mind; that moment he'd turned, seen her sitting there in the lecture theatre. He felt a sore pinch below and shook the image, or he tried to.

At 4.50 he was walking past the neat front lawns on the wide suburban street. He didn't notice the freshly blossoming trees above. His head was in another place altogether. So far things hadn't been so bad. Yes it had been painful running errands for Rebecca and Ava, but it would be painful running errands for any girl. No, he could put up with them, just. But Mandy. She was the mastermind. That girl had tricked him.

He bit his lip, clenched his fists, tried to control his irritation. Then he thought about the situation reversed; if it was him in her position. The things he'd do to her. And he gulped.

The sorority house was big and pink and unmissable on the tree-lined street. Todd looked at the Alpha Phi letters swirled on the front door, then took a deep breath and walked up the front steps. He pressed the doorbell firmly, harder than he need have. But that irritation bubbled.

Nobody answered straight away. Maybe a reprieve. Maybe he could turn right around and get the hell out of here. But then the door unlocked and hinged open, and that slim redhead Tess stood before him struggling to hold back her obvious delight. "The new houseboys here," she called out.

Todd heard giggling, then the sorority girls appeared in the hallway, almost skipping with enthusiasm. Their leader Mandy led the way in one of those floaty short dresses she so often wore. Todd bit his lower lip. Even with that pang of irritation roiling his blood, he couldn't deny she was gorgeous. If it wasn't for this damn cage, he'd…he'd…

"Here," said Mandy, brushing past Tess, handing him a laminated card. "Read."

Todd glanced down skimming the words on the card, before looking back up at Mandy and the small posse of girls gathered behind her. "No way," he scoffed.

"Yes way," said Mandy in a tone only made possible by someone with a winning hand. "And not only that, you're going to read it on one knee."

Todd glowered at her, seething. Girls didn't talk him like this. They didn't order him about. He was Todd flippin' Mellick for crying out loud.

"On one knee. Read," repeated Mandy. "Or do you want the world to see you in your schoolgirl outfit?"

Todd couldn't bear that smirk of hers. He dug his fingernails into fists as he forced himself not to turn and walk. Anger bubbling he looked away and spotted some boys in the far distance approaching on the sidewalk – all he needed.

"Fine," he said, dropping one knee to the porch (he was in shorts, his usual athleisure wear). "But this is so childish."

"Just read," said Mandy to titters either side of her.

Todd swallowed, forced himself to read. "Females are the superior sex," he mumbled. "Females know what's best for dumb silly boys…" He paused as the titters became giggles, but he didn't look up. He knew full well Mandy would be beaming and no way would he give her the satisfaction of rubbing it in his face. And so still looking down he continued with a grimace. "I as a dumb silly boy promise to adhere to Alpha Phi rules when on Alpha Phi property. I Todd Mellick a…" Something caught in his throat and his voice stuck.

"Go on," prompted Mandy.

Those boys weren't too far away now. Maybe they were college kids. Maybe they were on the team. Todd looked back to the card and read quickly. "A dumb silly boy who doesn't know what's good for himself promise to do what Mandy Knight and her sorority sisters tell me to."

Todd got unprompted, looked to Mandy who sure enough was beaming bright eyed.

"Mm. Good enough," she said. "Now get inside."

He followed the gaggle of glossy hair and slender limbs and was inside just in time before those boys passed on by.

Todd wasn't surprised to see Mandy had taken caramel haired Lucy under her wing. If she was going to make him suffer, then she'd want this girl to be witness to it. The very memory of those scissors at his balls sent a chill down his spine.

"Oh Connor," called out Mandy from the lounge as the girls arranged themselves on couches.

Todd could see the frat boy through in the kitchen. He put down the plate he was scrubbing, turned off the tap, came running to Mandy's side.

What a dweeb.

"It's your lucky day. You're free to go." Blue eyes sparkling Mandy glanced at Todd. "We've got a new houseboy now."

The frat boy’s mouth literally dropped open as he laid eyes on star quarterback Todd Mellick. Almost dazed, he slowly headed for the door, but not before Todd grabbed him by the scruff of the neck.

"Mention this to anyone and you're dead meat," said Todd. "You hear me? Dead meat."

The frat boy gave a timid squeak of understanding. Todd let go and watched him hurry out the door.

"Aww, that wasn't very nice," said Mandy from the couch.

Todd walked around and faced her, her and the other four girls.

"Big alpha male bully treating others like dirt," she continued. "Wasn't that what got you in this trouble to begin with?"

"So much to learn," tutted a black girl in tight jeans named Naomi.

Todd blew out his cheeks, sighing in frustration. "I'm here aren't I?" he said lifting his strong arms then dropping them to his side with a clap. "I've read your little card. So what do you want me to do?"

Mandy tapped her cheek, twisted her lips, mind whirring with possibility. She liked it when he got frustrated. She liked it when he got angry. She liked having him so utterly at her behest. "Go finish the dishes Connor left for you while we have a little think."

Todd thought about stretching things out as he scrubbed the last of dishes, but then reconsidered, sure Mandy would only add any wasted time onto the allotted hour. He placed the gleaming dish on the rack, headed back into the lounge where the girls were chatting away.

Aubrey, a wavy haired brunette, stifled a giggle as she flicked her eyes away from his as he stood awkwardly while the girls continued chatting.

"What?" said Mandy, finally looking to him.

Todd bit his tongue; the way she looked at him, the way she spoke to him – Jesus she had it coming.

"Dishes all done?"

"Yes," he replied through gritted teeth.

"And can't a silly dumb boy use his initiative." She directed his gaze to a vacuum cleaner by the wall. "Of course he can't. A silly dumb boy doesn't have any initiative. He has to be told what to do."

"Don't push me Mandy," said Todd.

She rose sprightly from the couch, jabbed him with a finger. "Or what? What's the big bully gonna do? Hm?"

Todd could have throttled her. He could have smacked the grin right off her face. One finger and the pictures go viral, those words rebounded around his skull like a pinball.

"Nothing. Thought so," said Mandy exchanging smiles with the other girls as she sat. "Now get vacuuming."

Todd took his anger out on that carpet, oh yes he did. Thrusting the vacuum back and forth, back and forth, until after only a few minutes its airy wail went dead. He turned to see Mandy dangling the plug.

"What now? You want me to lick the carpet clean."

"There's an idea…but no. We girls want something else." She dropped the plug, perched herself on one arm of the couch, looked to him hungrily.

They all did.

Todd suddenly felt a little uneasy. "Mandy put the plug back in and let me get this over with."

"You still don't get it do you," she said, delicately scooping a strand of luscious blonde hair behind an ear. "You, don't give us, orders. You're, just a silly dumb boy. Now silly dumb boy, take off your clothes."

A gnawing knot tightened within Todd's guts. Maybe part of him had expected this (if the situation were reversed it wouldn't have taken him long to have her stripped and grovelling). But here, in the moment, the reality bit.

"Let's go dummy," said Mandy, clapping her palms together twice.

Todd's slim options rifled through his mind. He could refuse, he could leave, he could tell Mandy he wasn't doing another damn thing she insisted of him. But where would that get him? Stuck in this cage? Humiliated by the photos? He had no doubt she wasn't bluffing about uploading them to the web. And if that happened, well, that wasn't worth contemplating.

"Are you deaf dummy," said Mandy. "I said strip." She stretched this last word out with obvious relish. Her smile suggested she knew she had him hook, line and sinker. And she was right.

With every fibre of his being wanting to resist, Todd peeled off his t-shirt revealing those biceps, those defined pecs and abs, that gym honed upper body. A body meant for throwing passes, running through tackles. Not a body meant to be perved at by fellow female students like he was some low rent stripper. But that didn't stop these girls. It didn't stop Naomi and Aubrey from hi-fiving each other, it didn't stop the snickers and the girlish giggles.

Todd didn't look at them.

He unbuttoned the laces of his trainers, kicked them off, then lowered his shorts and, finally with a gulp, his briefs too.

"Move your hands," said Mandy brightly.

With a dark look on his face, Todd uncovered himself, revealing his shiny metal prison for all to see. A couple of girls tossed their heads back laughing. Redheaded Tess whispered something in Mandy's ear. Todd watched as a wide grin bulged the contours of her smooth cheeks. He felt that stab of anger, that cloying irritation, but something else too – arousal.

"Lucy, go put Todd's clothes somewhere safe," said Mandy. "And you…" She looked at Todd. "Get vacuuming."

He did just that. Immediately turning away from the girls gaze as the airy whirl of the vacuum picked up. That anger still burned, but it was twinned with an uncontrollable stiffening below. Soon enough, his thickened cock was pinched and bulging between the metal bars of his chastity.

Todd tried to recover some semblance of control; the last thing he needed was the girls knowing, Mandy knowing, just what she was doing to him. But the more he fought it, the more it pinched. And the gaggle of giggly voices didn't help much either. Or the sight of Mandy's trim toned legs as he circled around the back of the couch.

Egged on by each other, Aubrey and Naomi reached out and grasped Todd's firm backside. A jolt of anger shot through him mixing with that insidious arousal.

He continued vacuuming.

He said nothing.

How many times had he touched up girls without their consent? Too many to remember. Maybe this was karma. Maybe he really did have this coming. Or maybe he'd just been tricked by someone even more devilish than himself.

"That's enough," said Mandy, pulling the plug once again.

The vacuum cleaner slowed to silence, but Todd stayed where he was, half turned from the girls.

"I said that's enough dummy. Get back over here."

Todd bit his lip, closed his eyes, took a deep breath and then walked over.

Mandy of course spotted it first. With a nod of her head, a flick of her wrist, she directed the other girls to it. The laughter was like a chain reaction, one girl after the other.

'Well, well, looks like somebody likes cleaning for us girls," grinned Mandy.

Todd wanted to crawl into the ground and die. "Can I have my clothes back?" he asked trying to sound reasonable, holding back the voice clawing to scream out: Give me my fucking clothes back.

Mandy looked to Lucy. "What do you think?"

The soft skinned caramel haired girl placed a finger on her cheek. "Hmm," she hummed, playing with the hem of her skirt. "I think he should beg for them."

Naomi laughed her big laugh. Mandy smiled. Aubrey smiled. Tess smiled.

Todd felt something sink within.

"Go on. You heard her," said Mandy. "Beg."

Todd stepped closer to Lucy, a tornado of anger and arousal spinning his insides. He was about to speak, when Mandy beat him to it.

"Oh no, you do this on one knee. Like the silly dumb boy you are."

Todd instinctively turned glowering at her; after a deep breath, dropped to one knee and looked up at doe eyed Lucy. He cleared his throat. "May I have my clothes back please Lucy?" he asked, softening his features, pretending to be genuinely remorseful for what he'd done to her. Maybe not all these girls were as malicious as Mandy. Maybe some of these girls could be manipulated into feeling sorry for him. Yeah he'd tied her up, but she'd enjoyed it, hadn't she?

"No," came Lucy's resounding response.

The other girls tossed their heads back tittering. Todd grimaced, holding down the urge to curse and swear and smash this place up until he found his clothes.

"I'll think about giving them to you after you've taken the trash out," said Lucy, not breaking that mask of doe eyed innocence.

Todd got to his feet and marched to the kitchen, but couldn't help but shiver as he passed Mandy.

"Oh, we're going to have fun with you," she beamed.


Six

The game that weekend came as a relief. The moment he was on the field Todd forgot all his issues off it. And he played a stormer. His energy levels were up, he played with an urgent fearlessness. Maybe this chastity crap had some upsides he thought as he left the field to pats on the back from teammates.

Back in the locker-room Todd changed out of his footy gear and into his athletic wear as fast as he could.

"Hey Mellick, what's the rush?" asked teammate Lance, towel around his waist.

Todd slammed his locker shut. Stuff to do," he said.

"What stuff?"

"Nothing. Just stuff."

"All right, have your secrets," said Lance. "But don't forget about the party tonight. Dress code pimps and hoes."

"Sounds good," said Todd, bumping Lance's fist then lifting his backpack and heading for the door.

"Good game today," Lance called after him.

Todd held up a thumb.

"Stuff to do," snorted Lance. "What stuff?"

Cody stared at the computer screen, hunched shoulders trembling a little as he braced himself.

"Nothing!" shouted Todd. "Are you friggin' kiddin' me. She's a cheerleader for Christ sake. Those girls get up to all kinds of nasty shit."

Not this one evidently, Cody almost blurted out before catching himself.

"Cody, I swear to God…" Todd had in the least expected some nude selfies, perhaps some incriminating texts – something, anything to work with. "Fuck," he cursed, slapping two palms against the wall.

Cody jumped. "Maybe they're using another device," he said softly. "A phone or laptop. Maybe if I had something else to work with I could…" He trailed off as Todd stared back, brow furrowed, nostrils flaring. Cody dropped his gaze to the floor.

"A phone?" said Todd after a moments pause.

"Yeah. Maybe they're using that to do all the private stuff they don't want no one to see."

Yeah, that sounded about right thought Todd. These girls were sneaky, clever about things. Mandy probably had a treasure trove of stuff stashed somewhere. He just had to find it. The shadow of a smile crossed Todd's lips.

"I'll get you your phone," he snarled at Cody. "Just be ready, you hear."

Nodding frantically Cody squealed a 'yes', right before Todd slammed the door behind him.

There was no party that night or that weekend for that matter. What was the point of a party if you couldn't get your leg over anyway? No, Todd retreated back to his room in his house share. He was broody, overcome with sexual desire and need for vengeance. He thought of Mandy. What he'd do to her. But even that hardened him. And so he went for a run or had a cold shower. Got through the slow slow weekend until it was the start of a new week.

Rebecca's eye drifted to the top right corner of her laptop: 4.30. Still half an hour to go. An excited apprehension fluttered below her chest. It was wrong. So so wrong. But that's what made it all the more delicious. She forced her attention back to the essay she was working on, and tried to ignore another of those flutters.

By ten to the hour she was up and stood by her clean window. Thoughts that maybe he'd found a way out, that maybe last week was a one off, scrolled through her mind, but then she looked down and there he was, a sour scowl on his face as he pushed through the front gate. A twinge of excitement rippled her core.

At the chime of the bell, Rebecca buzzed him in. She was sat back at her desk, legs crossed beneath her long grey pleated skirt, when he stepped into the room. She felt his gaze burning into the back of her head, but kept him waiting a moment longer before swivelling her chair round to face him.

"Is that for me?" she asked glancing over her glasses at the cardboard coffee cup he held in one hand.

"Oh, yeah," he mumbled, placing it on her desk. "Figured I'd save myself the hassle of a second trip."

Good boy, thought Rebecca, he was learning. She took a sip of the coffee then flicked her head towards a bookshelf and the piles of books beneath. "I want those books arranged on the bookshelf in alphabetical order. That's not beyond you is it?"

Todd gave a snarl of irritation, without word headed over to the books and got sorting. Rebecca felt a simmering heat right below the belly. She swivelled back around to her laptop.

Down on one knee Todd cursed under his breath. "Stupid books, stupid dumb girls."

And yet for all his frustration, irritation and annoyance, he couldn't help but glance over at Rebecca. There was something about her. She was the same age as the other girls but carried herself with a mature, some might say feisty conservatism that belied her years. She was destined for something important. Something serious. Maybe that's what attracted Todd – the delicious idea that for all her high-minded seriousness, he might reduce her to the quivering animal he knew was inside her.

His eyes drifted over that sleek ponytail swinging ever so slightly as she typed, down over that pleated pencil skirt to creamy calves and ankles, all the way down to shiny black heels.

This was killing him!

All alone in a cramped room like this was an opportunity he normally wouldn't have let slip. He looked to the bed and imagined all the things he would do to her there, but felt that now familiar painful pinch below. He bit his lower lip in frustration, got back to sorting those books.

Over at the desk Rebecca had her eyes on the screen, but was struggling to concentrate. That simmering heat had become a nagging itch that needed scratching. She glanced over her shoulder at Todd still down on one knee. He didn't look happy. Not happy at all. The warmth pulsed.

"Todd," she said, swivelling her chair around to face him. He didn't look up. Not straight away. It didn't bother Rebecca. If he wanted to play the petulant little boy that was his prerogative. In truth, it only turned her on that bit more. Finally he looked up at her – with that borderline snarl.

Rebecca stared back. It was time to test Todd's boundaries. What did she have to lose? She waited a moment so her next words had maximum impact. "Get naked," she said matter-of-factly, almost offhandedly.

Todd gulped. His eyes grew wider.

Rebecca wasn't stupid. She imagined the other girls were having Todd do all kinds of humiliating things. Why shouldn't she have some fun? And judging by Todd's reaction this wasn't the first time a girl had ordered him to get naked this past week. Still, at first she thought he might get up and simply march on out, say 'enough was enough.' But there was none of that.

Sure there was a sneer and a snarl, but Rebecca didn't mind that, she didn't mind that at all. She watched as the trainers, the black t-shirt and shorts came off. Was surprised to see he wasn't wearing boxers. Maybe the close feel was too much. The thought tickled her and she smiled. Her gaze drifted over his chiselled torso, down to his chastity. She swivelled back to her screen.

Todd had all but finished sorting the books when she turned again. She could feel the wetness between her legs. That itch of arousal wouldn't relent. It was time to test Todd's boundaries a little more.

He placed the last book on the shelf then looked to the caller of his name. There was no pause this time. He looked to Rebecca with querying fury.

"Come here," she said, circling a pointed toe of her heel through the air.

With a groan of annoyance Todd walked the five paces to her. She let him stand before her like that. Naked. Exposed. Locked up. And unable to control himself by the look of things. Boys just couldn't hide anything. How funny it was, smiled Rebecca.

"Did Mandy put you up to this?" Todd snarled.

The question irked Rebecca. Did he think her that innocent? That coy? That timid? Did he think she had to be led by another? She'd show him.

"Kneel…"

Todd looked at her astonished. "What?"

"Kneel," she said with an upward flick of her eyebrows.

There was a disgruntled sigh from Todd, but he obeyed, he dropped to his knees just as she commanded. He looked up at her sullenly.

"This is how I want you when you arrive. Naked and kneeling."

Todd turned away, an unmistakable flush of anger reddening his cheeks. Rebecca felt an altogether different flush right between her legs. She circled that high heel in front of him. Todd wouldn't look at it. Wouldn't look at her. So she jabbed the pointed tip against his chest.

"Kiss it," she commanded.

Todd looked up at her with a scowl of incomprehension. "What?"

"You heard me." She lifted her foot a little higher, flicked it upwards beckoning him to it.

The rage simmered – right below the surface. Rebecca could sense it, oh yes she could.

She flicked the toe of her heel at him again. "Go on. Kiss. Or should I call Mandy? Tell her what a bad bad boy you've been."

That rage briefly broke the surface. Todd glared at her, eyes narrowed, brow furrowed. He hadn't expected this. Not from a bookish, boring, nerd. The thought thrilled Rebecca. Sent another warm pulse arrowing to her nether regions.

"Kiss," she repeated softly, reasonably. What harm in a little kiss after all?

With a grumble of irritation Todd lowered his head and kissed the shiny toed tip of her shoe. Rebecca pursed her lips, tried to hold back a smile. "And again."

Todd looked up, glowering, but once again his head lowered, his lips puckered. Rebecca looked down at him naked and kneeling and obeying. She knew he was hating every second of this and yet, his engorged cock pressed the steel bars of the chastity struggling for escape. Betraying him. She was reminded of one of her economic texts relating to the direct correlation between need and obedience. How the former had so often been used to engender the latter. The thought intrigued her. She wondered just what else Todd was willing to do.

He was back on his haunches looking up at her. She hadn't planned this, hadn't planned any of this. And yet that swirling arousal emboldened her. She edged her pleated skirt up above the knee, pointing a finger, told Todd to kiss. There wasn't that same irritation this time. He looked at the creamy smoothness of her lower legs and came forward willingly. One kiss followed another. All at Rebecca's behest.

The skirt edged ever higher. Kisses up her inner thighs. All the way up to lilac panties. Wet panties. Panties sodden with her juices. The swirling longing had become a pulsing need.

The panties were lowered and slipped off. Todd ordered to lick. Which he did. As if drawn on by her scent. He licked up her sweet crevice, nibbled her clit. Rebecca dug fingers into armrests, tilted her head back and gasped. She bit her lower lip, held him right there by his hair. She lost herself to the rippling pleasure, the swirling warmth singing down her slit.

She gazed down at Todd, star quarterback Todd. Sexy, hunky, Todd. Serving her, like her own private pleasure toy. Not like. As. The thought tipped her over. One huge wave broke. She lifted a knee, tossed her head back, moaned and shuddered overtaken by the undulating pleasure that coursed through her very being. Ripple after intense ripple.

Slowly the overwhelming sensation began to lull. She opened her eyes, primly lowered her long skirt back to her ankles. A warm afterglow suffused her cheeks. The same couldn't be said of Todd.

His face was flushed and a wild glimmer in his eye hinted at his own desperate, unsatiated needs. How many times had he made a girl pleasure him? How many times had his needs come first? Countless reckoned Rebecca looking down at his simpering expression. If he thought that what he'd just done would win him brownie points, would somehow help him out of his cage, he was wrong, so wrong.

"You can put your clothes back on," she said running a hand over her sleek ponytail. "That's all for today." Rebecca spun back around to her computer dismissively.

Todd's expression hardened to a snarl. He grabbed his clothes and stormed on out.

"You missed one hell of a party Saturday," said Lance looking down at Todd.

Todd didn't reply, just grimaced as he bench-pressed the huge weight.

Lance – who was spotting him – looked out over him into the middle distance. Recalling something. Smiling. No doubt some girl.

Todd pushed the weight upwards again.

"Y'know, I heard some fucked up thing the other day," said Lance. He shook his head, let out a little snort. "It was from that squirt Larry, you know, the kid with the rat tail always bumpin' around lookin' to score dope. Well anyways, says he was out by the lit building when he heard this group a girls laughing. And it's not just ho-ho-ho. It's real hysterical laughter. So he asks them what's so funny. Now these girls are giggling so hard and none of 'em wanna speak to this Larry kid. But finally he gets something out of one 'em, these girls. And you know what this girl says?"

Todd really didn't care; he was too busy working out the frustration rolling through his body right now to give a stuff. He was still angry at Rebecca for the way she'd used him like a God damn tongue slut. Oh, these girls would pay. They'd pay double.

"This girl." Lance gave another little snort and shook his head from side to side again. "She tells him this sorority chicks just totally owned this guy. Tied him up, stripped him naked. Locked him in chastity. Friggin' chastity! All in front of a lecture room full of girls."

Lance most certainly had Todd's attention now. He held the weight above him, a shadow of fear crossing his face.

"And you wanna know the worst part. This sorority chicks not letting him out of chastity till she's made him her bitch."

Todd winced at the word.

"Can you believe that shit?" Lance helped Todd lift the weight back onto its stand. Any strength had suddenly drained from his body.

"This guy. You know who he is?" asked Todd.

"No, this girl wouldn't say. Said that would ruin everything. But that's some mean shit right there. Poor bastard."

Lance took Todd's place on the bench, reached up and readied himself to take the weight. "Could all be bullshit mind comin' from that Larry kid."

"Yeah," said Todd, pale faced and edgy. "Most probably bullshit."


Seven

The three girls were sat at the same table, in the same cafe as last week. They still had on their cheerleader uniforms from practice and were all lithe limbed and tanned, and radiating the kind of giddy energy that attractive girls their age so often do. Girls slowly realising the power they wield – the hold they have over the opposite sex.

Todd felt a needling irritation as he laid eyes on the three cheerleaders. They were all looking his way. Smiling. God they had it coming. Legs like lead, he crossed the cafe, stood waiting a moment whilst Ava, Kiera and Lauren, sucked up the last of their milkshakes.

"All ready girls?" asked Ava.

The two other girls nodded back with barely contained glee (oh they were ready, they'd been waiting a whole week for this). All three girls stood together, brushed past Todd.

"Come on errand boy," said Ava.

Errand boy?

Todd's heart jumped in his chest. But even in that moment of anger his eyes drifted down and then up over the girls smooth legs. Cursing under his breath, feeling the dangerous rumble of arousal, he followed them back outside.

The girls literally bounced along the sidewalk gossiping as they walked – turning round every minute or two to check their errand boy was still following.

Todd trudged behind silently, his lower torso tight and full, bloated with unmet need and desire. He kept his eyes downcast, for the first time in his life averted them from the nubile bodies and delicious flesh up ahead. That was until Ava stopped, then Kiera and Lauren too. The three girls peered into one of the boutique style clothes stores that dotted the street – were soon whispering conspiratorially to one another. Within seconds they were bouncing on in, Todd who'd hung back pulled in their wake.

Inside he slumped onto a padded bench with a heavy sigh. He wasn't much of a fan of clothes shops at the best of times (too warm and bright and suffocating for his liking). Not like the girls who were in their element perusing the racks of clothes. Soon enough they were clutching hangers and happily hurrying off to curtained changing booths. Todd who'd been told not to go anywhere, folded arms over knees and stared at the floor.

When he next looked up the girls were stepping out from their booths. And if their cheerleader uniforms were skimpy they had nothing on these items. What shiny fabric there was, was clingy and short, and stuck to every pert curve and smooth hollow. One by one the girls paraded in front of him like that. Not for one second did he look away. Despite the pained pinch below.

"You don't think this is too short?" teased Ava thumbing the hem of what was presumably a dress.

Todd's mouth fell open and the girls burst into giggles. Oh, they knew what they were doing, they knew exactly what they were doing. A cheery middle-aged woman behind the counter gave them all a good-natured smile. I guess she knew it, too.

Items purchased, bags were passed to Todd and the group stepped out the store and continued on. After a quick stop off at the convenience store, they returned to the girls' modern apartment. Balcony doors were slid open and the three cheerleaders collapsed onto couches with a prime view of the open plan kitchen and Todd.

"Get unpacking and get that shirt off," Ava called out.

The clench of a jaw was the only telltale sign of Todd's frustration. He wasn't giving them anything more. That was just fodder to these girls. And so he slid off his shirt, got unpacking. Over in the lounge area pixie haired Kiera mouthed the word 'hot' and Ava and Lauren stifled giggles.

Todd didn't need to look at them to know they were having fun at his expense. But he kept his back to them as much as he could, got on with the unpacking. By the time he was done, Ava seemed to have concocted some fresh humiliation.

"Todd," she called out with deceptive innocence. "Can you get the wet wipes and come over here." There were some more of those stifled giggles.

Trying to ignore them, Todd opened a cupboard and got the wipes, unable to resist, slammed the cupboard closed, before trudging over to the couches.

"Thank you," said Ava, taking the wipes from him with a smile.

Todd took a step back, glanced at the other two girls then back to Ava. All three were looking directly at him with expressions of mirthful expectancy.

"What?" snapped Todd a little unsurely.

"We girls are concerned you've not been taking care of yourself," said Ava.

Concerned? Not taking care of myself?

"Yeah," said Kiera forcefully. "We know how boys are. How disgusting they can be."

"That's why we're going to clean you," added Lauren with a girlish giggle.

"Every week," smiled Kiera.

Todd looked back to Ava who by now had scooted forward to the edge of the couch. Her gaze drifted down over his pecs and abs to the crotch of his shorts.

"Take them off," she said with a flick of her chin. "That's an order. And we girls issue the orders."

Todd felt a sickening roll in his stomach as he stared at the sexy, dark haired cheerleader. Up until a few weeks ago she'd been just another dumb slut on his list of targets. She certainly didn't boss him or tell him what to do. He was Todd freakin' Mellick after all. How things had changed.

"We're waiting,' said Ava in a sing song voice that showed just how much she was enjoying this.

She was going to get it bad! Bad grumbled Todd as the shorts came off. Ava held out a hand and Todd passed her the bunched up shorts in his grip, ignoring the squeals of delight from Kiera and Lauren.

Ava reached for the wet wipes.

Todd seethed.

He was sick of this. Sick of being on display like some Goddamn plaything. But whatever grief, anger or annoyance he was feeling, paled into insignificance when Ava reached out with that first wet wipe. She rubbed it over the hard metal bars in one long stroke, scrubbed under the ring that looped around his balls, flicked the edge of the wipe inside the narrow slit that was his pee hole. And the pressure, the wipes minute touch, was excruciating.

"Somebody's excited," said Ava tapping the metal cage with a nail. Through it, Todd's stunted erection bulged between the bars forlornly seeking escape.

He tried to bluff, tried to hide his torment. "You done?" he asked.

"Not yet," said Ava, reaching for another wipe.

This time he couldn't hide it. He tossed his head back. A bead of perspiration trickled down his back. Ava, Kiera and Lauren exchanged grins.

When Ava was done, she sent Todd back over to the kitchen. "I want everything sparkling like that chastity."

Todd clenched his jaw, balled his fists, but got scrubbing. What choice did he have? Say no? Risk exposure? To the university. The world. No, better to bide his time, wait for the right moment. And so he kept on cleaning; kept on baring that chisseled body and firm tush; kept on entertaining the three cheerleaders.

Two days later Todd made his way past those manicured front lawns. Grumbling. Irritated. At the end of his tether. Determined that today would be the day he got what he needed and everything changed back.

The girls were lounging in the sun on the wide front porch. Todd heard their spirited voices, then that black girl Naomi's rising above all others as she spotted him and called out with obvious glee: "Houseboys here."

It didn't lighten Todd's mood.

He desperately wanted to say something witty, or obscene. Put these girls in their place. Where they belonged. But was he going to invite more humiliation? Given his position. Hell no. And so he bit his lip, harrumphed on up the porch steps.

The girls held glasses of fresh lemonade. A jug of it sat by Mandy's slip on flats.

"I'd offer you some, but y'know, you've got work to do." An easy smile accentuated the fine contours of her cheekbones.

She was wearing a primrose yellow dress. And looked hot. But then they all looked hot. The constricting sensation below Todd's waist attested to that. And he was pretty darn sure they weren't all sitting out here by chance. No, they been waiting, waiting for him. And somewhere inside of him churned at that thought.

"Well, inside," said Mandy. "Those dishes aren't gonna clean themselves."

The corner of Todd's mouth tugged into a sneer. Mandy's eyes only twinkled that bit brighter. He stepped towards the door.

"Oh, and clothes off," she said, almost as an afterthought. "You know the drill."

Todd's pulse quickened with anger, high-pitched laughter ringing out behind, he stepped inside.

"Conniving, manipulative…bitches," cursed Todd under his breath as he scrubbed.

He was naked now, except for his chastity of course. And the fact only made him madder. He brusquely shoved the plate in the rack and reached for another from the dirty stack the girls had seemingly been saving for him.

"Careful now houseboy." Mandy leaned in the doorway – a shadow of a smile on her lips – the other girls around her like the queen bee she was.

Todd glowered at her, at them, then turned his attention back to the dish and the running tap.

Mandy smiled a full smile and flicked back her hair as she stepped into the kitchen. "That look suits you."

"Don't fuckin' push me," said Todd scrubbing the plate that bit harder as his blood began to boil.

"Or what?" asked Mandy leaning sideways against the counter facing him.

Todd's eyes remained on the plate, though his face was flushed as a deepening well of rage merged with that desperate ache of arousal.

"Come on," said Mandy right beside him, "what's the silly dumb boy gonna do?"

By now the other girls had padded into the kitchen. They sat on counters, leaned back against walls. Watching. Waiting. Wondering what superstar footballer Todd Mellick was going to do.

Todd wanted to smash the plate against the wall, smash the whole stack of them. The anger coursing through his body came to a head in one shuddering jolt as he thought of the pictures, the team. Somehow controlled himself. Kept scrubbing. Said nothing.

His silence spoke volumes.

"That's right," said Mandy. "You're our houseboy. Our housebitch."

The word stabbed at Todd's insides, though he didn't look up, didn't react. He told himself he wouldn't rise to the bait. Whatever these girls said or had him do, he'd show them he could take it. Hell, he'd show them what a real man was. All this crap might have gotten a reaction out of one of those frat boys, but not him.

"Every sorority should have a male housebitch," said Mandy turning away from him, though still leaning her back against the counter.

"Every woman should have a male housebitch," grinned redheaded Tess.

"Yeah, like its the law or something," said Naomi.

"Why should women always be expected to cook and clean and look after their man? I say it's the guys turn," added Aubrey with a smirk.

"You wish," murmured Todd, unable to just stand here and listen to this crap.

"What was that?" asked Mandy turning back to him.

"I said you wish." He said it loudly this time. "Men rule. Women serve. Get over it."

The comment drew a disgruntled groan from the girls.

"You did not just say that," said Naomi.

Mandy simply clucked her tongue three times as she glanced up and then down her naked houseboy. "Who's serving now?" she asked leaning to him.

Todd looked to Mandy's bright eyes and cool smile. Any little thrill he'd gotten from the girls reaction immediately fell to the wayside. He looked back to the plate.

"That's right," smiled Mandy. "We girls are gonna make a change. Even if we do have to start with one arrogant prick at a time."

"Amen to that," said Naomi.

After Todd's chauvinistic comment, Mandy wanted to show him exactly who was in charge. He was led upstairs to the bathroom, handed a toothbrush. Mandy pointed to the tub. "Clean. I want it spotless."

Todd smirked a confident smirk, though inside was seething with anger, bristling with irritation.

"When you've done that, you can make the beds." Mandy spun on her flats and Todd briefly glimpsed the smooth skin of upper thighs as the hem of her skirt lifted then fell. The split second moment was like a spark to tinder. His cock thickening as it hardened until it could harden no more. He listened to the girls disappear downstairs and then still trying to ignore the constraining torment at his crotch, got scrubbing.

Todd scrubbed out his frustration and arousal until the bristles of the brush were worn and the tub gleamed. Then he saw himself in its reflection and in a moment of sudden realisation, almost laughed aloud. What was he doing? He didn't take orders from sorority girls. He didn't take orders from girls in general. He most certainly didn't scrub tubs. He was Todd flippin' Mellick for Gods sake.

He dropped the brush and walked to the doorway. Downstairs he could hear the girls giggly chatter. No doubt they were high on the idea of him up here naked, and cleaning, and being their…Todd couldn't even think the word. Well, he'd had enough. This ended now.

Softly he crept over dark wooden floorboards. The first room he came upon was a bedroom, but too small to be hers. And so he crept on. All the way to the end of the hallway to a larger room with a pink hearted patterned bedspread and matching pink wallpaper. Bingo! Todd knew how much Mandy loved pink.

The thick cream carpet was soft under foot. He headed to a white table, searched its top, flicking through folders, riling through small boxes. There were lecture notes and make up crap, but no phone. He looked down to built in drawers. With renewed hope smoothly slid open the first on the far left; more notes, more crap as far as he could tell. The middle drawer opened with a slight jerk – still nothing. He reached for the last and that's when she spoke and Todd froze.

"Who's a naughty boy then?" Mandy leaned in the doorway, arms folded. The words had been said without a trace of anger, but plenty of wry amusement. And that's the look she now had.

"Mandy, I, I…" Todd looked at that smug face and any thought of trying to bullshit his way out of the situation evaporated. Why should he have to explain anything?

"What's he up to?" asked Tess, bounding up behind Mandy.

The other girls were right behind her, and all soon peered in at the boy like he was some sort of museum attraction – which incidentally was exactly the way Todd felt.

"I think I know what he was up to." Mandy swept past him – that hem lifted and fell – and Todd's heart fluttered. "He was looking for dirt. Some kind of payback."

She opened that last drawer – and would you believe it, her phone was right there. "Too bad I caught you," she said passing the phone over to Tess out of Todd's reach. "For you I mean." Mandy turned back to him with a naughty glint in her eye. "Now what should we do with the naughty, naughty boy?" She tapped one cheek, seemingly revelling in, savouring the moment. "Any ideas, girls?'

There was a sudden silence as each seemed to contemplate the range of possibilities. It was the youngest girl Lucy who spoke. "My mom used to spank my brother whenever he was naughty," she shrugged.

There was another pause of silence before the other girls erupted into laughter. A wide smile spread across Mandy's face.

Todd felt dizzy, dizzy with arousal, dizzy with trying to fight it, dizzy with these girls. "You've had your fun," he said looking to Mandy. "Let me out of this chastity. This has all gone way too far."

"You think?" She tilted her head, gave the impression that she was seriously considering freeing him.

"Please Mandy…end this."

"Are you begging?"

Todd saw that look of mirthful glee creep back over her face and knew he wasn't getting out. "Never," he said firmly.

"Lucy, go get the paddle."

Paddle?

Todd felt his stomach roll with anger and dread, and instinctively made for the door. He didn't have to take this. He wasn't going to take this.

"You leave this room and those pictures go live," said Mandy behind him.

Todd stopped, though it took all his willpower to do so.

"Now get back over here and put your hands on the table," she ordered.

In the doorway, Aubrey, Naomi and Tess, tried to hold their smiles. They were loving this. But maybe they thought he might cut his losses, say: 'Screw this, share the Goddamn pictures.' If they did, they'd have been wrong. Not on his life did Todd want anyone seeing those pictures. Swallowing the urge to tell her where to go, to tell them all where to go, he returned to the table.

"Right here," said Mandy tapping its surface.

Todd stared at her darkly. He was breathing heavily now, his firm pecs rising and falling, his nostrils flaring like they did. All of which only seemed to amuse Mandy all the more. She raised her eyebrows, pointed at the table like she was training some disobedient dog. "I won't tell you again."

A rumbling groan, that did in fact sound more animal than human came from the very depths of Todd's lungs as he slapped his hands on the table and turned from her in disgust.

The paddle was a big brown thing with the Alpha Phi letters carved at its worn centre. It was used on new pledges – a show of their commitment to the sorority. But rarely if ever for anything quite like this. Mandy took it from Lucy with a smirk, tapped it against her palm. The slap of wood on flesh a precursor to what was to come as she stepped up behind Todd. By now the other girls had gathered round, a shared frisson of something; anticipation…arousal…cut the still silence.

"The silly dumb boy just doesn't seem to get it," said Mandy, talking to the other girls like Todd wasn't there at all. Though in reality he was impossible to miss, his bare backside and all. "He seems to think he can still wriggle out of his punishment – like the entitled brat boy he is."

Todd opened his mouth about to say something, something short and dismissive like 'screw you.' But the hard blow at his rear throttled his speech, left him slack jawed and internally recoiling from the blow.

"The silly dumb boy doesn't get that we own him." Another hard whack. "That maybe, maybe if he's good a boy we'll release him."

The third hit was even harder than the first two. But Todd didn't cry out or touch his behind – he wasn't going to show any pain, he wasn't going to give them the satisfaction. He stood his ground, muscles tensing as the paddle was passed to Tess.

Another whack.

Another thrum of pain at his rear.

The paddle was passed on to Aubrey and Naomi and Lucy, each and every one of them delivering a butt clenching blow. And they weren't just reddening him, they were branding him. The unprovoked skin on each buttock imprinted the swirling Alpha Phi letters against the background of burning red flesh. Through the line the paddle went; whack, whack, whack, all the way back to Mandy who received it with another of those smirks. "Is the message getting through to the silly dumb boy?"

Todd remained silent. Those blows at his rear had given him thought to talk back. Maybe he was learning. Nonetheless, Mandy lifted her arm and brought the paddle down hard. This time his muscles tensed, one foot came off the carpet as the stinging pain pulsed through his body. For the first time a thread of doubt that this mightn't be so simple, that he might really be stuck in this chastity seeped into his conscience.

Whack, she thrashed him again. This time as he winced at the blow, all thought of going to Cody to save his bacon vanished, too.


Eight

The thread of doubt grew longer over the coming days and weeks. He was put on rota, like the girls said he would be. First up was Rebecca, then Ava, then Mandy. In that order – two days apart. He still trained, still played his game at the weekends (though citing a fungal infection avoided the showers at all costs), still showed up at his business class. But he also cleaned and mowed and ran errands, and did any chores the girls wanted. And other things.

Rebecca used that tongue of his. As did Ava. Todd resisted of course. He sighed and glared and said 'no way.' But the girls coaxed him, played on that arousal thrumming through his body. He wanted it as much as them, didn't he?

Soon enough those tics of protest were seen as just a process, a process that would end with him on his knees and licking. Not too dissimilar to how he'd treated girls objections in the past. Karma was a bitch. And as far as Rebecca and Ava were concerned, he was going to be the best pussy licker in the state by the time they were done.

As for Todd, he was just relieved his secret, those pictures hadn't been outed. Though given everything, relief really wasn't the first word that sprung to mind. Fuzzy brained, horny with desire every second of every minute, every minute of every hour became a challenge of mindfulness. And Todd really wasn't the mindful sort. But before long he had an uneasy truce with the reality of things. As much as it pained him, he wouldn't be getting out of this thing till Mandy said otherwise. Period.

Three weeks later…

The humid warmth of summer had come early. The trees were lush and full. Insects buzzed and copulated. Around campus students lounged on grassy verges or steps, bathing in the suns rays. Girls wore skimpy dresses or denim short shorts and flimsy tank tops. Young pert bodies in full bloom. So much skin. So much smooth flesh.

Todd walked in a daze. A clammy sweat covered his skin. His balls felt heavy, ever so heavy, like he was carrying two grapefruits around between his legs. A couple of girls walked in front of him. And the sight of them set off a chain reaction impossible to negate. A chain reaction that ended with what felt like a vice tightening around his privates.

Todd didn't look around. Didn't stop. He did what he had to do. He got off campus as quickly as he could.

At the house he slammed the front door – leant back against it and let out one huge sigh. One more week to go. Just one more week.

He pushed off from the door and was about to bound on upstairs when housemate Ritchie called: "Hey Todd, that you?"

His voice came from the lounge and was followed by a girlish titter – a wicked, teasing thing, that sent a chill down Todd's spine. A titter that he recognised all too well by now. Mandy's no less.

She sat on the couch, stroking Ritchie's arm, a playful smile on that beautiful face. On the other side of Ritchie was redhead Tess, no less touchy and feely judging by the hand on his thigh. Over on an armchair sat Todd's other housemate, Jay, caramel skinned Lucy on his lap, bare legs swung over one side of the chair. Both boys had eyes like saucers and big grins – like they couldn't believe their luck at having three hotties turn up out the blue. But Todd knew different. Todd knew they weren't here just to chat and flirt, they were here to extend his torment, make him suffer.

"Hello stranger," said Mandy pulling him down onto the couch, wriggling onto his lap before he could move.

The sight of her tone tanned legs, the feel of her juicy behind through the thin fabric of her dress, immediately had him hardening up. Hell, the very sight of her had him hardening up. She glanced over her shoulder at him with that smile.

"Why you here Mandy?" he asked pointedly.

"I'm here to invite you to a little party of ours at the sorority on Saturday. Dress code nightwear."

Todd glanced from her to Ritchie and Jay. They stared back at him with those saucer eyes and lusty grins – evidently they'd already had the invite.

"Uh-uh." Todd shook his head. "Can't make it. Busy."

Mandy looked to him. Silly dumb boy, that's not your choice to make. That's not what she said, but Todd heard it anyway. He knew full well she wouldn't take no for an answer, and he was right.

"You're coming," she said shifting in his lap, tightening that vice like pinch further.

"Yeah," said Ritchie breaking away from Tess's seductive pawing just long enough to tell him he'd been spending way too long in that room of his.

"Been hiding have we," grinned Mandy, wiggling her hips and grinding down on him a little harder.

"Okay! Okay. I'll come, I'll come to the flippin' party," said Todd unable to bear the discomfort a second longer.

"Good boy," said Mandy giving him a peck on the cheek. She gave one last wiggle of the hips and rose. "Come on girls, let’s leave these boys to cool down."

Arms outstretched, Tess and Lucy's fingers slid from the boys grip, and leaving them wanting more they sidled on out the room then the house, behind their leader Mandy.

"Whoa," said Ritchie blinking in the last ten minutes. "Whoa. Did we just get an invite to an Alpha Phi lingerie party?"

He and Jay stared back at one another for a second before jumping up in unison and hi-fiving one another, then locking hands, bumping chests. "Hell yeah!" they cried enthusiastically.

Less enthusiastically, Todd stood – the vice like tightness still squeezing his most intimate external organ as he headed out the room.

"Hey man, thanks for getting us an in," Ritchie called after him.

"Don't mention it," said Todd, stepping from the room gingerly. He grabbed an ice pack from the freezer in the kitchen then headed upstairs, pressing it to his groin as he went.

As Rebecca returned the book to its shelf, she spotted Todd trudging along the walkway between the reading tables and the shelves of books. He had a furrowed brow and was staring directly at the floor. He really was struggling. Rebecca smiled, feeling that first tingle of arousal. She watched him getting closer – glancing down each aisle – looking for her as he always did. She decided to have a little fun.

Leaving her trolley of books stationed where it was, she circled round to an adjacent aisle – watched through the shelves as Todd made his way to her trolley, muttering and cursing at where she'd got to. She waited until he was about to leave the aisle the same way he'd entered it, then crept around and furtively snuck up on him, snapping hands on hips. Boy did he jump.

"Jesus! Rebecca," he glared.

She paid him no attention, her tongue already searching his out, one hand under his t-shirt felt his abs, another grasped his ass.

"Rebecca, no," he said sucking in oxygen.

She ignored him again – kissing and groping and feeling. So what he'd said no, how many girls had said no to him and yet he'd continued. Rebecca wasn't going to stop. And besides, it wasn't like he didn't kiss back, or try to get his hands beneath that pleated skirt of hers. This boy wanted it bad. So bad he'd lost sight of one thing. He was locked up. He was in chastity. This was about her pleasure, not his.

Rebecca pulled back and smiled. She saw that primal desperation in his eyes. She knew he was stiff. She knew it pained him. She knew he'd lost all control. And the arousal spun and swirled and tingled her most sensitive nerve endings.

"On your knees, slaveboy," she commanded. It was a term she'd adopted it week three. When she'd fully realised his desperation. When she'd realised what she could get away with.

Todd looked behind along the aisle unsurely. "Here?"

"Here," said Rebecca staring back at him through thick rimmed glasses.

She was a freak all right, just not the freak he'd imagined she was. She'd discovered it was the humiliation, the power trip that got her off. Maybe she was a sexual sadist. Maybe this was only the beginning of her journey.

Todd dropped to his knees and Rebecca parted her legs. The pleated skirt edged upwards. She wasn't like the other girls. She didn't bathe out in the sun. Her skin remained a creamy white. Todd's hands slid up it. All the way up coltish legs. Until he looked to that unshaved, unplucked pussy. His purpose. His reason for being here. She knew he wanted it.

"Lick," she said looking down at him unable to resist giving the order.

He gave her a grimace – a grimace that only moistened her some more – before he leant forward, nestled his head between her thighs and licked. Up her engorged lips then around her clit. Small circular strokes of the tongue, slowly widening outwards like she'd taught him – trained him. The circular motion sending rings of arousal spinning through her body.

Footsteps, a voice in an adjacent aisle could suddenly be heard. Seemingly concerned, concerned that he might be found eating out the nerdy library volunteer, the pressure of Todd's tongue lessened as he made to pull away. Yet Rebecca grabbed the back of his hair, pushed him to her. The pressure resumed, the spinning and swirling resumed.

She was soon backed up against the trolley, two hands clamped onto its metal bar. Her long skirt now draped over Todd's shoulders. Maybe he preferred it that way, hidden from view. She thought about him there, horny and caged and on his knees licking. Star quarterback Todd Mellick. The big man on campus. The thought lingered. On what he'd become. Her own personal pussy licker.

The first undulating wave of pure bliss hit right there and then. If someone had appeared at the end of the aisle would Rebecca have been able to push Todd away. She doubted it. The heat continued to swirl, the arousal didn't stop building. It built and built until it sung through her entire body and became too much. In one huge shivering quake she came.

In that moment all thought was suspended, any awareness of her surroundings momentarily lost. She dug teeth into her bottom lip, forced herself not to cry out. Bliss, bliss, and more bliss.

The last of the tremors subsided and she looked down at Todd, hot, horny and frustrated Todd. She patted him on the cheek and smoothed down her skirt. "Now help me with these books, slaveboy."

A couple of days later and Todd headed for the sports hall. His walk stiff and tight and no longer the swaggering strut of old. A couple of yummy first year girls crossed his path. His fixed gaze didn't deviate from the open doors of the sports hall. His stride didn't slow to examine or assess, or store in his mind, or possibly give chase. No, he kept walking, he focused on those doors.

Yet for all his focus and directness, the steady beat of sexual frustration pounded his insides. His pulse drummed with it, da-dum, da-dum, da-dum. Throb, throb, throb it cried out its insufferable, ultimately futile request. The coolness of the gymnasium came as a relief from the blistering heat. Though the sight of the nubile cheerleaders in their tight little outfits did little for Todd's throbbing pulse.

And then there was the shimmering beauty of Ava of course, grabbing him by the hand, pulling him towards the group, telling him that one of the male cheerleaders couldn't make it, that he'd be filling in for practice. All at a million miles a second. The truth was Todd couldn't take it in. His stunted erection pained him. His unmet desire left him foggy headed. He was in this girls slipstream. Whatever she wanted. Just let's get this over with.

And so with astonished and amused looks (though definitely more of the latter than former as most in the group had heard of Todd's caging by now) he was pulled into their practice. He was directed where to stand, where to move, who to lift. For the next three quarters of an hour he gripped soft smooth female flesh. He had girls back up against him, grind against him; he had girls above him – their panties drawn tight over pert butt cheeks.

And all of it was agonising, excruciating, torturous. And Ava was in her element. Laughing and smiling, and trying out some X-rated moves that demonstrated her full range of flexibility, moves that would surely never, ever be seen for real.

By the time they were done Todd was panting and pained and unable to take anymore.

"Thanks for filling in," said Ava brushing against him, delivering a big smacker on his lips. "I'd invite you back to ours but y'know." Her eyes flicked to his crotch. "Sometimes a girl just needs cock." She bumped her hip against him, flashed a devilish smile and sauntered over to Kiera and Lauren and three male cheerleaders (boys Todd had always dismissed as losers).

But in that moment as he watched them wander off with those girls, he would have given anything to be in their position right now. Anything. Instead he remained rooted to the spot, sexual need rolling through his body.
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Todd tried everything; Q-tips swirled through the metal bars of the chastity, the shower on full spray. But nothing, nothing got him off. The excruciating pinch always became too much.

The game that Friday was against local rivals ACU. And Todd wanted to win, he wanted to win bad. Maybe too much. He overthrew passes, carried down dead ends – got distracted by the bouncy cheerleaders. At full time he trudged off the field, any dejection at defeat overwhelmed by the heavy throb scattering all thought.

Saturday was spent mostly in his room. Brooding. Sulking. An icepack at his groin as he fantasised about Mandy and all the dark things he'd do to her if not for the leverage she had over him. Had it been his choice he'd have stayed there like that, counting down the minutes until this torturous hell was over. But it wasn't his choice, he had somewhere to be, and the calls of his housemates reminded him of that.

Ritchie and Jay were waiting at the foot of the stairs in Hefner style dressing gowns and suede slippers.

"You can't wear that," said Ritchie as Todd descended the stairs in his usual athleisure wear of short and t-shirt.

"I'll wear what I want," replied Todd, grumpily.

His two housemates raised eyebrows at one another. They knew better than to push Todd after a loss, and so let the comment slide as they followed him outside.

The distant hum of music drifted out along the broad tree lined street and into the humid night air. By the time the boys reached the front lawn it had merged with the giddy voices of the semi dressed students on the wide porch – drinking, talking, flirting. A glimpse of sweet flesh; a girl in nothing but bra and panties gave Todd thought to spin and walk right there. But before he knew it he was up the porch steps, drawn almost magnetically to her, his tormentress.

Two beauties in pastel pink chemises lolled by the front door. Ritchie and Jay passed on inside, but one of them stuck out an arm blocking Todd's way. "Dress code," she said with a little smile.

Todd snorted. Yet couldn't stop his eyes drifting over the chemise and the barely hidden nipples beneath. A dangerous and uncontrollable stirring quickened his pulse. He slid off his t-shirt and began stripping. The girls gave each other little smirks then simply watched as star quarterback Todd Mellick bared his hard body.

"Good enough," said Todd, his black boxers the only thing now concealing the humiliation of what was beneath.

"Oh, yeah," said one of the girls letting her eyes drift over Todd's package. "You are…good."

He wondered if she'd been in the lecture hall that day of his caging. If they both had. Todd brushed past them and ignoring their titters behind, caught up with Ritchie and Jay inside. The big lounge was heaving with a mix of guys and girls; frolicking, dancing, playing beer pong. All half naked. The room smelt of beer and sex and the girls tangy perfumed scent. Todd had a real bad feeling about tonight.

"Hello boys," said Tess, slipping from the throng with Lucy at her side.

Ritche and Jay stuttered a "hey," eyes like saucers as they alighted on the girls skimpy panty bra combo.

"Want the tour?" asked Tess.

"Uh-huh," murmured Ritchie.

Tess smiled at Lucy and the girls took the boys hands, dragging them off to who knows what. Todd looked back over the throng wondering where Mandy was. Normally he'd have been like a kid in a candy store with all this irresistible female flesh. But standing there was more like being a kid in a candy store with every piece of candy locked and barred and out of his reach. And taunting him to boot. It was going to be a long night.

Todd had no idea.

He pushed through the crowd trying to ignore the smiles and stares and whispers and giggles. Todd Mellick. Everyone knew him. Maybe they were just checking him out. Maybe they thought he was hot. Or maybe everyone of them knew – knew of his enforced chastity. What she'd done to him.

A couple were making out in the doorway to the kitchen. Todd brushed past them. He paid no attention to the cheer that went up as tequila shots were downed by more scantily clad young things. No, Todd wanted a beer, an ice cool beer. He grabbed one from an ice bucket, held it to his forehead and closed his eyes, trying to control the hot heat of arousal surging through his body right now. He flicked off the bottle top, lifted it to his mouth, was about to saviour its dulling effects, when she spoke.

"Did I say the houseboy could drink?"

Mandy had on a pink silk negligee. Her blue eyes sparkled. Her blonde hair glinted in the light. Her smooth skin was suffused with a golden glow. God she looked good.

"Mandy, I…"

She padded over to Todd, lifted the bottle from his grasp and placed it on the kitchen counter. The couple in the doorway resumed their kissing, the group with shots poured some more. Mandy pressed right up against Todd, gently brushing her foot against his calf, her knee against his inner thigh.

"Girls make the rules, silly dumb boys obey," she whispered to him.

Todd grimaced. He wanted a comeback, a witty reply to put this girl in her place, but his brain was sludge. If it was a computer it would be flashing on red alert right now – system overload, arousal critical.

"Stop," he simply said, trying to sound strong, trying to give no hint of his inner turmoil.

But Mandy knew. "Stop what?" she smiled innocently.

"This."

"What's this?"

She hadn't stopped with the gentle rubbing.

"This!" said Todd. His raised voice drew glances from the kissing couple and the group of shot drinkers.

"This?" inquired Mandy again with a smile.

"This…prick teasing," hissed Todd struggling to lower his voice, contain that raging heat.

"Aw, can the silly dumb boy not take it?" said Mandy exaggerating each word as if she was conversing with an idiot.

Todd clenched his jaw, tensed his muscles. Whatever this girl said to him, whatever she had him do, no way would he show his desperation. Not to her. Never. Mandy smiled a big white smile as she flashed her perfect teeth.

"Oooh, I like that." She ran a finger over Todd's twitching pecs, down his hard abs, and all Todd could do was gasp as it went lower and lower and lower. At his boxers she tugged out the elastic and had a peek.

Infuriated, Todd swiped her hand away in one quick motion snapping the elastic of his boxers back to his body.

"Touch me again and you know what happens," smirked Mandy.

Todd felt a sickening roll in his stomach. It still killed him, absolutely killed him that she could essentially destroy his life with one press of a button. And Mandy seemed only to revel ever more in that fact. His hands stayed by his sides as she took another peek – wide grin bunching the smooth contours of her cheeks at sight of his engorged state. Some things Todd just couldn't hide, no matter how much he may have wanted to.

A couple of second later Mandy snapped the elastic back to his body and tilted her head to the door. Bouncy upbeat girl pop emanated from the other room. "Ooh, I love this song," she said grabbing Todd by the hand. "Let's go dance—come on."

Todd's feet remained planted where they were. A look, that's all it took for him to know it wasn't worth resisting. And so dragged on into the other room, the beer bottle stayed where it was, undrunk on the kitchen counter.

Mandy spun and twerked, she grinded against him, she bounced around him all smiley and full of vim. And there was hardly a boy in the room that didn't cast a lustful glance in her direction. What they'd give to be in Todd's position. If only they knew.

Torture, pure torture, there was no other word for it. He pretty much stood on the spot where he was, lightly treading from one foot to the other, dazed and discomforted and unable to ignore Mandy and the other girls, and all that glistening smooth skin.

When Mandy had finished with the dancing she chatted and flirted and teased – and made sure Todd was at her side the whole time. She showed him off to her girlfriends like she owned him – touching his abs, his pecs, whispering who knows what. He somehow forced himself to grin and bear it, wishing the night was over, thinking murderous thoughts.

At some point a couple of guys from ACU showed up. And not just any guys, guys from the team. As soon as Todd saw his opposite number and bête noire, Ryan Scott coast in, he almost blew a gasket. He and his friend remained clothed in shirt and jeans and their varsity jackets of ACU green and white.

"Motherfucker," mouthed Todd, all set to march over and give them what for.

That was until Mandy smoothly slid in his way. "Going somewhere?"

"Was that you?" he asked, fiercely flicking his head to the ACU boys.

She turned glancing to them, then looked back to Todd. "Toddy, Toddy, Toddy." She shook her head tutting. "Whoever gets invited to an Alpha Phi party really isn't the concern of a silly dumb boy now is it?"

He sighed a frustrated sigh and brushed past her. "I'm done Mandy. I'm leaving."

"You don't want your surprise then?"

Todd stopped and turned. "What surprise?"

Mandy padded up to him, ran a finger over his chest and abs, teased a finger in the elastic of his briefs. "Just a little something seeing as you've been such a good, good boy all these weeks."

Todd had no reason to trust Mandy. Not one. But in that moment, slave to his own hormones and pulsing desire, he really did think she might release him a few days early; maybe blow him, maybe use his cock for her own pleasure – either was fine by him.

"Yeah," she said entwining her fingers around his, smiling that million-dollar smile.

If any boy could have resisted that then they surely weren't into girls. Todd gave a nod of agreement and Mandy led him by the hand from the lounge, to the hallway, then on upstairs.

In the pink room, with the pink wallpaper, the pink lampshade and pink bedspread, Mandy kissed Todd. A deep probing kiss in which her tongue sought out his. A kiss that left Todd's head spinning. A kiss that left him gasping.

"Please, Mandy," he pleaded. "Let me out of this thing. Let me please you." The words slipped off his tongue without thought. That desperation he'd tried so very hard to conceal showed in his eyes, showed in his expression, showed in his heaving chest.

Mandy placed a palm on to it, walked him back to the bed, sat him down. "Ditch the boxers and lie down," she commanded.

Todd didn't hesitate – before she could change her mind he tossed aside his last item of clothing and butt naked lay down on the pink bedspread. Mandy crawled onto the bed; still in that pink negligee she straddled his crotch. "You're going to please me all right. Now arms up."

"What?"

"Arms up," she repeated, grabbing his wrists and literally forcing them back.

From where Todd lay Mandy looked like a Goddess. Golden skinned. Golden haired in the light. White teeth. Full lips. Those sparkling blue eyes. He was far too gone to resist her. His arms fell back over his head limply.

Where the cable ties came from Todd had no idea. Maybe they were tucked in the edge of the mattress. Maybe they'd been in Mandy's grip all along. Wherever they'd come from Mandy manipulated them with a speed and dexterity that quickly had Todd's wrists stuck to the outer bars of the ornate brass headboard. He looked back at them – the tight feel of the ties alone was enough to trigger a flashback of the lecture theatre and all the humiliation that had ensued.

"Mandy, what the fuck!"

She'd already scooted down to the other end of the bed by now – with the aide of a couple more ties had Todd's right ankle fastened to the corner bedpost. "Mandy, I said what the fuck!" With his only single free leg he kicked out, but Mandy merely straddled it, pressing her full weight down quickly had it under control. After that, it took just the addition of a few more ties and she soon had that leg as helpless as all his other limbs.

"Mandy!" Todd yelled.

She climbed off the bed and looked down at her spread-eagled houseboy with a winning smile. "Silly…dumb…boy."

Todd had heard those words so many times now they were almost beginning to sound correct. He'd been tricked twice now by this girl. He'd been stupid, stupid, stupid. He could only watch as Mandy retrieved something from a jar on the table, then padded back over and climbed onto the bed.

"Y'know," she said straddling his crotch once more. "You really are just too easy."

Todd glowered at her. A cruel evil Goddess he thought, anger, arousal and everything in between swilling his insides.

"What? Does the silly dumb boy not want his big surprise?"

Todd's features softened a little. Mandy held a closed fist above his head, then opened it just enough to drop the gold key. It dangled from a golden chain, just above his nose – Mandy spun it right there in front of his face. And Todd's eyes didn't leave it. That key represented so much; freedom, an end to this agonising torment. If only he could reach out and grab it. If only…

Mandy ran the ridged tip of the key between his firm pecs, over his hard abs, lower and lower until metal clinked against metal.

"Now what do we have here."

Jaw clenched, Todd tossed his head back as she cupped his full balls – rattled the key along the bars of his metal prison, all the way along to the little slit where his pre cum oozed. She dug the key over it and Todd almost screamed out.

"Is the silly dumb boy horny?" she giggled.

"Please," Todd panted. "Let me out."

She pushed the key into the mini padlock. "Say again?"

"Please," he panted, red faced and desperate.

"One little turn, that's all it would take."

"Do it! Do it!" Todd begged.

Mandy stared back at him, smiling a brilliant white smile. "But that would ruin everything," she said withdrawing key from lock.

Todd felt something plummet inside and dropped his head to the mattress. A knock at the door lifted it again.

"Time for your big surprise," grinned Mandy.

She climbed from the bed and padded over to the door. Todd felt a sudden dread imagining Tess and Lucy and every other sorority girl from the party lined up and waiting outside. Hell, maybe she'd just leave the door open and let anybody wander up here, see her housebitch for themselves. That's what he was, wasn't he?

When the door opened it wasn't Tess or Lucy or Aubrey or Naomi, or any other sorority girl. It was worse, far worse.

Ryan Scott strode into the room almost crumpling double as he laid eyes on stricken, helpless Todd. "No freakin' way," he chuckled.

A dizzying, disorientating wave crashed through Todd's conscience. He looked out, eyes bulging, momentarily too shocked and panicked to speak.

"My new toy," said Mandy with a wicked glance at her captive.

Ryan snickered. "You're a bad girl, real bad," he said pulling her to him. The two smooched and then kissed a big and wet and deep kiss.

Todd gulped, suddenly aware of his racing pulse and knotted anger. "Mandy," he said in a steady serious tone as barely controlled fury boiled his blood. "You let me out of these ties right now, you hear."

She broke away from that sloppy kiss, tapped a finger at her cheek as she eyed him. "Hmm…no."

"Mandy, fuckin' let me out now!" he screamed, writhing and pushing at the ties. Yet predictably they didn't budge. For all his big muscles he really was as helpless as a little baby. Mandy smiled a cruel smile and went back to her kissing – was soon sliding off Ryan's jacket and shirt, unzipping his pants. Still kissing, she massaged him to erection. And she made a show of it, pushing his cock away from his body, dancing her fingertips over the shaft. All the while Todd cursed and shouted and writhed as he fought his restraints.

Mandy slid off her panties (shiny and pink of course) and padded over to Todd as he yelled. With one quick hand she stuffed them into his mouth. Todd spat them out, hurled another load of obscenities, but he'd tasted her wet juices now – that sweet intoxicating scent remained on his lips.

Mandy tore at the plastic wrapper with her teeth, rolled the rubber over Ryan's rigid hard on. She pulled him towards the bed, placed a foot up on onto it, hitched her leg. Todd glimpsed the swollen pink lips of a shaven pussy, glistening with her juices. Suddenly he was silent. Mandy wasn't like the other girls; she hadn't had him service her. Besides that kiss a moment ago, he'd barely been allowed to touch her. For a moment he stared up in wonder, then Ryan came up behind and thrust inside her.

Mandy moaned and groaned and placed a palm flat on Todd's abs. He turned away, closed his eyes. This wasn't happening. This couldn't be happening. But of course it was. She was treating him like a cuckold. She was making a show of getting herself off. Putting her pleasure above his. While he simply drowned in his own desire. And there wasn't a thing he could do about it.

When Mandy had had her fun in that position, she took things to another level – crawling up onto the bed above Todd. Ryan came up behind her and the fucking resumed.

Todd dug the back of his head into the mattress, kept his eyes tightly shut as he tried to block it all out; the shaking of the bed, the pain of his stunted erection that still oozed its sticky gloop, the wet squishy sound of their sexual organs on one another’s, the groans and moans and that taste that still clung to his lips.

Her taste.

Eyes still closed he tensed his arms, attempting to tear his wrists free. Then he felt her warm breath on his and stilled.

"Keep struggling," she panted.

He opened his eyes and she kissed him, plunging deeper and more searching than anyone had kissed him. And he kissed back, lost in whatever fucked up game this was. When she broke away from him she did so with a groan. The golden key dangled from her neck, right in front of Todd's face. Her erect nipples pointed the thin silk of her negligee. She looked down at Todd, panting. The squishy sound of sex was now accompanied by the more forceful slap of skin on skin. God he wanted her. Despite everything. Or maybe because of it.

She kissed him one more time, then pulled away emanating a high-pitched moan as she climaxed. The reverberating shudder broke whatever resistance Todd had left. Any anger or lingering thoughts of getting even were overwhelmed by something else. Marvel. Wonder. Unadulterated lust. Utter admiration for her cruelty. He'd lost control of his body and his mind had followed. He'd submitted to the pulsing throb and clawing need. He'd submitted to her.

Still panting a little, she looked down at him and somehow seemed to see as much. She'd won. She'd irrevocably changed him.


Ten

The lecture hall filled up quickly. First came the sorority girls, then the cheerleaders, then finally the more bookish, studious female students. They were all here. Mandy tapped her little card prompts against the top of the lectern and exchanged a smile with Rebecca and Ava out in the audience. All three glowed with something more than just the fresh-faced beauty of youth. The last month and a half had been life affirming. They'd experienced new kinks and desires, pushed back against everything the patriarchy said they should be: sweet, servile, submissive little things.

And best of all they'd learnt what it was to have a boy under their thumb. And not just any boy. An arrogant misogynist who was the apotheosis of male entitlement on campus. Well, not anymore. Slowly he'd come round. A thick base of manipulation, a layering of teasing and persuasion, a healthy sprinkling of humiliation and ding: a whole new boy. That was why they smiled. That was why there was more to them than just that glow.

Mandy glanced at the clock on the wall. She'd told the girls to turn up on the hour, ordered Todd to be here at a quarter past, not a second early or a second late. It was approaching that minute. A tingle of anticipation danced down her spine. She'd been looking forward to this moment above all others – a chance to show what a smart girl could do to a dumb boy. With such thoughts came a second, stronger tingle of arousal. She smoothed down her sleeveless navy blue dress, then took a swig of water to cool herself. Barely had she returned the bottle to the stand than the door at the top of the lecture hall pulled open and Todd stepped inside. He gave a nervous sweep of the roomful of women then looked down at the little stage.

Mandy smiled.

Redhead Tess locked the door behind him and Todd began his descent towards the stage. There were nudges and winks from the girls at the ends of the aisles, quickly heads turned, chatter stopped. By the time Todd stepped onto the stage you could have heard a pin drop. He walked towards Mandy who viewed him with that same smile.

"There," she said, pointing to a spot to her left. Todd crossed past her and the lectern, and stopped and stood where she pointed, facing the eager audience. "Good boy," added Mandy making it clear who was in charge.

Surprisingly Todd didn't balk or snarl. Okay, maybe there was the hint of a scowl, but nothing more. He stared down towards the edge of the stage in front of him – silent – as if waiting her next command. For the roomful of female students who'd witnessed his spit flecked raging tantrum in the last lecture, his obedience was almost impossible to believe. Perhaps that's why numerous eyes flicked back to Todd even as Mandy began speaking; waiting for the spillover, waiting for the pot to boil.

"Ladies, welcome. Thank you for coming…or not," said Mandy with a sly glance at Todd.

The joke channeled the mood of giddy anticipation as the room erupted into laughter. Todd kept his eyes on the stage. Maybe there was a twitch of irritation. Maybe it was just imagined.

"Those of you here for our first lecture will know we spoke about male entitlement and its corrosive effect on campus life," Mandy recapped. "We discussed where it comes from and how each and every one of us has likely been affected by it. We also set in motion our little case study, locking Todd here up in chastity." Mandy paused as someone shouted out a "hell yeah." Again she waited for the laughter to die down. "Yes ladies, we decided to take away some of that male entitlement and see what would happen to the big strong boy when he didn't have everything his way.

"And I'm delighted to announce that the results are conclusive. But rather than simply talk you through them, I think you girls need to see the results of our little experiment with your own eyes. I think a demonstrations in order."

A giddy murmur rippled around the hall. A couple of girls bounced in their seats excitedly. A few more rubbed their palms together. "Showtime!" whispered one girl to another in the front row.

Mandy had one arm now draped over the top of the lectern stand as she looked to Todd. "Boy, look at me," she commanded as if talking down to a subordinate.

Todd's gaze still remained glued to the front of the stage. He so obviously didn't want to look at her, so obviously didn't want to look at any of them. But what he wanted, and what he was going to do, were two different things entirely. He turned his head to her. And that's when she said it. Puckering the S and T, rolling the R, prolonging the I, and finally punctuating the P with a pursing pop.

"Strip," she said savouring every last consonant and vowel.

There was a gulp and slight hardening of features, but Todd didn't say 'fuck you' or laugh in her face like one might have expected. Instead he peeled off his t-shirt revealing his chiselled upper body to the girls. And they liked it – they really did. There were smiles and smirks and wide eyed 'oohs.'

Following Mandy's strict instruction Todd removed his trainers. When he straightened again he placed his hands on the waistband of his shorts and looked out at the audience. But now the room was silent and just about every girl leaned forward that bit more intently. Perhaps they still didn't believe it. I mean it was one thing being cable tied and having the clothes cut from your body, quite another voluntarily stripping yourself. And remember this was Todd Mellick, star football player and all round bad ass. He didn't do what he was told. He didn't obey.

But these girls had no idea, no idea of the throbbing and pulsing and aching and all round desperation. No idea of the toying and teasing and humiliation he'd been through. They had no idea what Todd Mellick would do. But they were about to.

The shorts came down. And any boxers or briefs he might have worn were long gone. The only thing he had on was the source of his hellish frustration this past month. And how it amused his all female audience. Laughter erupted – there were whoops and cheers and a smattering of hi-fives. Someone wolf whistled.

"I told you he'd still have it on," said one girl.

Her friend couldn't even pretend to be upset at having lost the bet. She passed over a twenty-dollar bill still giggling. All around the hall girls stared and giggled – some covered their laughter with both hands. Some even now disbelieving of what they were seeing. Todd fixated on the edge of the low stage, cheeks reddening, laughter soaking through his skin, crushing the remnants of a battered ego.

Mandy let the scene play out, only after a good minute spoke to bring an end to the giddy voices and fast chatter. "As you can see," she said above the din. "Our subject remains firmly locked in his chastity device. That's a full six weeks he's been unable to play with himself. And we all know how much boys like playing with themselves."

More titters.

"How's it felt, boy?"

Todd so obviously didn't want to speak, his eyes remained lowered, his jaw clenched.

"Hm?" prompted Mandy.

"Painful," said Todd softly without raising his eyes.

"Painful," smiled Mandy. "Well, a little pain doesn't seem to have done you any harm."

She stepped from behind the lectern, heels clicking on the beige blonde wood of the stage, walked to Todd. She lifted the metal bars of the chastity with a finger, let it and his engorged penis that was attempting to burst its cage drop as she pulled her hand away. His balls – big and ripe looking – jiggled. Another round of titters.

"Y'see Todd's been a good boy for us this past six weeks. He's cleaned, he's tidied, he's run errands. In fact, you could say he's been a good little bitch boy for me and my girls."

Todd's nostrils flared, his hands balled up into fists. Yet he didn't say anything, he didn't move, even though he was free to. The audience watched on, rapt.

"Such a good bitch boy," said Mandy feeling the warm swell of arousal thickening her lips below. She patted his head, watched how his pecs twitched and the muscles of his jaw tensed. How it turned her on.

"What do you say girls. Should we let him out?"

There was a split second pause then a booming definitive, "No," from the audience.

Mandy couldn't stop herself smiling. "I don't think you've convinced them." She tapped the metal cap of his chastity. Todd flinched then stared back at her, desperation etched all over his features.

"Please," he said barely audibly.

"What's that?" asked Mandy.

"Please," repeated Todd still just above a whisper. "Please let me out."

The hot heat of arousal swirled through Mandy's body. "Again and louder so everyone can hear the silly dumb boy beg."

Todd swallowed hard, then looked to that smiling face and spoke. "Please let me out. Please release me. Please Mandy, I'm begging,"

And there wasn't one girl that didn't hear the desperation in his voice.

Mandy placed a finger on one cheek, blue eyes raised to the ceiling in contemplation. "Hmm…" she hummed.

"Don't do it," a girl in the fifth row cried out.

"Mandy, please!" Todd begged.

Mandy dropped her eyes to his. "Pretty please."

"Yes, pretty please," said Todd urgently.

Tapping her cheek, Mandy held back snickers as she stared at the naked boy pleading and begging. Another pleasurable shiver radiated out from between her hips. "Okay," she said finally. "But only cos you asked nice."

Todd dropped his head, exhaling in relief. But his ordeal was far from over.

Mandy unclipped the necklace, lifted it and the small golden key from beneath her dress. She ran its grooved edge down Todd's chest, over his abs. He flexed at its touch, panting with need. Another warm shiver sung through Mandy's body. She scraped the key down over the chastity, placed it in the small metal padlock.

Todd tensed up. 'Turn it, turn it,' his body might well have screamed.

"Run and those pictures go live," warned Mandy.

If the thought had crossed Todd's mind those words extinguished it. Mandy unlocked and removed the mini padlock, with some pulling and jiggling pulled Todd free from his metal prison. And there he stood immediately lengthening out to full stiffness. There were chuckles and giggles and more smiles exchanged. And still Todd didn't move, or rather part of him didn't. His thick cock almost purple in colour, seemed to pulse and throb all of its accord.

Mandy smiled to herself as she placed the chastity device on the lectern and strode back over to Todd. "Control a boys sexual desire and you control him," she said looking out at her captive audience.

As if by way of explanation she ran a single finger up the length of Todd's shaft. Immediately he tossed his head back and gasped, every fibre of his being twitching for more as his cock searched ever skyward.

The watching girls snickered gleefully.

"Control a boys sexual desire and you can make him do almost anything," said Mandy encircling the shiny glands of his engorged helmet. She gathered his juices on a fingertip, held it to his lips. "Suck," she commanded.

Todd gave her a stare, a stare that would have had Cody and frat boy Connor and all the other beta males on campus running for the hills. But Mandy wasn't any beta male. She was leader of Alpha Phi, and knew exactly how to handle boys like Todd.

"Suck," she ordered tickling his lips.

There was the beat of a pause as Todd looked to her. He was angry now. It was undeniable. A vein throbbed at his neck, a sullen scowl darkened his features. And yet his mouth opened and on in went the finger.

"That's a good boy," smiled Mandy as titters encircled the hall and Todd sucked. Eyes closed he sucked. What Todd was thinking was anyone's guess. He'd been objectified, humiliated, and still it wasn't over.

Mandy slid her finger out from between his lips with a suckered pop, then danced it over his fat full ball sack. When she'd had fun doing that, she pressed thumb and forefinger together and held it front of Todd's crotch. "How much would you like to fuck my hand right now," she grinned.

Todd was gone, broken. His body pulsed with unmet lust and desire. He needed release. "A lot," he said unable to deny it.

"Go for it," smiled Mandy.

Despite the audience of female students, Todd didn't hesitate. He pressed his rigid cock forward and pushed it between Mandy's fingers.

"Hump doggy, hump," shouted one of the cheerleaders sending another ripple of laughter around the hall.

Todd didn't seem to care, or was perhaps too far gone to care. Either way he was thrusting now, harder and faster into Mandy's little O shaped hole. She pulled back a little and a little – edging, teasing, causing him to seek out that hand of hers all the more. She had him on a string. He was her puppet all right.

"What are you?" asked Mandy.

He glared at her, but caught up in his own pulsing need didn't blink before answering. "I'm a silly dumb boy," he said as if learnt by rote.

Mandy smiled. The audience smiled and squealed in laughter.

"That's right," said Mandy. "Just a dumb silly boy." she stroked his nose. "Yes you are."

Todd's chest was rising and falling, heaving up and down. He inhaled and exhaled in short sharp pants; the thickened glands of his penis had become a deep dark purple. It was all quite a sight really. There was something primal and animalistic about his hard body. That need. That desire. Overriding all else.

"Apologise," said Mandy suddenly pulling her hand away, leaving him stiff and dripping and humping the air.

Todd looked to her, eyes swimming, as if disbelieving she could be so cruel. A warm shudder corkscrewed through her body, wetting her sopping panties that bit more.

"I'm sorry," Todd said breathlessly.

"For being?" said Mandy teasing his tip with the lightest fingertip.

"For being a, a, a…" Todd moaned, trembling at her touch.

"An arrogant, misogynistic asshole," she instructed.

Todd looked out at the audience, bottom lip quivering, body twitching. "For being an arrogant misogynistic asshole," he blurted out.

"Like I said girls," said Mandy continuing with that light touch. "Control a boys sexual desire and you control him."

Todd's eyes flicked to hers and she knew, knew he was done for. She trailed that fingertip down over his shaft, gave his balls the gentlest of squeezes, then simply watched. Watched as Todd's shoulders hunched, his abs tensed inward and his cock spasmed.

"Give it to us big boy," a girl shouted out.

And Todd did. Not that he could stop himself. The first stream of pearly white cum erupted upwards, landing all the way over at that fixed spot on the edge of the stage he'd stared at for so long. More came after that, splattering onto the stage in ever decreasing lengths. The girls in the audience laughed and clapped them out hysterically.

"This isn't over," whispered Mandy to Todd's ear, even before he'd stopped erupting. "I'm far from finished with you." He lowered his head, opened his eyes, stared back at her in crumpled ruin, cock still spewing its built up reserves. "Not by a long shot," she smiled.

Mandy walked to the lectern, picked up his shorts from the hollow at the back, shoved them to him. "Now run along silly dumb boy. I'll be in touch."

Cock still dribbling its sticky excess, Todd slid on his shorts. He didn't bother asking what had happened to his t-shirt or trainers, he simply ran. On up the aisle of steps passing smiling Rebecca and Ava, and the cheerleaders and sorority girls. A murmur of chatter and giggles accompanying his ascent. Tess already had the door unlocked and open at the top. She twitched her eyebrows up and down, and flashed him a big grin, then closed the door behind him.

As the audience turned back to Mandy, the first smattering of applause began. One girl stood, then another, and another, until the whole room was standing clapping in ovation. Still smiling that perfect white smile, Mandy took a bow.


Eleven

When the message came it was short and straight to the point like they all were.

Mine. Tomorrow. 6. Mandy xxx

And so the next day Todd walked the wide tree lined street. Like he had so many other times now. Except today was different. Today he walked with a freeness, unburdened by the aching throb that had rolled through his body for so many long weeks. He passed the now parched front lawns of the big white houses, walked beneath the yellowing leaves of the full trees. The stifling sun at his back, his long shadow stretched out before him. He looked big. Strong. Like he'd always imagined himself.

Silly dumb boy.

Her voice cut through his thoughts like a guillotine, stuffing his ego back in its box. He swung around, half expecting to see her there, but the street was empty. He shook his head, but couldn't rid himself of the image. The bright blue eyes, the silky hair, the body and legs. Any anger was replaced by arousal, any urge to get even tempered by a creeping concern for what she had planned for him next. His cock stirred at the very thought.
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