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Welcome!

My name is Anna Ritter, and I've been writing femdom and gynarchy erotica for the last four years. I love domination and power exchange. You can find my short stories, novellas, and novels on Amazon. Now I'm doing commissions!

Do you have a personal fantasy you'd like to see? With no limits and a vivid, biting imagination, I'll write out your favorite scenario. Keep it short or get as detailed as you like. I charge one cent per word. You get a written fantasy designed to your specifications, and I keep the publishing rights.
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Let me know what you’d like me to write with an email to ARitter664@gmail.com.

I look forward to hearing from you!


Destiny’s Hunt

Deep in an isolated stretch of wilderness, far from the distractions of ordinary life, there exists an institution unlike most others. Surrounded by thick forests and accessible only by a single winding road, the school functions as its own enclosed society, carefully designed to uphold a particular vision of order and discipline. Once students arrive, the outside world fades away, replaced by a structured environment where leadership is cultivated with precision and purpose.

Here, young women and men are taught with two very distinct visions of how the world should work.

The school is known for its distinctive approach to education. While many institutions encourage open competition and equal ambition among all students, this place operates under a different philosophy. Young women are taught to lead, to command, and to shape the future, while young men are guided toward a role of support and service. The faculty, composed entirely of women, reinforces these lessons through a curriculum that leaves little room for uncertainty about the place each student is expected to occupy.

The grounds themselves reflect this hierarchy. Towering glass-and-stone buildings rise over vast courtyards, their polished surfaces gleaming under the sun. Older, ivy-covered halls stand as a reminder of the institution’s long and storied history. At the heart of the campus, a grand marble fountain dominates the main courtyard. Its statue depicts a woman seated in a posture of quiet authority, while at her feet, a kneeling male figure gazes up in careful attention. To some, it is an artistic tribute to tradition. To others, it is a statement of intent.

Academic life is rigorous, with a curriculum that extends far beyond conventional subjects. The young women study political strategy, behavioral psychology, corporate governance, and the art of persuasion. There are courses on negotiation, public speaking, and media influence—each designed to ensure that they leave not only educated but prepared to exert control in every sphere they enter. They are trained in reading body language, identifying weakness, and using language as a tool of both charm and domination.

The young men follow a different path, one centered on discipline, etiquette, and deference. Their coursework includes assisted leadership, guided decision-making, and interpersonal harmony, all reinforcing the idea that their success is measured by how well they support and obey. Physical training is not about strength but about control—learning to move with composure, to react without resistance, to anticipate the needs of others before they are spoken aloud.

For students like Destiny, the school is more than an opportunity—it is a proving ground. She has always understood that power does not belong to those who demand it outright but to those who know how to take it with skill and subtlety. She studies political theory with an almost obsessive focus, analyzing past leaders and the ways they bent others to their will. Her professors praise her sharp mind and her ability to dissect social interactions with surgical precision.

But it is manipulation that fascinates her most. She listens carefully in lectures on behavioral control, absorbing every lesson on how to influence, guide, and shape the decisions of those around her. She practices soft power in her daily interactions, refining the balance between flirtation and command, between suggestion and demand. She watches the male students closely, studying their reactions, learning how easily they hesitate, how quickly they submit when the right pressure is applied.

Beyond the classrooms, the social order reinforces what is taught in lessons. The young women carry themselves with the certainty of those who expect to be followed, while the young men lower their voices, careful not to overstep invisible boundaries. Student organizations offer further training in leadership and control, each with its own methods of cultivating dominance—whether through intellect, discipline, or persuasion.

Even in moments of leisure, the philosophy of the school is ever-present. Discussions of law and governance happen over evening tea. Social gatherings are as much about power as they are about entertainment, with every interaction serving as a test of influence. Destiny thrives in this environment, knowing that the skills she gains here will carry her far beyond the confines of the campus.

The institution does not simply educate—it reshapes. Those who enter learn quickly that the lessons taught here are not merely academic but fundamental to the way they will move through the world. For Destiny, every day is another step toward mastery, another opportunity to refine the skills that will define her future. When she leaves, she intends to carry the lessons of this place with her—lessons of control, of influence, and of the unshakable certainty that power is hers to claim.

Destiny knew what people thought of her. With her wavy blonde hair, those vividly crystalline blue eyes, her cute nose and her full lips, she was hot. When she needed to be modest, she preferred the phrase, "conventionally attractive". It was true, of course. She had everything so many different guys wanted. Even here, at the school, she could see it when she strode by.

Earlier in her life, Destiny had needed to be so much more cautious. She remembered being younger and smaller. She remembered hitting puberty along with the boys. As her body developed, they had started checking her out. Immediately, there had been something almost predatory about their stares. It only got worse when they worked up the courage to start teasing her. Nothing truly terrible happened, yet those boys wanted to snap her bra and pull on her hair. It had been strange, if only because she remembered boys tugging on her blonde tresses back in pre-K, only then it started to happen again in middle school, like those young men hadn't learned anything.

Maybe that was why she needed the school; perhaps that was why coming here had been such a good idea.

"Can you handle it?" Olivia asked her.

They were seated in the common room of the Gamma Rho sorority house. Surrounded by comfy chairs and couches, plus a pair of TVs mounted on the wall, this was a spot where so many different girls could come and hang out.

"I've got this," Destiny said. She pushed as much certainty into her voice as possible. In fact, she thought of the Dean, her professors, and the other young women on campus.

Perhaps that had been the strangest part of coming here.

Throughout her life, Destiny remembered seeing all of these different shows and movies and listening to these different songs. Lots of content creators talked about the importance of female empowerment. Some even went so far as to address feminism directly. Then again, the same creators always had to be aware of that potential pushed back. Buzzing in the background, there was that note of sexism. She thought of the guys out there in the manosphere and how they loved talking about how men were really the ones who are getting oppressed. Even if most positions of power were still occupied by men, the guys were the ones who were getting tricked or cheated somehow. She always remembered hearing that note of anger in their voices. Occasionally, especially back in high school, some of the boys had teased the girls. And it wasn't just taunting. It wasn't just a mockery. It was the fact that they wanted something, like they needed a certain kind of approval.

"Have you decided who you're going for?"

"I have," she said.

"Would you like any advice?"

Destiny considered it for a few seconds. She pressed her lips together into a contemplative line, and then she shook her head. "No," she finally decided. "I think I got this. If I get stuck or if any of the boys give me trouble, I will get back to you. Okay?"

"Olivia flashed a warm smile, "sounds good."

Destiny's task was simple: she needed to secure three boys. It sounded easy enough, but she also saw the young men on campus, and she could sense the difference. At this school, the professors were all women; confident and powerful, they strode through the hallways and corridors with a sense of purpose. Not only that, they were all extremely skilled and educated. These were the women who had pushed through the nonsense of academia to claw their way to the tops of their fields. They researched and published. Not only that, Destiny had heard that their prestige had grown exponentially, especially now that they didn't have to deal with the departmental politics of other universities.

It was an amazing thought.

And Destiny got to be a student here!

Even as that excitement roiled through her stomach, she forced herself to smile. She had to look nonchalant; she needed to focus on her appearance. She didn't want any of the others to sense that uncertainty or doubt.

At times, she got mad at the boys who had teased her in middle school and high school. She remembered guys suggesting that she didn't need to focus on her schooling because she was a girl. She was cute and hot and those guys probably meant those points as complements. There was one guy in particular who had looked at her, and he had seemed so sincere when he told her, "Why are you even worried about your math homework? Seriously, you should just start posting videos. I mean, it doesn't matter what you would do. You're so gorgeous, I'm sure you would have like a million followers overnight."

His intentions had been nice. He had wanted to make her feel good. It didn't matter. As far as she was concerned, his point had been obvious: as a conventionally attractive girl, she didn't have anything to offer except for maybe some makeup tutorials, dance video, or her airheaded opinions as she curled her blonde hair around her fingertip. It was gross, especially because she wanted to be so much more than that. To make matters even more complicated, she did enjoy wearing makeup; she liked brushing her hair, and she enjoyed fashion as well. At the same time, she knew she didn't have to be limited by any of those interests.

But now, they were going to play a little game.

She decided to start with Michael.

Finding him proved to be surprisingly easy. Destiny strutted across the quad, the warm breeze carrying the scent of freshly cut grass and the faintest hint of someone’s coffee. She loved moments like this, especially when she spotted him. She adjusted the strap of her bag and slid her sunglasses up onto her head as she headed toward that one boy.

Michael Carrington stood near the bike racks, shifting awkwardly from foot to foot. He wasn’t on his phone like everyone else. Instead, he just stood there, staring at the ground, fingers fidgeting with the straps of his backpack like he was debating whether to leave or stay.

Destiny smirked. This was going to be easy.

She approached slowly, letting her heels click against the pavement just loud enough for him to hear. She loved this part—the thrill of persuasion, the power of seeing someone’s resolve melt away under her gaze. The Hunt was one of Gamma Rho’s biggest events of the semester, and Destiny had been given a mission: bring three new guys. Guys who weren’t the usual frat bros or social butterflies.

Michael would be able to satisfy her sisters. Not only that, there was that edge of fear on his face, making it clear he would be the perfect kind of prey; he was the kind of boy who would run hard. Or maybe he would try to turn around and fight. Destiny wasn't sure one way or the other, but she was looking forward to finding out.

Ignoring her own doubts, she strode right over to him. She knew she looked far more confident and she actually felt. “Michael,” she called, her voice honey-smooth.

He jumped like she’d pulled him from some deep thought and nearly dropped his backpack in the process. He turned and looked like he wanted to say something, but he couldn't find the words. Eventually, he made a couple of coherent sounds, “Oh. Uh. Hey, Destiny.”

Adorable.

She crossed her arms and tilted her head even as she examined him. She swept her eyes from his shoes up to his jeans and along his shirt. He wasn't one of the most attractive boys on campus, but there was still something alluring about him. Maybe it was the fact that she knew what he was wearing. Like all of the boys, he was caged. “What are you up to?"

Michael cleared his throat. “I was just…heading back to the dorms.”

Destiny gave a slow shake of her head. “Not tonight, you’re not.”

Michael hesitated. “…What?”

“You’re coming to The Hunt,” she said, watching his reaction carefully. Truthfully, she loved the strategy; it always felt so good to just tell a boy what he was going to do. Better yet, at the school she was certain he would obey.

Michael blinked. “The sorority thing?” Uncertainty rippled up to his voice. Technically, she couldn't force him, but he was a boy, and she could always track down his keyholder if necessary…

Instead, Destiny let out a playful sigh. “Not just a sorority thing. The party of the semester.” That last part probably wasn't really true. There were plenty of events, each one billed as "most important," but she wasn't going to let her sisters down. If Michael was on her list, then he was coming. She leaned in slightly, lowering her voice like she was letting him in on a secret. “Invite-only.” Again, that wasn't strictly true, but he didn't need to know that.

Michael’s brow furrowed. “Why…are you inviting me?”

Destiny feigned offense, pressing a hand to her chest. “What, you don’t think I’d want you there?”

Michael hesitated. “I just…I don’t really do parties.” Lots of the boys felt that way, especially since the parties have taken on a very different dynamic. In other parts of the country, the party served as a perfect opportunity for the boys to go out and to try to hook up with the hottest girls they could. It was always a "hunt," only the boys were supposed to be the ones chasing the girls. Here and tonight, it was going to be very, very different. A smile started to slide along her lips, but she suppressed it. Rather, Destiny pursed her lips, pretending to consider this. “No? You don’t like a little mystery? A little adventure?”

Michael let out a nervous chuckle as he rubbed the back of his neck. “I think my definition of ‘adventure’ is probably different from yours.”

She stepped closer, catching the way he swallowed hard. “Michael,” she said, her voice dropping just a little, “I think you underestimate yourself.”

Michael glanced around, as if looking for an escape. “I don’t know…I wouldn’t fit in.”

Destiny arched a brow. “And why’s that?”

“I mean…it’s a Gamma Rho party.” He gestured vaguely. “It’s, like, your world. I’m not—”

She cut him off with a knowing smile. “You’re not what? One of them?”

Michael hesitated, then shrugged.

Destiny released a dramatic sigh. She was probably overdoing it, but Mrs. Williams from her eighth grade drama class probably would've approved. “Okay, fine. If you’re really that worried about not fitting in, I’ll make you a deal.”

Michael raised an eyebrow. “A deal?”

She reached out and lightly traced the edge of his sleeve with her fingertip. It was barely a touch, but it was enough. She saw the way his breath caught, the way his shoulders tensed ever so slightly.

“I’ll be there,” she said softly. “And I will make sure you have a very exciting time."

Michael exhaled sharply, his resolve crumbling right in front of her. “I mean…I guess it wouldn’t hurt to stop by for a little bit.”

Destiny beamed, tapping his shoulder playfully. “That’s the spirit.”

She turned on her heel, her work with him done. One down. Two to go.

Next, she decided to track down Zack.

She knew he might be slightly more challenging, especially since he was the intellectual of the three she had picked out.

Tracking him down was easy enough. Destiny found Zack exactly where she expected him—seated alone at an outdoor table near the student union, a thick book open in front of him, a highlighter in one hand, and a half-empty cup of coffee at his side.

Typical.

Zack Monroe was one of those rare creatures who actually came to college for the education. He wasn’t interested in parties, didn’t care about Greek life, and didn’t waste time on things he considered “distractions.” As far as she knew, he didn't even play many video games. But he was smart—too smart, in Destiny’s opinion, to think that a life spent buried in books was the only thing that mattered.

She adjusted her bag strap and approached, letting her presence be known before speaking. Her shadow had fallen across his textbook; he didn't seem to mind, “Zack.”

He didn’t look up. “Destiny.”

She smirked. “How did you know it was me?”

“You wear strong perfume,” he said absently, flipping a page in his book. “And you have a distinct way of walking—deliberate, confident, a little too self-assured.”

"I'm pretty sure that description applies to most of the girls at this school." Destiny arched an eyebrow. “But you do notice me.”

“I notice everything,” Zack said, finally looking up. His sharp green eyes locked onto hers, studying, assessing. Unlike so many of the other boys, he didn't exude that nervous energy, like he didn't even care if he had to wear a chastity cage. She could almost admire that. Then again, this was what made him a perfect boy to invite to the Hunt.

For a brief second, Destiny felt like she was the one under examination. She didn't allow her outward façade to change. This was her sorority and their party, and this boy wasn't going to win, not here. She recovered quickly and slipped into the seat across from him before crossing her legs. “Good. Then notice this—I need you to come to The Hunt.”

Zack sighed, closing his book with slow deliberation. “And why would I do that?”

She rested her chin in her hand. “Because it’s going to be the best party of the semester. And you, my dear scholar, need a break from all this.” She gestured to his book, like it was some kind of disease.

Zack leaned back in his chair. “Destiny, I appreciate the invitation, but I have to study.”

Destiny rolled her eyes. “For what? It’s Friday night. Besides, I'm sure you already have perfect grades.” She had watched as several teachers had tried to call on him. There had been other stories as well. Professors wanted to tease Zack just as they had gone after so many other boys. Unlike those young men, however, Zack had no problem being corrected. Not only that, he most always knew the correct answer, no matter how esoteric or strange the questions may have seemed. Here was a boy who wanted to learn and read and absorb as much as he could about every discipline imaginable.

Sure enough, he had an easy explanation for why a party wouldn't appeal to him and why he needed to study. “For my own intellectual fulfillment,” he said.

“Oh my God.” She threw up her hands. “Zack, you’re literally the only person I know who uses the phrase intellectual fulfillment in a normal conversation.”

“That’s probably true,” he admitted, amused.

Destiny leaned forward. “Look, I get it. You’re here to learn, you take school seriously, and that’s great. Really. But don’t you think part of college is about experiencing new things?”

He frowned. “Part of college is about preparing for the future.”

“And you don’t think social experiences are part of that?” She tilted her head. “You’re planning to work in academia or something, right? You’re going to have to deal with people. Persuade them, argue with them, charm them.”

He smirked. “I argue just fine.”

She grinned. “And you think you don’t need practice charming people?”

Zack narrowed his eyes. “I’m beginning to think this isn’t about me needing new experiences. It’s about you needing to fill a quota.”

Destiny gasped, clutching her chest in mock offense. “How dare you suggest that I have an ulterior motive?”

Zack just stared at her.

She sighed, giving in a little. “Fine. Yes, I do need to bring a few people. But I also genuinely think you’d enjoy it. More than that, I think you would be an excellent addition. When it comes to planning a party, you need the right people.”

Arching an eyebrow like an intellectual bastard, he asked, "And you honestly think I would be the right kind of people for your party?"

"I do," she said.

"Why?"

"Because you have a different perspective, and I'm sure there are lots of girls there who would love to debate with you."

Zack scoffed. “You genuinely think I’d enjoy standing in a packed house with drunk people screaming over bad music?”

“Who said it was bad music?”

“It’s a sorority party.”

She huffed. “Wow, way to stereotype. And for the record, The Hunt is not some sloppy keg party. It’s an experience. There are rules, challenges, a whole mystery to solve—”

Zack raised an eyebrow. “A mystery?”

Destiny smiled, sensing his interest. “That’s right. We don’t just throw a party. We create a game.” Maybe "mystery" hadn't been the right word. Then again, there was that great question that would, at the end of the night, one girl would want to answer.

Zack still looked skeptical, but at least he wasn’t immediately rejecting the idea anymore.

She decided to push further. “You like puzzles, right? You enjoy challenges. You like thinking?”

Zack snorted. “Unlike the rest of the student body?”

“Exactly.” She leaned closer, lowering her voice. “So wouldn’t you rather experience a party designed for people who think rather than just drink?”

Zack drummed his fingers against the table as he considered this. Technically, she probably could have gone straight to his keyholder to discuss his plans for the night. Then again, Destiny wanted to do this herself. Besides, she could tell he was tempted. He wasn’t against the idea—he was just being difficult for the sake of it.

Finally, he sighed. “I still have to study.”

Destiny groaned. “Zack. One night. One party. What’s the worst that could happen?”

“I could fall behind.”

She rolled her eyes. “You could also, I don’t know, actually have fun.”

Zack gave her a long look, then picked up his book again. “Give me one good reason why I should go.”

Destiny grinned. “Because I’ll be there.”

Zack shook his head, smirking. “That’s your reason?”

“It’s a pretty good reason.” She flashed him a wink.

Zack chuckled, shaking his head as he reopened his book. “Fine. I’ll think about it.”

Destiny grinned. Two down. One to go.

The gym smelled like sweat, rubber, and the faintest trace of whatever air freshener the school janitors used to keep the place from becoming unbearable. Young men were busy running on the treadmills. Others were at the weight machines, lifting and pulling and quietly grunting as they worked through their reps. She allowed her eyes to wander. She definitely saw some nice biceps and strong shoulders. Plus, there was something alluring about the strain on their faces, like they were fighting so hard.

Destiny had never spent much time here but today was different. Today, she had a mission.

She found Gabriel near the weight racks, gripping a barbell as he finished a set of bicep curls. His muscles flexed under the fluorescent lights, his tan skin gleaming with the slightest sheen of sweat. He was one of those guys who looked like he belonged in a fitness commercial—tall, broad-shouldered, and just cocky enough to make it work for him.

Destiny waited until he racked the weights before stepping closer. “Gabriel.”

He turned, flashing a boyish grin. “Destiny. What brings you to my world?”

She smirked. “Recruitment.”

Gabriel raised an eyebrow. “For what? I’m already on the soccer team.”

“For something more exciting,” she said. “The Hunt.”

Gabriel’s grin widened. “Oh, I’ve heard about that. Some kind of Gamma Rho party, right?”

Destiny nodded. “Not just a party. The party.”

Gabriel grabbed a towel, slinging it around his neck as he stepped toward her. “I’m down.”

Destiny blinked. “That easy?”

He laughed. “I like parties, and I like you. Why would I say no?”

Destiny grinned. Well, that was easier than expected.

Then he hesitated. “There’s just one problem.”

Of course. There was always a catch. “What is it?”

Gabriel exhaled, rubbing the back of his neck. “My keyholder doesn’t want me to go.”

Destiny pursed her lips. “Ah. I see.” She didn’t have to ask any more questions. Technically, that was supposed to be the end of the conversation. Gabriel studied her face, as if expecting her to push harder. But instead, Destiny just nodded. “I understand.”

Gabriel looked surprised. “You do?”

“Of course,” she said simply. “You don’t want to disappoint her.”

He exhaled, relieved. Somehow, she suspected that Gabriel would be the kind of boy who quickly adapted to this school. As long as he was allowed to lift weights and build up those muscles, he didn't need to think about anything else. Ironically, one word popped into her mind to describe him: airhead.

Destiny paused for a moment, then tilted her head, her expression thoughtful. “But…if you really wanted to go, you could try convincing her.”

Gabriel frowned. “I don’t know. She’s pretty set on it.”

Destiny’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “Then you’d have to try harder.”

Gabriel chuckled. “I don’t think reasoning with her is going to work.”

Destiny stepped closer, just enough for him to notice the shift in energy between them. “Who said anything about reasoning?”

Gabriel looked down at her, intrigued. “What are you suggesting?”

Destiny smirked. “I’m suggesting that if you really want something, you should fight for it.” She crossed her arms. “You should grovel.”

Gabriel laughed. “Grovel?”

“Plead,” she continued, her voice teasing. “Beg, if necessary. And of course, your keyholder would probably feel a lot more generous if you offered up something useful. A boy like you with those lips? That mouth? I'm sure you could do a lot."

The athlete grimaced, probably because he didn't like to think of that way. Even if the girls saw him as a golden retriever in human form, Gabriel probably had other ideas about the kind of man he wanted to be. He would figure it out soon enough. He couldn't hide in this gym forever. Muscle didn't mean much, not in this new world. He shook his head, amused. “I don’t beg.”

Destiny arched a brow. “Oh? That’s too bad. Because I love watching a man beg.”

Gabriel let out a short laugh, shaking his head again. “You’re dangerous.”

“I know,” she said, unapologetic.

His nostrils flared. Gabriel sighed, clearly considering. “You think I should really try?”

Destiny shrugged. “Depends. Do you really want to go?”

Her target hesitated for just a second. Then he grinned. “Yeah. I do.”

Destiny smiled, satisfied. “Then you should do your best.”

Gabriel exhaled, rolling his shoulders. “Alright. I’ll try.”

Destiny’s grin widened. “Good boy.”

Gabriel chuckled. “I can’t tell if you’re motivating me or just messing with me.”

“Both,” Destiny promised with a wink. “Now go be persuasive. And don’t disappoint me.”

Gabriel nodded, determination flickering in his eyes. “I won’t.”

As Destiny turned to leave, she knew she had him. Whether or not Gabriel’s keyholder agreed, she was certain of one thing—he was going to do whatever it took to make it to The Hunt.

Three down.

The Gamma Rho house practically pulsated with energy. Music thrummed and boomed through the grand living room, the bass vibrating through the floorboards. A chandelier swayed slightly with the movement of bodies as people laughed, talked, and sipped from red plastic cups. The scent of cinnamon-spiked cider and autumn-scented candles mixed with the crisp night air drifting in from the open doors leading to the North Lawn.

It was the perfect night for the Hunt.

Destiny moved through the party, her gaze scanning the room. The air was thick with anticipation, and the girls of Gamma Rho were practically glowing with excitement. Tonight was their night. The one night a year when the boys came willingly, knowing full well that they’d soon be running for their lives.

Destiny smirked. It never got old.

She spotted Gabriel first.

He stood near the kitchen, effortlessly handsome in his fitted t-shirt and dark jeans. His broad shoulders stretched the fabric in a way that made more than a few girls steal appreciative glances his way. He leaned against the counter, sipping from a bottle of beer, his easy smirk making it clear he knew exactly how much attention he was getting.

Destiny approached, placing a hand on his arm. “Enjoying yourself?”

Gabriel turned, flashing her a grin. “More than I should be.”

She tilted her head, playfully narrowing her eyes. “Hmm. And yet, you’re still here. No last-minute escapes planned?”

He chuckled, setting his beer down. “Tempting, but nah. I’d hate to disappoint my fans.”

A few of the nearby Gamma Rho girls giggled and whispered amongst themselves. Clearly, some of those girls were debating who’d get to call dibs on this boy.

Destiny rolled her eyes, but she couldn’t help but smile. “Oh, don’t worry. If you do run, I’ll be the first one to catch you.”

Gabriel leaned in slightly. “So…is that a promise?” He was flirting, but she didn’t mind.

Destiny arched a brow. “You wish.”

She gave his arm a light squeeze before moving on, leaving him chuckling in her wake.

Zack was exactly where she expected him to be—off to the side, near the bookshelf, where a few of the less rowdy partygoers had gathered. He wasn’t hiding, not exactly, but he was definitely in his own world. A drink sat untouched in his hand, his focus more on the conversation he was having than anything else.

Destiny slid up beside him. “Zack.”

He glanced up, immediately wary. “Destiny.”

She smirked. “Glad you made it.”

“I was promised drinks and intellectual conversation.” He gave her a pointed look. “No one mentioned other activities.”

“So you found out?”

“Hints,” he said. “No one has been specific.”

Destiny placed a hand over her chest in mock horror. “Oh, come on. Where’s your school spirit? College is all about new experiences.”

Zack sighed, taking a sip of his drink. “I feel like my experience would be better spent not getting chased down.”

Destiny laughed, nudging him. “You’ll be fine. You’re smart, right?”

He narrowed his eyes. “That feels like a trap.”

She grinned. “Run fast enough, and it won’t be.”

He muttered something under his breath, but there was amusement in his expression. Destiny gave him a playful wink before turning toward the final target of the night.

A little while later, she found the third boy she’d invited tonight. Michael was near the fireplace, shifting awkwardly as a few girls chatted around him. He wasn’t shy, exactly, but Destiny could tell he wasn’t entirely comfortable either. His fingers tapped against the side of his glass, his gaze flickering around the room like he was already looking for an exit.

Destiny approached with a teasing smile. “Thinking about running already?”

Michael startled slightly, turning to face her. “What? No. I’m just…uh.” He scratched the back of his neck. “Taking it all in.”

She laughed. “Relax. This is supposed to be fun, remember?”

Michael sighed. “Easy for you to say. You’re not the one about to be chased through the dark by a pack of girls with laser guns.” Apparently, word was spreading. Then again, he hadn’t fled, so maybe he understood what the rewards could be as well…

…Boys. They were always so easy to manipulate.

Destiny leaned in slightly, her voice low and teasing. “Sounds like a dream to me.”

Michael huffed, but his lips twitched. “You have a very different definition of a dream than I do.”

She patted his shoulder. “Well, lucky for you, dreams do come true.”

Michael groaned, rubbing his temples as Destiny grinned.

The other girls were equally as excited, their chatter filling the house as they eyed the boys like they were sizing up their prey. The energy was contagious, thick with playful competitiveness.

Tonight, the hunt would begin.

And Destiny was ready.

The time for the awkward dancing, drinking, laughing, joking and chitchat had come to an end.  Destiny wasn’t surprised when the speakers lining that main hall suddenly boomed out with Olivia’s voice, “Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, it’s time for the real game to begin.  Proceed outside.”

Destiny glanced around and saw that the young women weren’t surprised by any of this.  It was the boys who seemed sheepish and nervous.  When they had first arrived, perhaps they had been anxious, especially since this was a new experience for many of them, especially the first-year students.

There were some other boys here, older ones.  Then again, Destiny saw them holding hands with some of the other girls.  That meant they were dating; that meant they were at least somewhat protected.

As she watched, Destiny had to wonder how many of those women were also those boys’ key holders.  Simultaneously, she had to wonder exactly how that changed those relationships.

In whatever psychology classes they had, they spent a great deal of time discussing chastity.  They talked about what it did to men, both physically and psychologically (after all, the mind couldn’t be disconnected from the body, not completely anyway).  They discussed how the boys could become desperate, pliant, and eager.  They also went over how so many young men would get angry here or there, yet those bursts of frustration and rage were always short lived.

Perhaps that was the most miraculous thing of all.

The male psyche could be torn by rancor so very easily.  Perhaps that was one of the main causes of so many of the wars that had stretched along the course of human history.  But once the male libido was locked up, that desperation didn’t sublimate into violent anger or aggression.  Despite those occasional flares, these men understood exactly what they had to do if they wanted to get out.  They had to bow down before their key holders; they had to do is they were told.

Understanding that seemed to sap away so much of the anger.

And now, Destiny (like so many of the girls at this institution of higher learning) got to witness it once again for herself.  Even though she saw it on a daily basis with the way the boy carried books, fetched coffee, and generally deferred to the women around them, she enjoyed this image so very much.

Many of the girls headed out first, despairing, through the front doors.  Behind them, the bulk of the boys followed.  Maybe a couple of young men tried to remain behind; they probably hoped they would be able to sneak off.

After all, this wasn’t just a party.  And if it wasn’t just a party, they had a very good reason to be nervous.

Good, thought Destiny.  She thought it was always more fun when they didn’t know exactly what was going to happen.

She wasn’t sure exactly why, but there was something about a boy’s fear.  It made her feel hungry and predatory and eager all at the same time.  In fact, that warm lurch seemed to spread to her body.  She could feel it deep within the center of her torso as it snaked down between her legs.

Then one of the boys came up to her.  It was Gabriel.  “What’s going on?” he smirked.  “Some kind of athletic event?”

“Some kind of athletic event,” she confirmed.

Off to the side, Zack had his arms across his chest, but his eyes kept darting in different directions.  Destiny wasn’t the only girl to remain behind.  Another young woman came up to Zack, she casually touched a shoulder, and she nudged him forward.  For an instant there, he glanced down at his arm, it was obvious he didn’t appreciate the ease with which she touched him.  Maybe he didn’t know that girl at all.  He’d never spoken to her.  And yet, she viewed him as a public good, something that could be touched and owned by all of the women here, especially since he didn’t seem to have a guardian, girlfriend or key holder with him.

Despite all of his vaunted intellectualism, Michael didn’t argue with her.  He stepped forward.  There was that look of frustrated resignation on his face, and Destiny enjoyed every second of it.

“Can you give me a hint?”

Destiny blinked, glanced over at Gabriel, and remembered that he loved to play these sorts of games.  She wondered how well he would do.  Better yet, she wondered whether or not he would actually win.

It was an interesting concept, she thought.

“What kind of hit would you like?”

“What kind of game are we playing?  Soccer?  Football?  Maybe some basketball?  Or is this something else?  A test of endurance?  I’m good at those.” He smirked, and he was obviously the kind of boy who genuinely didn’t mind this kind of female-controlled institution.  Then again, maybe he didn’t even really notice.  So long as he could spend as much time as possible in the gym, lifting weights and running, he didn’t care about boring stuff like “politics” or “ideology”.

Destiny smiled to herself, and she wondered how often people had to used that same kind of escape mechanism.  Rather than think about the wider world and all of the myriad problems they couldn’t solve on their own, they focused on their niche interests and concerns.  A lot, she decided.

“It’s not going to be anything like that,” she promised him.

“Nothing like that,” he said.  “But it’s still going to be athletic, right?  You know, I’m an athlete.”

She couldn’t help but smile to herself.  Yes, she knew he was an athlete.  “Don’t worry,” Destiny promised him.  “You’re definitely going to get to use those muscles.”

“Awesome, thanks!” he chirped, his voice and deep and excited as he pumped a fist through the air.  Then he sauntered off.

Another Gamma Rho girl was about to walk over to Michael.  Nibbling on the inside of his mouth, he had his arms over his chest, but he didn’t move like Zack.  Instead, he seemed so nervous, so frightened, like he really didn’t know what to do, and he worried about making one quick mistake or another.

“We’re going outside,” she told him.

His head jerked in her direction.

They had chatted a little bit over the course of the night.  As promised, she had kept an eye on him.

“Why?”

“Because this is the next phase of the party,” she said.

“What is it?  What are we doing?”

“We’re going to have some fun,” she told him.

“How?”

“What’s wrong?  You don’t trust us?” she asked as she routinely batted her eyes, like Destiny’s blonde hair kept her from having any good ideas on her own.  This time, however, she did just that.  She was teasing him and messing with him, and she loved how that clouded curve of energy spanning his face seemed to break for a few seconds.

Boys, she thought.

Destiny never really understood those strange creatures.  She also never really recognized how the world could work like this.  They really did seem to be taller and stronger.  She could acknowledge that.  Although some of her classmates hated the idea, Destiny understood that it was foolish to just generically assume that all boys were inferior to all girls in all ways.  The boys had their uses.  They had their strengths.

For her, boys were probably closer to horses or other livestock.  She thought of horses, and she viewed them as beautifully majestic creatures.  There was something about watching the way they ran, seeing their muscles move beneath their skin, their sensitive eyes, and their beautiful manes.  Destiny wished she could have spent more time horseback riding.  She had done it more, especially back in middle school and high school.  Despite all of this, however, she knew that those animals belonged to people.  Those horses needed feeding and supervision and care.  Those horses needed to be trained.

Occasionally, they needed to be broken to the saddle.

For Destiny, boys were the same.

Hesitating, Michael obviously didn’t want to answer.  That was adorable, especially when he bit down.  He had to understand that the wrong answer here could annoy her.  And for a boy like him, an annoyed a girl could be a very big problem.

“I…” he began.

Destiny interrupted him before he could finish.  “It’s okay,” she said, reaching out and touching her hand to his elbow.  “I get it.  Boys get nervous.  You get skittish.  There’s nothing wrong with that.  Come on.” As the other sorority sisters herded the remaining boys from the living rooms, Destiny took Michael’s hand, tightened her grip, and guided him outside.

He saw the others of the herd.  They walked around together to the side of the expansive building, and then they saw the open space of the North Lawn.  Off in the distance, there were the trees; Destiny had to wonder if those woods had an actual name.  Past that, there’d be rocky hills and wild landscape.  If they got lucky, they might see some deer or rabbits tonight.

Then again, this was a different kind of hunt.

“Go ahead,” Destiny said to Michael when she finally let go of his hand.  “Join up with the other boys.”

If he didn’t understand what she meant, it became obvious soon enough.  Most of the young women had stepped back, forming a semicircle around the boys.  Those girlfriends, sorority girls, and random women had pushed the boys forward, right into the center.

Destiny had to wonder whether or not the young men at other colleges would have tolerated this kind of behavior.  Probably, she decided.  When one group became utterly determined, it became much more difficult for the rest of society to push back.  Organization and unity were their greatest strengths; this was something they’d learned in class, but now Destiny got to witness it for herself.

Even though he clearly didn’t like this, Michael strode ahead.  He remained off to the side.  He was doing his best to hide in the crowd.

It was cute, she thought.  Then again, it wasn’t really going to matter.  It certainly wasn’t going to change anything.

Several sorority girls placed large speakers to Olivia’s left and right.  She lifted up a microphone, and she looked like a pop star for a second, like she was going to start crooning.  Instead, she announced, “Thank you everyone for coming out tonight.  I hope you have enjoyed this Gamma Rho affair thus far.”

Right away, the girls arrayed in that semicircle started to clap, laugh, and cheer.  Destiny herself lifted up her hands, cupped them around her mouth, and let out an enthusiastic, “Woo!”

Olivia waited for the enthusiasm to die away.  Surrounded by those girls, the boys clapped nervously.

Destiny wasn’t the only girl to notice.  A few of the young women were already pointing and whispering back and forth to one another.

“Ladies, you know what we value here.  At this institution of higher education, we focus on strength, discipline, ambition, and the drive to succeed no matter what.  It’s that relentless focus on success and victory that will make our alumni the best in the world.  We might be a new institution.  We might be a young group of students, but that doesn’t matter.  The world is out there, and it is waiting for us to take over.”

Fresh cheering and applause ripped across the air.

“Boys, you know that you are here to help.  You are here because it’s important for you to learn your place.  And don’t worry, you always have a place by our sides…”

Just as Olivia paused, someone else shouted out, “Or on your knees!”

Olivier didn’t say anything to that.  Instead, she grinned and continued, “I want everyone here to have fun.  But boys, I want you to do your very best.  You think you can do that for us?  Can you show us just how strong and how fast you are?”

None of the young men clumped together there said anything.  Even so, Destiny and the other girls had no problem sensing their unease.  They didn’t know exactly what was going to happen.  No one had told them.

To Destiny, that had to be one of the most workable parts.  Seriously, all of these girls had known exactly what kind of games were going to be played tonight, but none of them had given in to the temptation?  She was sure at least one of those boys had asked.  Whether it was a boyfriend or a guy just locked in chastity, he must have pleaded for a little bit of information.  The name of the party had been obvious, yet none of them seemed to have put together the most salient facts to figure this out.

Or if they had, they didn’t know the exact details.  They didn’t know the rules, the punishments, or the rewards.

Since none of the boys answered, Olivia continued with that bright smile on her face, “This is the Hunt, gentlemen.  Tonight, you’re all going to wear a set of special sensors.  You put them on, and we chase you.  We get the light guns, and you run.  If a girl tags you, your hers tonight.”

“And what happens if none of us want to run?  What happens if none of us want to play the game tonight?”

“The boy last boy standing get’s a very special award,” Olivia’s said.  “Twenty-four hours free from his chastity cage.” Olivia’s didn’t raise her voice for that last detail.  She didn’t shout or call out some grand announcement.  Instead, she simply stated this as a matter of fact.

The girls arranged around the boys all stopped.  They held their breath, and they waited.

The guys were looking back and forth at one another.

Perhaps, when that last information had been spoken, there had been that first seedling of an idea.  The guys didn’t have to play; they could’ve all just crossed their arms and accepted whatever punishment these girls decided to offer.  That likely would have been enough to make them free.  Then again, the boys might have been able to gather some of their own unity.

Only now…the guys were looking back and forth at one another, assessing each other.

This singular temptation was enough to break any kind of cooperation they might have been able to forge as a group.

Better yet, none of them spoke again.  None of them tried to call out that they needed to work together to win.  Instead, they started to think of themselves as individuals.  And now, they were glancing out at the girls, and they were wondering what was going to happen.

“One other detail,” Olivia’s said, raising a finger just a tiny bit as though she had forgotten this unimportant point until now.  “The girl who shoots you gets to have some fun with you.  As far as anyone here is concerned, you will be her property for the remaining time.  She can trade you, sell you, or just give you away.  Understand?”

“Don’t worry, Derek!  If anyone catches you other than me, I promise I will get you back!”

One of the guys started blushing vividly.

“Who said I’d be willing to sell him?” called out another girl.

The girls were laughing now, and they weren’t paying attention to the boys.

“Boys, remember to run, you can try to hide, and above all else, make this fun for us, okay?” Olivia grinned at them.

Several girls came out with carts.  They handed the boys their vests, and they pulled those harnesses over the young man’s shoulders and around their waists.  For the guys, this probably felt silly.  They must have worn the same kinds of toys back in elementary school.  Maybe they had played laser tag; maybe they remembered the familiar weight of each vest.  The girls double checked the equipment, turning it on.  Each time they put on a vest, the party plate on the front and back activated, and a cute sci-fi whine snap across the air.

It made this all feel very high tech and militaristic.

Then again, those were just toys, like the wearers themselves.

Olivia didn’t ask for a progress report.  Instead, she just watched as her fellow sorority sisters finished securing and equipping the boys.  Then it was done, and her eyes were shining bright right as she brought a whistle toward her mouth.  Before she blew on it, she called out, “Ready…set…Go!”

For about two thirds of a second, the guys didn’t know what to do.  Maybe they were looking around like herd animals.  They understood that they were supposed to do something, only none of them were brave enough to make that first move or take that first step.

Finally, one guy with black hair launched himself forward, and he started running.  Adorably, he glanced over his shoulder, like he wasn’t sure he had made the correct decision.

The boys were running behind him.

All at once, they seemed to understand what was at stake.  They seemed to understand how they could get caught and captured, taken and humiliated.

Simply being a boy on this campus could be bad enough.  The policies were obviously set against them.  But that was different.  It wasn’t official.  This was a game, and these young men had no idea what was going to take place out in the woods.

Outnumbered and controlled, these boys had to play along.

More than that, they had to be thinking about the reward…

…One of these lucky boys would go the entire game without getting tagged. Then he’d get a full day…fully twenty-four hours.  They were young, inexperienced, and uncertain of themselves.  No matter what they had told themselves back in high school, these guys knew how the world here at this school operated.

It must have felt like a different world, one cut off from the rest of society.

That was the point, Destiny and the other girls knew.  Maybe that was always the point of any given university; although the young people here would be trained to go out and take leadership positions eventually, they could isolate themselves only somewhat.  They could think and live on campus, surround themselves with knowledge, absorbe, learn and grow.

The women here learned to be the hunters and leaders.  The boys could appreciate what it meant to be supportive and prey.

Destiny grinned.

She couldn’t help it.

Several of her Gamma Rho sisters had already started to pick out their light rifles.  Each weapon looked like some technological marvel.  Destiny picked hers up, it was surprisingly light in her hands.  Still, she raised the weapon, and she aimed at one of the retreating boys.

Destiny wasn’t the first girl to have that idea.  Lances of light shot across the open field as those boys ran.

That wave of boys surged forward, sprinting into the open field like startled prey, their shoes digging into the cool grass as they fought to get as much distance as possible. The girls’ laughter rang out, wild and breathless. A few of the boys tried to laugh too, but there was tension in it too—a nervous edge, the thrill of knowing they were being hunted.

Behind them, the girls launched into the chase, shrieking with delight as they raised their laser guns and fired. Streaks of neon-red, green, and electric-blue shot through the darkness, illuminating the field in quick, flickering bursts. Some beams sailed harmlessly past the runners, streaking across the grass or dissipating into the night. Others found their mark.

BEEP!

The first boy hit skidded to a halt, nearly stumbling over his own feet as his vest let out a sharp, high-pitched tone. His chest flashed red, signaling his defeat.

“Gotcha!” a girl sang, sprinting up beside him. She wasn’t even winded.

He groaned, bending over with his hands on his knees. “Damn it.”

She smirked, reaching for his wrist before he could even think about bolting. “Come on, sweetheart, back to the house.”

“Can’t I have a head start or something?” he panted.

She grinned, shaking her head. “Nope. You’re mine now.”

The boy groaned again, but he was laughing too, helpless against her grip as she pulled him away.

Up ahead, the rest of the boys pushed forward, scattering in different directions, hoping to make it to the safety of the tree line.

But the girls weren’t slowing down.

More beams of light streaked through the night.

BEEP!

Another vest flared red.

Another boy skidded to a stop, panting hard. A girl nearly tackled him in her rush to claim her victory. She grabbed onto the back of his shirt, laughing as she circled him like a shark.

“Oh, you really thought you were gonna make it?” she teased.

He huffed out a breath. “I did, actually.”

She reached up, tapping his vest with her gun. “Guess you were wrong.”

He sighed, shaking his head, but he was grinning as she hooked her arm through his and started dragging him back.

The field was thinning now.

Some of the boys were getting desperate, darting in unpredictable patterns, weaving between groups in a last-ditch attempt to make it harder to hit them.

It didn’t help.

A particularly tall boy tried to duck low and zig-zag, his long legs carrying him toward the trees at a breakneck pace. He thought he was safe. He thought he was clever.

Then—BEEP!

He groaned, his hands flying to his head as his vest flared bright red.

“No way!” he shouted. “How?!”

A girl came up behind him, twirling her laser gun in her fingers like a gunslinger.

“Sniped you,” she purred.

He turned to her, half-exasperated, half-impressed. “I hate you.”

She grinned. “You love me.”

He grumbled under his breath, but he let her take his wrist and lead him back through the dark.

Further ahead, only a few boys remained.

Their breath came in ragged gasps, their hearts hammering against their ribs. Their legs burned, their lungs screamed.

The trees were close. So, so close.

Maybe—just maybe—they could make it.

But the girls weren’t letting up.

A pack of them sprinted forward, relentless, their eyes locked onto the last few targets.

One of them raised her gun, taking careful aim.

A burst of light.

A sharp BEEP!

Another one down.

The boy groaned, throwing his hands up. “You have to be kidding me.”

His captor grinned, blowing imaginary smoke off the barrel of her gun. “You looked too cocky. I had to.”

“You could’ve let me go,” he tried.

She laughed. “Not a chance.”

One by one, the remaining boys were picked off, their vests flashing in defeat, their chests rising and falling as they doubled over, panting.

The last one standing broke into an all-out sprint, throwing everything he had into those final strides toward the trees.

The girls weren’t having it.

A chorus of shots fired all at once, a storm of flashing lights cutting through the night.

For a second, it seemed like he was going to make it.

Then—

BEEP!

He let out a frustrated shout, his momentum faltering as his vest lit up.

The girls erupted into cheers.

One of them jogged up behind him, tapping his shoulder with the barrel of her gun.

“Game over, sweetheart.”

He sighed, laughing despite himself. “Fine. You win.”

She hooked her arm through his, grinning up at him. “We always do.”

The night echoed with laughter as the last of the captives were rounded up and marched back toward the house, their footsteps crunching against the grass.

Destiny sprinted across the North Lawn, her breath steady, her adrenaline surging. The cool night air rushed past her, whipping strands of hair against her face as she weaved through the chaos. All around her, neon beams sliced through the dark—flashes of red, green, and blue illuminating the field as the hunt intensified.

Boys were scattered like prey in the wild, their laughter breathless, their movements desperate as they dodged and swerved. Some had already fallen, their vests flashing in surrender as victorious girls led them back to the Gamma Rho house, hands clasped around their wrists in playful triumph.

Destiny hadn't claimed anyone yet.

She needed to change that.

She scanned the field, searching for a target, when movement to her right caught her eye.

Gabriel.

He was fast—his strong, athletic legs eating up the distance between him and the tree line. His white shirt clung to his back, damp with sweat, his arms pumping as he dodged between fleeing bodies. His vest was still dark, untouched by laser fire. He was close to getting away. Too close.

A sharp, breathy laugh rang out.

Destiny turned just in time to see another girl—tall, graceful, dangerous—come to a sudden stop. She planted her feet, raised her gun, and took careful, precise aim.

Destiny’s heart leaped into her throat.

No.

The girl fired.

A burst of neon-red light streaked across the dark.

BEEP!

Gabriel groaned, skidding to a halt. His vest blinked a fatal red. He’d been hit.

The girl whooped in victory, lowering her gun as she closed the distance between them. She reached out, her fingers grazing his arm as she tilted her head up at him, her eyes flashing with mischief.

Destiny felt a sharp pang in her stomach.

She knew that look.

The girl trailed her fingers down Gabriel’s forearm, slow and teasing. "Guess you’re mine now," she purred.

Gabriel let out a breathless chuckle, raking a hand through his damp hair. "Guess so."

She giggled, stepping closer. "Too bad. I almost wanted to see if you could make it."

Her voice was honey-smooth, thick with flirtation. She placed her hands on his chest, right over the blinking sensor, and let them linger. Then, before Destiny could even process what was happening, she leaned up and pressed a soft, fleeting kiss against his cheek.

Gabriel exhaled a sharp breath, surprise flickering across his face.

Destiny’s pulse pounded in her ears.

She didn’t know why it got to her—why the sight of another girl claiming him sent an irrational surge of frustration through her veins. It wasn’t like she cared. Not really. He was just another guy, another player in the game. He could flirt with whoever he wanted.

And yet.

She clenched her jaw.

She needed to focus.

If she stood around watching, she’d lose.

Turning sharply, Destiny threw herself back into the chase, her eyes locking onto a new target. A boy, still untagged, weaving through the field a few yards ahead.

She would catch him.

And she would win.

Destiny pushed forward, her breath coming in sharp, measured bursts as she darted forward. The chaos of the Hunt swirled around her—laughter, shouts, the rhythmic kicks of feet against the earth.

Most of the boys had already been caught, their blinking vests marking their defeat as triumphant girls led them back to the Gamma Rho house. Destiny had yet to claim anyone, and she could feel time slipping through her fingers.

Then she saw him.

Michael.

He was still free.

He sprinted through the last stretch of open space, his movements sharp and frantic. His dark hoodie flapped slightly as he ran, his sneakers skidding in the dewy grass. Unlike some of the other boys, he wasn’t laughing—he was too focused, too determined to escape.

But Destiny was faster.

Her heart pounded as she raised her laser gun, aiming at the flashing sensor on his vest. She held her breath, steadying her hand, anticipation thrumming in her veins.

She fired.

A streak of neon light shot toward him—so close, just inches away from his chest—

BEEP!

Destiny’s eyes widened.

It wasn’t her shot that had landed.

Someone else had fired.

And they’d hit him first.

Michael groaned, stumbling to a stop as his vest lit up in a bright, damning red. For a moment, he stood frozen, his shoulders rising and falling with each heavy breath. Then, a girl—her kill-stealer—bounded up to him, laughing as she twirled her laser gun in her fingers.

"Gotcha," she teased, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

Michael sighed, looking down at the blinking sensor like it had personally betrayed him. "You’ve gotta be kidding me."

The girl grinned, stepping closer. "Oh no, cute boy. You’re mine now."

Destiny clenched her jaw.

She should have hit him first.

She almost had him.

Now she could only stand there, breathless and frustrated, as the girl claimed her victory.

Michael let out a long, exaggerated sigh, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. His hands were still resting on his knees, but there was something almost playful in the way his lips quirked, like he was trying not to smile.

The girl caught it immediately.

"Oh, don’t be shy," she teased, reaching out to tap his chest, right over the blinking sensor. "You like being caught, don’t you?"

Michael shot her an unimpressed look. "Not even a little bit."

She smirked. "Mmm, I don’t know, you look especially cute when you pout like that."

His jaw tightened, but the corner of his mouth twitched like he was suppressing a grin.

Destiny’s fingers curled around her laser gun.

She should leave. She should keep hunting.

But most of the boys were already gone.

And here she was, watching another girl walk away with her almost-victory.

The girl looped her arm through Michael’s, tugging him toward the Gamma Rho house with an air of smug satisfaction.

"You’re my prey now," she murmured, leaning in just enough that Destiny could hear. "And I’m gonna have so much fun playing with you."

Michael groaned again, tilting his head back as if lamenting his fate. "Can I at least get a five-minute head start next time?"

She laughed. "Not a chance."

Destiny watched as they disappeared into the crowd, Michael’s vest still flashing in surrender.

She had lost this round.

But the Hunt wasn’t over yet. And then she thought she saw movement off in the trees.

Destiny’s legs burned, but she wasn’t slowing down. The night stayed alive around her—girls laughing, boys shouting, footsteps thundering over the damp grass. The glow of the laser beams flickered through the dark like fireflies, illuminating the North Lawn and those trees beyond in short bursts. The air smelled of autumn leaves and adrenaline.

Most of the boys had already been claimed, their vests flashing red as their captors led them triumphantly back to the Gamma Rho house. Destiny had let too many slip through her fingers tonight. But not this time.

Not him.

She spotted movement in the distance, a figure sneaking forward with calculated steps. While most of the remaining boys had broken into wild, desperate sprints, this one was different. He wasn’t panicking—he was thinking. Planning his next move.

Zack.

A smirk tugged at Destiny’s lips. Of course he was trying to outmaneuver the chaos instead of rushing blindly into it.

His dark eyes flickered in her direction. For a second, they locked gazes.

Then, in an instant, he bolted.

Destiny’s heart leaped.

“Oh, you’re mine now, nerd boy!” she shouted, laughing as she took off after him.

Zack was fast. Faster than she expected. His long strides ate up the ground as he wove through the last remnants of the game, ducking behind the occasional fleeing boy to block her line of sight. But Destiny wasn’t letting him go that easily.

She lifted her gun, aimed at his sensor, and fired.

The laser shot missed by inches, cutting through the night uselessly.

Zack laughed, glancing over his shoulder. “You’ve gotta do better than that!”

Destiny narrowed her eyes. “Oh, don’t you worry.”

She fired again.

Miss.

And again.

Another miss.

Zack dipped low, juking to the side like an athlete dodging a tackle. His sharp movements made it impossible to land a clean shot. The trees were close now—if he made it there, she’d lose him in the darkness.

No.

Not happening.

Destiny gritted her teeth, pushing herself harder. She was gaining on him.

Zack exhaled sharply, picking up speed, but he was tiring. He wasn’t an athlete—he was a thinker. A strategist. And right now, his body was failing him.

Destiny saw her opening.

She steadied her grip, aimed—

And fired.

BEEP!

Zack snarled and groaned as his vest lit up red. He stumbled to a stop, bracing his hands on his knees as he caught his breath.

Destiny grinned, coming up behind him. “Told you I’d get you.”

He let out a sharp breath, straightening to face her. His dark hair was a mess, sticking to his forehead from sweat. "I almost made it."

She lifted a brow. "Almost doesn’t count, Zack."

He exhaled, looking down at the blinking sensor on his chest. “Ugh.”

Destiny laughed, stepping closer. “You put up a good fight.”

Zack gave her a flat look. “You missed like five times.”

She gasped, placing a hand over her heart in mock offense. “Excuse me, but I still caught you, so—” She reached for his wrist and wrapped her fingers around it. “Come on, you’re mine now.”

Zack sighed dramatically but didn’t resist as she tugged him toward the Gamma Rho house. “I can’t believe I lost.”

Destiny smirked. “Believe it, slave boy.”

As they walked back together, the game winding to an end, Destiny couldn’t help but feel a rush of satisfaction.

She had won.

And this time, she had proof.

Seething, he demanded, “What now?”

“This,” she said to him, grinning.  “I think this is going to be fun.  I think this is going to be good for you.  And hey, you’re very lucky, aren’t you?  It’s a close walk to the house.” That was when she reached down into her pocket, and she pulled out two, neatly folded items: the collar and leash.

And when he saw it, he shook his head to the side.  “No.  No way.  You’re kidding me,” he said.

“You remember how the game works,” she replied.  “if I catch you, it means I own you.”

“That is not fair,” he grumbled.

“But you decided to play,” she reminded him.

“I didn’t get a choice,” he insisted.

“Didn’t you?” she asked with a teasing lilt in her voice.  “I mean, you could have been genuinely rebellious.  You could have simply sat back and refused to play.  You would have gotten shot, and someone would have been able to keep you, but at least you would have been able to say you didn’t run.  This way, you were chasing after the prize.”

He opened his mouth.  Clearly, he wanted to refute everything she said.

Destiny didn’t give him the chance.  “Either way, you belong to me.  And hey, it’s such a nice and warm night out. Strip for me.”

“What?” Zack hissed.

“You heard me, boy.  Do it.”

He gulped.  More than that, he glanced to the left and right.  As a boy at school, he must have seen lots of guys get humiliated in one way or another.  Not only that, there were always those rumors.  Little whispers seemed to bounce through every hall about what one girl or girlfriend had decided to do to a man in her life.

Maybe someone like the Zak had never witnessed it for himself, but it didn’t matter because he was going to experience it now.  She was going to see to it.

More than that, Destiny was going to enjoy herself.

“Please, this is ridiculous,” he said.  “Please.  You don’t really have to do this.”

“I don’t have to do this,” she agreed.  “I want to.”

He drew in a breath.  Hot frustration clotted the back of his throat, but he didn’t know what to do or say.  That much was obvious.

“You don’t want me to tell the other girls, do you?  You don’t want me to go out and get my sisters?” She phrased those points as questions, yet the truth was obvious.  If he messed this up and really risked her wrath, then things could get very bad for a boy like Zack.

“Can’t I just do it back when we’re inside?” his eyes were wide and shining.  He was pleading with her!

Destiny brought a hand up to her chin, and she tapped her finger against her skin a couple of times before she smiled.  She shook her head.  “No,” she said, drawing out that one sound.  “I want to have you here and now.  I want to see you nice and naked.  I want to know what I just caught for myself.”

Again, he bit down.

“If you run, I’m going to tell the others, and they will chase you down again, and you won’t like the consequences.  Trust me.  The teachers have no problem turning a blind eye to public punishments.”

“What does that mean?”

“You really want to know?  You really want to find out?” Destiny teased him.

“No,” he admitted.

“No,” she agreed.  “So what are you going to do?  What are you going to do right now for me?”

Zack clenched his jaw, and he obviously hated this, but he still couldn’t think of anything else.  There weren’t any other options for this boy.  She watched as he contemplated the different possibilities, only to dismiss them one after another.

And then he lowered his head, he closed his eyes, and his chin was almost pressing to his chest when he reached up for the first a button on his shirt.  He actually looked pretty good in that collared shirt and those pleated pants.  Then she wondered if he had even gone so far as to polish his shoes.  They were a little bit scuffed now, but she didn’t mind.

“Don’t worry,” she said.  “You can come back for everything later.”

Zack didn’t answer.  Instead, he worked the buttons.  When he finished, he opened his shirt and shrugged it off.  Then he glanced down at the white undershirt he was wearing.  He considered it, almost like he didn’t know what he was going to do.

“Since I now officially own you, I can punish you however I see fit.”

“What about my keyholder?”

“What about her?” Just like that, Destiny made it clear that she expected him to cooperate.  More importantly, she showed him that she wasn’t worried about any of the other girls.

Everyone from campus understood how the Hunt worked…They’d abide by the rules.

“Or are you trying to tell me that you have a very unique and special relationship with your keyholder?  Is she going to walk over here and rescue you?”

One glance from this boy made it abundantly clear that this wasn’t how their relationship worked.

“No…” he admitted.

“You look pretty good shirtless,” she told him.  It was true.  Apparently, this boy actually worked out…Or maybe he was just lucky. Either way, she’d get to have some fun with him tonight. “But that’s not good enough.”

Reluctantly, he raised his right foot and pulled off his shoe.  He did the same with his left.  Next, he peeled away his socks.  He seemed to be taking his time, like he wanted to delay this for as long as possible.

Destiny didn’t object.  On the contrary, she enjoyed the way he squirmed as he worked, removing layer after layer.

Within a few more moments, he was down to just his pants.  Destiny watched, and she touched the tip of her tongue to the edges of her teeth as she enjoyed this.

Zack’s shoulders tightened, and he pressed his elbows to his sides. The night’s chill wasn’t brittle enough to actually scare him.  Rather, he was thinking about what this meant and what he was about to give up by removing that final layer.

He did it!

He pulled off his pants, then his boxers, so now he just wore one item: that chastity cage.

"You look amazing," she said.

For a second or two, he just glared at her. Hot frustration radiated off of his body. Despite his nudity, he still somehow managed to exude this intellectual ferocity. Or maybe it was just arrogance. He had been at the school for a little while, but clearly not long enough. He needed more training, more discipline, more taming. She could give it to him, she decided. Destiny grinned, and her eyes shined bright even as she continued to watch him.

Just taking in his nudity appealed to her. It awoke something within her, something she had already known was there but still felt like a pleasant surprise. Her eyes slid along his body. He didn't look bad. Then again, there were probably hotter guys on campus. Without trying, she thought of Gabriel. Still, there was something different and better about this one. She liked seeing the tension in his shoulders, the way he swallowed and how his Adam's apple bobbed while he tried to hide his discomfort. He held his feet together, and he kept his arms at his sides, yet it was easy to imagine him shyly bringing his arms up over his chest, like he needed to protect his modesty.

"Wouldn't you rather take this thing off of me?" Zack demanded.

"Nice try," she replied.

"But you can't really have me if I'm locked up in this thing," he protested.

"Can't I?" Destiny teased him. She tilted her head to the side, smirked, and told him, "I mean, you have very nice hands, and you love using that mouth, don't you?"

His eyes narrowed to angry slits, but he didn't respond.

"What's wrong?" Destiny teased him. "For once, you don't have something to say? No quick retort? No angry response? Come on. You're supposed to be the smartest boy at this school." She was tempted to say something about how that didn't mean a whole lot. Then again, she stepped forward, and he surprised her by holding his ground. "Or maybe you're secretly hoping I'm going to have some fun with you? Is that it, Zack? Are you looking forward to being used? Are you looking forward to being my pet tonight?"

"I'm not a pet," he said.

"Pet, slave, toy…" Destiny replied. "Call yourself whatever you want. Either way, we both know you belong to me."

His lips parted. He tried to say something. Destiny casually reached up and placed a finger over his mouth. Just like that, she quieted him.

Again, he gulped. That nervous tension played across his body, and she loved it. Part of her wanted to just grab him, to throw him down onto her bed, to tie him up, and to ride his face. The temptation bloomed bright inside of her head, yet she resisted it, all because she knew it would be so much better if she took her time. Still, the temptation was there…

He wanted to speak. It probably felt like some itch deep within his skin; he had to get it! This boy wanted to argue with her. Throughout his life, he had probably been indulged, only now he faced this sorority girl, and she wasn't going to let him speak.

Maybe it was the smooth contours of her cheeks, the curve of her lips, the glint in her eyes, the shine in her hair, or the contours of her body. One way or the other, she was in control here; she was the one who would make the decision. She knew what she could do. More importantly, she understood exactly what she could get away with: whatever she liked.

When she pulled her hand away from his lips, she imagined his mouth tingling. But then she started to circle him. She let her eyes slide along his naked body from his taut buttocks to the small of his back, along his shoulders, and down his arms. She languidly walked around him, inspecting him.

"Do you want to try again?" Destiny asked, her tone light and playful. "It's okay if you do. Go on. Try it. Tell me again what you're not…"

Impressively, he remembered exactly how she had teased him. Then again, maybe those different words had been echoing inside of his head, booming over and over again. It was easy to think of this boy as the kind of guy who'd replay annoying arguments inside of his head again and again. It was easy to think of him as someone who couldn't help it, hence his preprepared retorts and replies.

"Does it matter if I say anything?"

"Who knows?" Destiny asked with a shrug of her shoulders. "Maybe it will. I mean, you could always convince me. Go on, boy. Try. Do your best. Let's see what you can do."

He glared at her, his eyes narrowed and tight. He followed her with his eyes until she stepped over to his side again. She brushed her fingers along his forearm. She was just casually touching him and inspecting him.

This boy had to understand what was happening; he could feel that objectification.

Adorably, he couldn't resist the temptation! He tried. That much was obvious, especially when he grimaced, glanced down, and stayed silent for a couple of seconds. But then she imagined seeing the aggravation ripple across his body. "I'm just as smart, if not smarter, then you. I deserve the right to express myself. I deserve the right to be taken seriously!"

"Unless, of course, there’s something wrong with you," she said. "Just because you're smarter, that doesn't make you wiser or better."

"Semantics," he shot back.

"Not at all," she replied. "Intelligence is a difficult concept to parse," she replied casually. "Are you going to define intelligence based off of mechanical ability, charisma? And eye coordination? The ability to remember information? The ability to learn quickly? These are all very distinct skill sets. You have all of them?"

"It doesn't matter if I do," he said.

"Actually, it does," she replied. As she spoke, Destiny decided that she really did enjoy educating boys. Maybe, after she graduated, she could go work as a teacher somewhere. She thought of how good it would feel to educate the boys around her. She could take those young men and mold them into the pets and toys and slaves they were always meant to become. The idea definitely excited her. Again, she ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth. More than that, she could feel herself salivate, like the concept appealed to her far more than she wanted to admit. "Besides, there might be another kind of intelligence, something we haven’t considered before."

"What is that?"

"Let's call it an awareness of sex," she said. "As a boy, do you have the instinctive understanding that you should defer to the women around you?"

"That's nonsense," he growled back. Even if he was naked and locked in a chastity cage, he didn't seem to care. The notion made her smirk. If nothing else, he probably should have been able to agree that an awareness of consequences should have qualified as some facet of intelligence. Then again, he dared to challenge her even though she was a girl and could have easily tracked down his keyholder and suggested that maybe he needed a few more weeks, a few more months, maybe the full duration of his education…

"Not at all," she said. "Understanding your place in society should absolutely be a component of intelligence. I mean, if you fight against something impossible, is that some revolutionary fervor or is it just insanity? If you insist again and again that you are better than you are, is that a delusion? And are delusions wrong? If you're wrong, doesn't that mean you're making a mistake?" At this point, she was probably teasing him, but she didn't care as she grinned right up into his face.

His face had turned red. "Nonsense," he finally growled.

"Do better than that," she ordered. "Give me a real argument or I'm going to take you over to my bed, and I'm going to spank you until you apologize."

He opened his mouth.

"What's wrong? For once, you don't have a good answer? Is that it, Zack? You don't know what to say?" She smirked, the corners of her mouth, rising up. "It's okay," she said. "I mean, that's why you're here, isn't it? You’re here to learn?"

"I'm here to learn from teachers," he snapped back like that was the most important distinction imaginable.

"You’re here to learn from your superiors," she said. "I'm a woman, and that makes me superior to you."

"Nonsense," he spat out again.

"You really like that word, don't you?" She smiled and shook her head from side to side before casually reaching out, gliding her fingers along his jaw line and then down to his neck. Finally, she grabbed him. Surprisingly strong, she shoved him forward. That was something that always fascinated her. When she had first come to the school, Destiny had never really manhandled a boy before. She had never tried to shove one. She had always been good. Besides, the idea of "fighting" with a guy always seemed alien and strange, especially when they always looked so tall and broad.

On the one hand, they could be stronger. On the other, grabbing a boy at the right moment could easily knock him off balance. Just because guys had more upper body strength, that didn't necessarily improve their balance or dexterity. Not only that, the correct amount of pressure applied at the right point could certainly mean he would stumble. She couldn't remember if it was exactly the first day of class, but one of her teachers said early in her first semester, "Never underestimate a boy's weaknesses. Remember, a system can look utterly invulnerable from the outside, especially if you have been subject to its most gracious whims. Then again, every system has a vulnerability to exploit, one spot where just a little bit of pressure can bring the entire thing crumbling down. Use that. When you interact with a boy, observe what his weaknesses are going to be. It might be physical. It might be psychological. Either way, put him in his place."

So now she did, grabbing him in that right instance and shoving him toward the bed. In that next moment, she forced him to bend down. His elbows hit the comforter, and she quickly kicked his legs apart.

From there, she grabbed his ass, her fingers pressing down against his naked skin.

"When was the last time your keyholder spanked you?"

"She hasn't," he said.

"When you're around her, do you make a point of being good? Is that it?"

"Yes," he said. A little less certainly, he added, "I guess."

"But you don't do that for me? Why is that?"

He made it sound so obvious. "You're not my keyholder!"

"But I am a woman," Destiny reminded him. "And because I'm a woman, you need to respect me. You need to give me the due deference that I deserve."

"Respect has to be earned," he shot back.

"Nonsense," she replied, using his own word against him. He drew in a breath to answer, yet she casually slid her hand around his head and covered his mouth. Technically, he probably could have tried to bite her, but that would mean risking the administrators' wrath. He could certainly get in trouble for that kind of disrespect, and he knew it. Talking back to her was perhaps acceptable. It meant risking punishment, but attacking her in any meaningful way would have been so much worse.

Besides, he was already in trouble…

If this boy really wanted to think of himself as smart, and he had to understand that fact.

She grinned, enjoyed this, and stroked his ass with her free hand. She scratched his skin, her nails lightly grazing along his flesh. He shivered. She could see the little bumps appear on the back of his neck and down his shoulders.

She could do that.

More than anything else, that simple detail seemed to excite her. It fed fuel to the fire already burning bright all around her heart. Her pulse quickened, and she grabbed his ass again, squeezing, just to prove she could. He wasn't entitled to any kind of personal boundary, not here. He had tried to run, and she had caught him!

That point excited her far more than she wanted to admit.

"This will be good for you," she said. "I'm sorry your keyholder hasn't been giving you the discipline you need, but I won't make that mistake."

"Wait. Please..." Zack began.

Destiny didn't give him the opportunity to say anything else; she wasn't interested in his arguments, his excuses, or his rhetorical acrobatics. After all, this was just a matter of simple authority. He couldn't trick her, because she wasn't going to let him. Her hand flew down, and she struck. She loved that first sound. There was something about the way the clap of her skin against his seemed to cut across the air. Another jolt of excitement raced through her body.

He grimaced; he groaned.

"This is what you need," she said. "This is good for you. You need to be trained. You need to be tamed. After all, you want to be a good pet, a good toy, a good slave. Isn't that right?"

"I'm none of those things!"

"Cute," she said.

She spanked him in earnest. Her hand slapped down through the air, striking one spot, then another over and over again. She worked him, her hand snapping down and crashing against his vulnerable flesh. His skin started to turn a bright shade of pink, then red. Simultaneously, he made those adorable little sounds. He grimaced and groaned, whimpered and moaned. She kept at it, however. She was working him. She knew how it's done. She knew he needed this.

"Do you need more now?" Destiny asked him. "Yeah, I think you do." She had no problem asking a question, only to answer it herself. After all, it wasn't like he needed to express his opinion. Back in elementary school, middle school or high school, he had realized that he could be pretty articulate for a boy. Or maybe it was the simple fact that he tried. Either way, he had been able to convince teachers and peers that he was smart. Destiny didn't necessarily mind that idea. There were smart boys out there. These were the young men who knew how to be quiet, how to defer to their superiors, and how to serve.

After all, enslavement, and obedience didn't just come down to questions of compliance. They weren't dependent entirely on waiting for instructions and scurrying to obey. No, she knew genuine enslavement, especially at its highest forms, meant true dedication. A boy like him might have been able to master that skill at some point. If so, she liked to think that she could be a part of his evolution. He could learn and grow underneath her hand.

As a student at this college, it was her responsibility to help him.

So what if she had a lot of fun along the way?

All at once, she let go. She started swinging hard and fast, spanking him with everything she had! Wild, primal energy seemed to surge through her. Her hand flew down in a blur. She loved the feel of momentum as her hand, crashed along his skin over and over again. By this point, he couldn't even try to hide it. He called out, desperate and pleading. "Please. Please, no more!"

She didn't care. She kept going.

She gave him what he deserved; she gave him what he needed.

This boy had to understand that he wasn't smart enough to fight her. He wasn't smart enough to win, not against the young women who now ruled this school. This was their domain, their private kingdom, and the boys came here as subjects, servants, slaves, and property! By now, her hand was tingling, but his skin had turned a bright shade of red.

"What are you?"

As a smart boy, he instantly knew the answer. "Whatever you want!"

"Again," she ordered.

"I'm whatever you want!"

"Good," she said, reaching down to stroke his ass. There was just that gentle contact. Even so, it was more than enough to trigger his shivering response. She grinned, and then she grabbed him. She pulled him back into a standing position.

"I want you to worship my feet," she said.

"What?"

She pushed herself up onto the foot of her bed, she kicked off her shoes, she peeled off her socks, and then she flexed her toes. She wiggled them as she commanded, "Kneel. Go on, boy. Get down on your knees where you belong."

Remarkably, he obeyed immediately. That was something that always fascinated her. These young men could always seem so defiant and determined. At one moment, they might look utterly unstoppable, especially with their backs straight and their fingers tightening into fists. Those looks of eager rebellion could flash across their faces for a few seconds here or there. But then, when confronted by female authority, they would bend. More importantly, they would break!

She loved seeing him like that, down on his knees with his back straight. He had his knuckles braced against the carpet as well. At first, he attempted to meet her gaze. Within a few more seconds, however, he broke. He looked down at the floor. He stared intently, like he didn't know what to do or say. Perhaps different ideas flashed behind his eyes, coming in bright and vivid succession. Or maybe everything had turned to static for this young man, like he wasn't old enough or brave enough to conjure a single thought.

Destiny probably preferred that second option, if only because it showed him that he couldn't be as smart as he thought. Despite all of his ambitions, he was still just a boy. As a boy, he could be trained. He could be tamed.

"Lick my toes," she said. "Suck on them gently. Nuzzle my feet with your face."

His lips parted.

Obviously, Zack didn't want to do it. He must have hated the concept. The idea probably filled him with revulsion. Despite all of this, he wasn't going to get a choice, and he knew it. He inhaled, filling his lungs. Desperately, he was probably running through the different possibilities as he searched for some explanation for why he couldn't or shouldn't obey her. Inevitably, however, he saw the determination in her eyes. That was one of the most important parts. A professor had told her, "Remember, when you are dealing with a boy, confidence is important. It's just like training any other animal. If you approach a dog, you need to make sure he understands his place. You need to make sure he realizes that you are the owner and he is the property. He will serve you, but you have to be strong."

Destiny was strong. Her gaze didn't waver. She just stared down at him, and then she stuck out her foot, and he leaned forward.

Maybe he was holding his breath. Maybe he breathed in. Either way, he leaned down, and he kissed her big toe. "You're going to have to do so, so much better than that," she purred.

Destiny loved seeing that indecision play across his face. Under most circumstances, Zack did his best to remain aloof and defiant, like he honestly believed he could hold out against the women of this university. But now, she saw the fear play across his face. It seemed to radiate out from his eyes and down to the corners of his mouth. He swallowed, and every little gesture enticed her.

He kissed her big toe first. Then he opened his mouth, and he started to suck on it.

She pushed her toes up against his lips. He licked and sucked, just as she knew he would. "Good boy," she said.

He grumbled something.

"What was that?" Destiny asked. "I'm sorry. I couldn't understand you. But don't worry about it. I'm sure it wasn't important. Just keep going. Keep going, boy. Show me who you are and what you should do and where you belong. You can do that, can't you? Yes, you can." She loved teaching him. "You think you're smart, don't you? Just learn. Just listen and learn."

As he degraded himself, this boy didn't get any other option. He knew it. She could see it in his eyes. His brows tightened with that angry determination, and he still wasn't old enough to try to resist, especially because of that cage between his legs.

Chastity cages…

Theoretically, chastity cages had existed for centuries, maybe even millennia. For a moment there, Destiny wondered when the first chastity cage had been designed and actually used on a boy. If she had been more interested in history, anthropology, then maybe she would have tried to find an answer to that question. Ultimately, it didn't change anything. Besides, Destiny was far more interested in the future.

Destiny knew that there were lots of women out there interested in the effects of chastity on the male psyche, especially in terms of defiance, obedience, and ambition. Specifically, what kind of impact did a chastity cage have on a boy, especially when it came to different durations? What did a few hours do to him? A few days? A few weeks? Years? She grinned at the thought even as she watched this young man lick and suck on her toes.

As a college student, Zack had just started adulthood. No matter what these college kids thought of themselves, they were still fairly young and inexperienced. They could enjoy those incredible moments locked between childhood and adulthood. They were free to drive and sneak in alcohol here or there; simultaneously, so many of the students at this school still had the protection of their parents. In some ways, it was arguably the best time of their lives.

Despite his newfound freedom, this boy licked and sucked. He worshiped her toes, his lips tight around a few more toes. He moved from one side of her foot to the other. Then she said, "Kiss the arches of my feet."

Leaning back, Destiny wondered about the women out in the world whose work now focused on bringing chastity mainstream. They had already enjoyed a significant amount of success. They came at it from different angles. First, chastity could be a novel experience, something a boy might simply want to experiment with, especially if pseudoscience could be used to offer a patina of wellness. There were some boys out there who probably thought that ejaculation was bad for them and that they needed to avoid nocturnal emissions under any circumstances. Perhaps there had been some religious component to this, but Destiny didn't know and she didn't really care either. If boys wanted to lock themselves up willingly, that was fine with her.

Then there were the girlfriends and wives out in the world.

As far as Destiny was concerned, that would probably be one of the best approaches to convince the men of the world that they didn't need constant and perpetual access to their own bodies. Regulating male autonomy could start right there, between their legs and underneath their pants. The boys could be told that this was some act of loyalty. And if that didn't work, then they could invert masculinity itself. If a man really wanted to demonstrate his strength and power, then it could start with his self-control.

From her perspective, it was a profoundly dumb idea. Then again, lots of boys accepted silly concepts with hardly any thought whatsoever.

Ultimately, it would come down to questions of marketing and culture, both of which could be shaped. This school was just a start.

Marketing. The concept intrigued her.

"Do you think it would work?" Destiny asked as she drew her foot back. She crossed her legs. She brought her other foot up toward his mouth.

Because she had asked a question, the captured boy needed to answer. Zack was smart enough to recognize that on his own. Besides, his backside was still stinging, and she had only used her hand. Obviously, there were other "possibilities".

"Do I think what would work?"

Destiny ignored that frustrated expression on his face. "Marketing," she said. "With the right advertising campaign, do you think we can convince the boys of the world to willingly lock themselves up? I mean, once every boy has a keyholder, do you honestly think the patriarchy could survive?"

"The patriarchy," he sneered, "has been enduring for thousands of years."

"Are you familiar with present bias?" Destiny asked him, her eyes shining. Of course, she had heard the influence in his voice, but it didn't bother her. Rather, there was something so entertaining about seeing him try to fight this.

With other boys, subjugation meant spankings and paddling. Clearly, that would need to be the start for this nascent intellectual, but she also understood how talking to him and convincing him and showing him the logical inevitability of male enslavement would truly break him. When he just glared at her, she couldn't help but smile again. "It's okay," she said. "It's a fairly esoteric idea. But basically, it refers to the human tendency to assume that just because something has been happening in a particular way, it will always happen that way. This gets particularly dangerous within the economy. Arguably, this is how bubbles form. The price of houses goes up for a long period of time, so people assume that they will always go up. The same could be true of some crypto currency or any other asset."

"What's your point?" Zack spat.

"What's wrong? You can't see my point on your own? Oh? You need a girl to explain it to you?" She grinned, extended her foot, and pressed her toes up against his forehead. Remarkably, he didn't draw back even though he was probably humiliated and revolted at the same time. A boy like him probably believed in dignity and self-respect. "Okay then," she continued. "You made the point that the patriarchy has been around for a very long time. Just because it has been around for a very long time, that doesn't mean things can't and won't change. Right now, you have a lot of very smart, very well-connected, very rich and very powerful women who are determined to see that boys like you are locked up in chastity cages. They want to see collars around your necks, and they want to put you in your place."

Eyes hot with frustration, he opened his mouth to speak.

"Quiet," she said.

Because he was naked and already on his knees and had licked her toes, he didn't answer. He couldn't. No matter what he tried to tell himself, this boy understood how things worked on this campus.

Once she was certain he wouldn't try to interrupt her, she continued, "So now, I'm wondering whether or not marketing will be enough. What do you think?" There. She gave him permission to speak.

Obviously, he didn't like the idea that he "needed" permission to say anything. Throughout his life, he had probably been precociously intelligent, meaning he talked over people and always worked to convince everyone that he was so very clever. In front of this girl, however, none of that mattered. His IQ, whatever it was supposed to be, couldn't change the power dynamic between them. Most of all, she could still go over to his keyholder, inform her of his bad behavior, and keep him locked up for the rest of the week, month, maybe even the rest of the semester…

Although a boy like Zack probably tried to tell himself that he lived among intellectual concepts, he was still a boy, and he still yearned for that release. He probably wanted it so badly! He could have said something about a new experience, or whatever, but that was the real reason he had participated in the Hunt. He had run so hard, desperate for the chance to get out of his cage for an entire day.

"I think marketing professionals are better convincing businesses they know what they're doing. Commercials can't change people's minds," he said.

"Adorable," she replied.

"What?" Again, that arrogance bled into his monosyllabic answer. Despite being naked and on his knees, he still tried to maintain that veneer of dignity, but he was smart enough to think through any problem, even though she obviously had every advantage here.

"Do you really think it's just a question of marketing? Come on, boy. I thought you were supposed to be smart? You have to know that the information ecosystem is so much bigger than that now. This isn't 1950, and we aren’t talking about radio spots or sponsored TV shows. We are talking about something so much bigger and more complicated."

"You want to try to take over the entire culture," he said. "No. That's not possible."

"Isn't it?" Destiny asked him. "I mean, you can tell yourself whatever you want about the diversity of different sources, but is that actually true? I mean, yes, we have more content creators now than ever before. And yes, I'm sure there are lots of guys out there who are still spouting out their misogynist ideologies, but I don't think that's enough. You know why?"

He said nothing.

"Ask me why," she commanded.

Whether it was her authority or the simple fact that he needed to know what she meant, he growled back at her, "Why?"

"Because the information platforms have shrunk, haven't they? Maybe a couple of decades ago, when the web was wild, you couldn't control anything. Information couldn't be locked down, and it was impossible to try to craft a single narrative when there was so much going on. But now? Now, the algorithms control what you see. They determine exactly what you read and watch. You can tell yourself that you have an infinite set of choices and they can scroll to whatever you want. Technically, you can go hunting for something new. And yet, it's only a small handful of companies that control exactly what you see. This is what we have now, isn't it?"

"There are always going to be other outlets," he said.

"But I'm not talking about the fringe elements of society," she replied. "Maybe you're right. Maybe there will always be some determined and defiant group of boys out there who think they will be able to fight back. But the rest of them? No. And guess what? Women are getting richer. Every single year, women are earning more, inheriting more, and investing more. You boys love to chase after your toys in your trucks and that's adorable. But we have always been the more prudent sex, and we will have control. It's not just a question of middle-class women determining their destinies. Sorry, boy. So much more than that. Every year, more women than men become billionaires."

"Is that true?"

"It is," Destiny told him, her eyes bright with excitement as she considered it.

Arguably, the United States had always been aristocratic in nature. Even if there had been some element of economic mobility, that had certainly shrunk down, and it continued to tighten every year, especially with the decay of social infrastructure. Despite this, Destiny didn't really mind, especially because she knew she would get exactly what she wanted.

Female empowerment. Female supremacy.

Those concepts made her heart beat faster. Not only that, her nipples stiffened, and then she looked down at him. "If every boy goes on his phone and sees the same kind of feed with the same kind of information, declaring that he needs to learn to be obedient and docile, how do you think he's going to fight back?"

"You can't just tell people what to think," he said.

"Can't we?" Destiny asked. "Isn't that one of the great dangers of AI? We have been passing on the intellectual work for quite some time now. We have students who go in and type a question, get an answer, and forget that AI can elucidate, they can make mistakes, they can sound so very confident without actually knowing the truth."

"No," he started to say.

"Yes," she said, cutting him off before he could add anything else. "Maybe you have too much faith in your fellow boys. We are coming for you. We're coming for you and just look at you. Where are you right now?"

Because he knew the answer, he didn't wish to respond. He didn't want to voice it. Perhaps, from his point of view, simply admitting the truth would have been enough to make it seem even more real and utterly inescapable.

Good, she thought.

"I'm at your feet," he said.

"Yes, you are," she agreed. "You are also at an amazing training industry, one where you are going to learn so much."

"Fine," he admitted. "Changing a couple of guys here or there won't really affect the world."

"Don't underestimate the boys who come through these doors," she said. "Education is important. It frames how we see the world. It gives us the ability to understand the world within a broader context; it changes how we see things because we can understand what has come before us. It's not just history. It's everything."

This time, he didn't answer at all.

"Okay then," she said. "Just one more question." She grinned, "Why did you come here?"

"I don't understand," he said.

"It's a simple question," she replied as she pulled her dainty feet away from his hands and mouth. He had been massaging her, only now that she had withdrawn her legs, he looked surprised, as though he hadn't even realized what he had been doing.

Destiny stripped in front of this boy. She removed her blouse and her skirt, her tights and then her bra and panties. Soon enough, she was completely naked, and it felt so good. It wasn't just her nudity; it was the power that seemed to come with it, especially because she smirked. Destiny didn't have to ask to know that his chastity cage had suddenly started feeling a lot tighter, especially because his lips parted, and he stared, his eyes wide. He was drinking in the curves of her breasts, the contours of her waist, and the perfect shape of her ass. He wanted her so badly.

"Why did you come here?" Destiny asked again.

That boy licked his bottom lip. He bit down. If nothing else, he probably craved the distraction.

She leaned forward, and there were her perky mounds right in front of his face. Even so, he was smart enough not to reach out or try to touch her without permission.

"This school has some of the best professors anywhere in the world," he said. "I didn't care about the chastity training. That sounded interesting."

"Interesting? Does it still sound interesting?"

He grimaced, "No."

"And we both know why it doesn't," she told him. "You're scared. You are scared we are going to enslave you. And guess what? You are right to be scared."

Again, he didn't want to answer. By this point in his education, those words came as a shock. He had to understand how things worked here. Then again, he probably didn't like to hear it.

Too bad, she thought with another smirk.

"Get up on the bed," she said. "I want you spread out and ready."

"Ready for what?"

"Ready for me to use you," she said. "You have such a nice mouth."

"If I do a good job," he began, his voice almost shaking, "Will you let me out?"

She shrugged. "I'm sorry. I don't have the key to your cage. Then again, orgasms are psychological, not just physical."

"What does that mean?"

"Do a good job," she said. "And maybe I will show you."

He gulped.

Pretending he had some choice in the matter, he climbed up onto the bed, and he lowered himself onto his back. At first, he kept his legs crossed and his hands over his chest like this could offer some modicum of protection.

Destiny stepped away with just a command, "Spread your arms and legs, boy."

He winced; he obviously hated this. Even so, he extended his arms and legs. He stretched his limbs. Simultaneously, he had to understand what this meant and what he was giving up.

Then she climbed forward, straddling him, and reaching over toward the right bedpost. She grabbed the strap, pulling it out from underneath the mattress. Even if she had hidden it, he probably wasn't surprised. A boy as smart as this one must've understood the restraints that were coming for him.

Destiny pulled the leather shackle around his right wrist. She did the same thing with his left arm, tying him down within the span of just a few seconds. She moved just as quickly toward his legs, strapping him in place. And then she casually reached down and grabbed his balls. His chastity cage may have prevented and erection, yet she could still slide her fingers underneath his scrotum to tease him and massage him.

Under normal circumstances, this boy knew exactly how to sound so defiant. Maintaining that kind of vocal control required effort, but he was supposed to be good at it. At this point, however, he started moaning. There was that eager desire, and she asked, "Are you straining right now?"

"Yes!"

"You know, I could always call your keyholder," she said. "Would you like that? Would you like me to call her right now? I'm sure she could send a boy here with the key, and I could unlock you, probably within an hour or so."

"Yes, please!"

"No," she said, her eyes bright with joy as he grimaced again. Obviously, he hated just how helpless he had become in front of her, so he resorted to those primitive instincts. He jerked against his bonds. The bed actually shook. He started thrashing. A few tugs started his struggles, only then that primal part of his brain told him he had to fight harder! He jerked, bucking and thrashing, kicking and struggling. Mounted on top of his chest with her knees pressed down against the sides of his rib cage, she just watched. Simultaneously, some of her hair fell free.

"It's kind of like enjoying a little mini earthquake," she said with a giggle.

Then she slapped him across the face, her hand flashing down. "Stop," she ordered.

He didn't. He wasn't going to listen to her!

She backhanded him. That stinging burned across his cheek, and his shoulders tightened, but he gave in. Maybe it was the pain; just as easily, it could have been the shame of knowing this girl could touch him however she liked. She could make it feel so good, or she could send those burning spurts of pain down along his flesh. Either way, he couldn't stop her!

Once he settled down, she grinned, and she leaned forward. She touched her nipple to his mouth. "Just like before," she said. "Lick. Suck. Make me feel good. Show me you understand what your mouth is for, boy." Right then and there, it wasn't an intellectual debate; she wasn't going to give him the opportunity to defend himself or his sex.

Although he tightened up as the frustration surged through him, he obeyed her anyway. It wasn't like he had any choice. He opened his mouth, latched on, and sucked and licked at the same time. He hollowed his cheeks, and he worshipped her nipple. Electric desire shot through her body. She could feel it crackling like lightning. It started there in her chest and shot down to the core of her being. Her pussy was getting wet. She reached down, stretching her arm as she raised her torso. With her legs spread, she brushed her fingers along her sex.

Unsurprisingly, her slit was wet; the excitement burned at her core, and now it only grew stronger and stronger. Destiny closed her eyes, she opened her mouth, just a tiny bit, and she panted as she enjoyed the rush of eager need. It ripped through her, growing stronger and stronger with every moment.

It took most of her strength and fortitude to pull away.

The sensations only faded for a few seconds because then she leaned down again and pressed her other nipple to his mouth. He leaned forward, getting ready to start licking and sucking just like before. "I didn't tell you to do it," she said, turning this into an important lesson.

His eyes blazed. In that instant, he was probably so desperate. Maybe he was thinking about what she had said before, that tantalizing possibility. Even if it only dangled there on the air, it was better than anything he had been given recently.

"Good," she said. "Beg. Beg for the chance to pleasure me.

"Please, please, can I serve you? Can I pleasure you? Please?"

"So desperately eager," she said. Then she whispered to him, "good." Right after that, she pushed her nipple down against his mouth, and he serviced her again.

Of course, it wasn't just a matter of those physical sensations. It was the power she wielded, the authority she could use, and the need he possessed. He couldn't get rid of it; he wanted this so badly!

Just like before, he licked and sucked. He pressed his lips down against the contours of her nipple. His tongue darted along the very tip.

Gasping, she tried to keep her breath as sedate as possible, only it didn't work. After all, this boy had no choice but to pleasure her.

That was just the start.

Pulling away, she spread her legs, sat on his face, and pushed her slit down against his lips. "Just like before," she said. "Do it."

In some theoretical sense, he could have refused. This boy could have tried to deny her power and authority. Then again, he wasn't brave enough for anything like that. He raised his head, pressed his lips to her crevice, and he started licking. He worshiped her, his tongue darting and playing along her pussy. He tasted her juices, and he understood exactly what this meant. Of that, she was sure.

In some ways, this is probably harder for the smarter boys. Guys like Gabriel could have simply embraced their subjugation. So long as they were given their protein shakes and told to work out, they would have been happy, if only because nothing had changed for them. They had the same goals and priorities, even if they were now going to be oggled and groped by the women around them.

Perhaps they couldn't imagine anything else…

But now, she rode his face, gliding her hips forward and back as she took him. She used him. She subjugated him!

"Good," she said, her heart pounding. "That's right. Show me where you belong, boy. Show me who you are. Show me what you have become! Yes! Good. Just like that! More!" Destiny laughed. She threw her head back, raised her chin, and she stared up at the ceiling as the beautiful need flared through her body.

She came within just a few more seconds.

That wasn't enough.

Rather than pull away, she commanded, "Again. More. Give it to me right now," she ordered.

No matter how much he hated himself for this kind of obedience, he surrendered again.

As far as she was concerned, there was just one problem with this kind of servitude. He couldn't lick her and speak at the same time. Then again, she had no trouble sensing his exasperation. She knew what he was giving up; they both did.

She rode his face, gliding just a little forward, then back over and over again to give him the best opportunity to worship her clit. He stretched the walls of her pussy, and she savored every moment of it.

That wasn't enough.

"Yes!" She screamed, howling out that word, and she didn't care if any of her sorority sisters overheard the sounds she made.

Destiny jerked back.

"Stay," she said, grinning down at him, since he had no choice.

She disappeared into her closet, searched through one of her favorite drawers, and came back.

Closing his eyes, he focused on the taste buzzing along his tongue. Perhaps he tried to ignore the sensations, but he couldn't. In the meantime, she got dressed, pulling on a single garment. From there, she slipped him into the position. Another little moan vibrated from deep within her lungs as she felt it push up against her slit. Of course, her pussy was already so wet by now. She didn't even need lubricant for herself. Then again, she was feeling generous as she slid it along with the rounded, silicon contours.

Then she climbed up onto the bed, and she commanded, "Look at me."

Destiny loved it! She absolutely adored the look of frantic desperation that pulsed across his face as he opened his eyes and saw her dildo. It was pressed up against her pussy, the harness held in place. There were two tips, one for her and another for…him.

"This is the price of capture," she told him. "If you didn't want to get fucked nice and hard, boy, you should have run faster."

"Please, don't…"

She removed the restraints, starting with his ankles and moving over to his wrists. "Get up on your hands and knees," she commanded. "I want to see that butt up in the air. Face down. Ass up. Now!" She didn't raise her voice, yet she still pushed that human’s uncertainty into every syllable.

Despite his pleading from before, he broke.

He scampered into position, rolling over, bracing his weight on his elbows, lifting his buttocks, and positioning himself just for her.

"Don't worry," she said. "I think this is going to make you climax nice and hard, especially since you're already so worked up."

"I, I…" For all of his vaunted intellect, this young man didn't know how to speak when faced with a situation like this.

"No," she said. "Sorry. No excuses. No delays." Then she had one hand braced against his waist as she pushed forward. She braced her other hand against the base of her shining, lubricated cock. She pushed it deep into his ass. He tried to clench down, to fight it, but she refused to be deterred. "No. Please. Please, not like this!"

She liked the sound of his desperation; she adored every note of pleading that stretched his vocal cords. She pumped into him, thrusting forward, drawing back, only to slam into him again! Giggling, she loved the friction of the toy against his shaft, especially since the reciprocal pressure pushed between the walls of her pussy. While he hated that arousal, she loved it!

For him, it meant degradation. For her, it meant success and victory!

She had hunted and captured this boy. Now he had no choice but to take every degrading second as she used him!

She threw her head back and laughed. She savored the way he squirmed and tried to get away. She pulled her hand away from his side, grabbed him by his hair, used that extra leverage, and buried her fake cock deep between the walls of his opening.

"This is me taking you. This is me owning you. And now, I’m going to make sure you enjoy it," she said as she rubbed him, harder and faster, then slower and deliberately. She made sure every second brought another deluge of sensation!

Within moments or minutes, he was grunting, groaning, gasping and screaming! All of those different sounds seemed to mix together at the back of his throat when she forced him to climax. He hadn't been released from his own chastity cage. This wasn't a real orgasm; he couldn't enjoy the true freedom his body desperately craved. Despite all of this and so much more, she didn't give him any choice!

Besides, pleasure blazed through her body! It was that inferno, a tsunami of heat and bliss that rocketed all along her flesh. Even though she was braced above him, her toes still curled, her calves tightened, and her joints locked for several incredible moments. She savored the polychromatic heat that seemed to wash over her, leaving her soaked in that perfect completion.

She jerked back, she dropped onto her side, and she was laughing.

"Go," she said. "You can leave now. I'm done with you, boy!" She giggled to herself as he scrambled away, desperate to get away from this girl. He probably had a book report to write or some books to read. She didn't really care because she just taught him one of the most important lessons he could ever learn.

The End
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Novels

American Matriarchy

A realistic novel:

Stacey Farber is a wildly successful businesswoman who is now funding the construction an entirely new city called Bella Springs. She’s doing this for one reason: promote female supremacy. In this new city, women will enjoy every advantage. The outnumbered men in this city will discover what second-class citizenship looks and feels like. Farber uses her influence to ensure women have every opportunity to succeed when it comes to employment, compensation, political power, and freedom. Men like Matthew O'Reilly are given curfews and uniforms, turning them into second-class citizens. College students Mia and Zack enroll in the new university, but he’s confined to "service" classes, focusing on pleasing the woman rather while she’s busy learning leadership skills. Despite their efforts, men remain surrounded by powerful women who may not let them go, all of which demonstrates how “The future is female.”

This 85,000-word novel features extreme female domination, male subjugation, spanking, public humiliation, stocks, chastity training, pegging, and more.

Male Disadvantages

A realistic companion to American Matriarchy:

This is Bella Springs, a new city where women have taken complete control. The founder, Stacy Farber, built the city with one ambition in mind: ensure female supremacy. She wants to see the men of the world enslaved, and she’ll prove it’s possible here in her new city. This collection of short stories illustrates what life is like when women rule. The men here are subjugated, owned, and humiliated on a daily basis. When the future is female, men had better prepare to surrender. Women enjoy every advantage. In Bell Springs, being male is the biggest disadvantage of all.

This 78,000-word anthology features female domination, pegging, chastity training, bondage, and humiliation.

The Matriarchs

A mostly realistic novel

A virus infects men, causing them to lose their ability to think rationally and engage in mindless aggression. Women, led by the female President of the United States, seize control and help the men behave. They develop a control band to stun males when they lose control and succumb to their virus-induced emotions. With the virus still running rampant, males lose power. Male lawyers, judges, doctors, and corporate executives all lose their influence and positions of power since they can no longer be trusted. Their wives and mothers must handle every decision. A young man, Jordan, decides to go to college only to face strict rules and severe consequences when he messes up. He must be obedient, docile, and subservient to succeed in this new world.

This 115,000-word novel features female supremacy, human puppy play, spanking, bondage, pegging, and male subjugation.

Love Locked

A realistic novel:

Amber and Brian have grown up together, only it’s time for their relationship to change since she’s about to become his keyholder. She’ll have complete control over Brian's manhood. She will win every argument, and Brian will eventually improve his grades and become a useful member of the household. Amber now sees Brian as her brother, but she wonders if she should view him as something else—maybe a slave?

This 65,000-word novel features extensive female domination, chastity training, domestic discipline, and spanking.

Prisoner 616

A mostly realistic novel:

Nick Athens, an analyst at a local investment firm, is determined to maintain his position in the female-dominated finance industry. He doesn’t know it yet, but one woman might take away any chance he has, especially if she can trick him into committing a crime. The female supremacists in charge are reforming the prison system for boys like Nick, forcing them to wear collars, restrictive jumpsuits, and chastity belts. If he messes up, Nick's only hope will be his sister, Chloe Athens, a journalist who can write about his situation and potentially trigger a public backlash to get him released. Chloe would need to learn about the facility and its conditions, but her initial ambivalence might evolve into something new if she begins to see why these boys deserve to be leashed and caged.

This 128,000-word novel features a gynarchy, bondage, male chastity training, CFNM, discipline, teasing and denial, female supremacy, foot worship, oral service, and extensive humiliation.

When Women Rule

A mostly realistic novel:

Things have to change in Crystal Canyon, a city where men are losing their free will. Everyone can see how this community must change to meet these new challenges. If every male automatically obeys any command uttered by a woman, then everyone will need new rules—an a new hierarchy. Men are becoming more reliant on women for guidance and training, leading to a decline in their independence. Dr. Elizabeth Hunt, a psychologist, notices this change and crafts a plan. Soon, the men are forced to accept women as their handlers, trainers, and owners. Step by step, these boys are becoming slaves. The girls in Crystal Canyon may be kind or cruel, but they all share a common goal: own the boys.

This is an 80,000-word novel about the sexual subjugation of men.

Wild Space

A sci-fi novel:

Humanity will eventually reach beyond our solar system, but to do so, intrepid explorers and ambitious men like Aric Donovan and the crew of Ranger 3 will first travel to Tau Ceti. Their journey will take decades, so the crew of Ranger 3 will need to enter cryogenic sleep. While they’re gone, Earth will change. There’ll be wars, unimaginable destruction, and a rebirth. The matriarchy will take control, leading to advancements in science and technology. A new starship will reach Tau Ceti in just five years. They’ll catch up to the Ranger 3, so this new crew must decide whether to let the wild males sleep or wake them up and retrain them. Corporal Cara Dare, the sole woman on the Ranger 3, may be able to save Donovan and the rest of their crew. Or she might be tempted to embrace a new way of life if it means women rule while men serve and obey.

This 70,000-word novel features female domination, a futuristic gynarchy, extensive bondage, elements of medical play, pony play, CFNM, male humiliation, spanking, and hypnosis.

Witch Mark

A fantasy series:

The world is complex and difficult to understand, especially when it comes to the covens and spellcasters who have learned to tap into the arcane winds and manipulate reality. Although these women remain hidden, they have the power to shape reality to fit their desires. Marina Diamonte, as one of these empowered casters, has ignored her family's political intrigues. But now, she’s preparing to compete for the leadership of her coven. Along the way, she’ll have to claim a boy for herself. She discovers Eric Samuels, a boy who seems to resist her influence. He intrigues her. More importantly, he knows how to amuse her.

This 49,000-word novella is Part One of the Witch Mark series. This novella features extensive female domination, elements of gynarchy, bondage, mind control, orgasm denial, chastity training, CFNM, foot worship, and more.

Automatic Training

A sci-fi novel:

Isaac Drake arrives in a new city and is greeted by an autonomous vehicle. In seconds, the car traps him. He’s strapped down and helpless…like cargo. The car reaches an automatic training facility where female supremacists use specialized devices and AI to train males like Isaac. The women here will use conveyor belts, collars, and chastity cages. Within a week, these boys will become servile slaves eager to please their owners. Isaac is one of the first males to endure this automatic training.

This 80,000-word novel features gynarchy, domination, pegging, chastity training, robots/automation/androids, CFNM, bondage, hypnosis/mind control, ideological reeducation, and more.

Auctioned on Athena

A sci-fi novel:

In the far future, Justin is a navigator on a courier ship; his captain tasked with a mission to purchase plasma converters in a city dominated by women. Along the way, he must contend with the humiliating catcalls and demeaning comments from women. If he fails to return to a ship, his status as a Registered Male will be revoked, and he could be taken or sold to any of the trading syndicates. He’s a tempting target since a boy like Justin could fetch a high price in the slave markets…

This 115,000-word novel features a futuristic gynarchy, extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, pegging, chastity training, teasing and denial, exhibitionism, CFNM, and much more.

Novellas

Male Progress

A mostly realistic novella:

The patriarchy is eroding as women like Elizabeth assert themselves and take control of their families. Her son, Felix, still clings to old fantasies about male independence. The school district is implementing Male Progress Reports to encourage better attitudes and behaviors in high school. Boys like Felix are required to wear a leather collar with two buttons, green and red, which will be used to record their decisions and overall behavior. Each collared boy will be assigned a handler, and she’ll decide what kind of punishment or reward he deserves based on his number of merits and demerits. Felix's sister, who is expected to be his handler, will review his scores and decide his punishment. This boy should know better, but he can’t help himself. He gets one demerit after another. Clearly, he needs some extra discipline.

This 25,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, elements of orgasm denial, all set in a nascent gynarchy.

No Escape from Matria

A modern fantasy novella:

Matria is a small, beautiful country with a pristine lake, forests, and ancient castles. However, it is a country where women are in charge and slavery is still prevalent. Daniel Michaels, a photographer, is designated a Wild Male and has a couple of weeks to document Matria. If he stays past this assigned deadline, he’ll be eligible for enslavement. Daniel has traveled extensively, but Matria is a strange and dangerous place—especially for boys. Leaving should be easy…only something is intent on keeping him here. If he can't escape, he will be captured as he confronts Kayla, Amanda Amata, and Lady Renata. Whether he likes it or not, Daniel Donovan is about to discover the true nature of this land.

This 27,000-word novella features extensive female supremacy and domination, bondage, male subjugation, elements of chastity training, light pony play, and more.

Surrender in the Sky

A paranormal fantasy:

Like so many other business travelers, Samuel is used to long hours in the air. He tolerates the cramped seats and drone of the engines as the world passes by beneath the plane. This time, there’s a storm. Lightning cuts across the sky. He blacks out…and discovers he has fallen into a new dimension where women rule. It’s a new reality. He’s no longer on a jet; instead, it’s some kind of zeppelin. In this reality, men are owned. In this world, women are dressed in fine clothing, while the males are naked and leashed. Samuel struggles to understand the differences, but then he meets Marina Castillo, who senses his potential and seems willing to help him return to his own world—unless she has her own agenda.

This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, a strict gynarchy, male chastity training, pegging, spanking, orgasm denial, and much more.

Into Her Web

A superhero fantasy:

Nova City is a wild, wonderful and chaotic place with dozens of superheroes and villains who call this place home. And yet, there’s an odd dynamic. There might be male metahumans, but most individuals with superpowers are female. Riptide might be one of the few men with extraordinary abilities, yet he’s still a powerful superhero. During the day, he’s Logan Drake, a marine biologist. But when he takes on his secret identity, he uses his superpowers to improve the world and help people. He is getting a lot of attention. The Weaver has special plans for Riptide. She can drain Riptide's strength and strip away his powers before she retrains him as a slave. Without understanding the danger, Riptide may have already stumbled into her web…

This 33,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male chastity training, humiliation, and pegging.

Short Stories

Social Status

A mostly realistic short story:

Over the past five years, significant changes have occurred in the United States, leading to a backlash from the women who’re tired of toxic masculinity and the dumb decisions made by elected officials. Women have taken charge, which has led to the creation of the Male Monitoring Bureau (MMB). The MMB regulates male behavior and has even created a new social status: male chattel. Logan had the chance to be a good and obedient young man, but he's been reclassified as male chattel, ending his freedom in one instant. He calls his best friend Tricia Perkins to help him understand his new status. And yet, Patricia has plans for Logan...

This 11,000-word story features a female dominated society, female supremacy, male submission, foot worship, elements of chastity training, bondage, spanking, and other forms of punishment.

Surrender Ceremony

A mostly realistic short story:

In the new future, women have taken over and men are stripped of their rights under the Female Supremacy Party. Weddings are replaced by Surrender Ceremonies, where a woman claims a man, either as a slave, pet, plaything, or servant. Allison enjoys Brandon's service, but he still believes he has something to say about his future. Perhaps he’ll learn the truth when he’s spanked and humiliated at his Surrender Ceremony.

This 10,000-word story features female domination, a strict gynarchy, bondage, elements of pegging, male humiliation, CFNM situations, spanking/paddling, oral service, and chastity training.

Pony Inspection

A realistic short story:

As the world changes and women assert themselves as the nation’s rightful rulers, Luke must turn himself in at a processing facility to face indentured servitude. But this won’t be the kind of servitude he expected; he discovers that the boys are being turned into human ponies, stripped of their rights, trained, and even put on display. This man is about to learn the meaning of service and obedience.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, intense male humiliation, extensive pony play, bondage, and more.

Tutoring Britney

A realistic short story:

Jared might be smart, but he’s also naïve, especially when it comes to tutoring. He automatically assumes he should be in control with his students, but Britney is a charismatic girl who understands how the world really works. For her, it’s easy to manipulate Jared into a game of seduction—one she’s destined to win. By the end of their first session, she’ll have him tied up and powerless. Once Jared understands what it means to be helpless, he’ll be ready to learn the most important lessons of all.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, male orgasm denial, bondage, corporal punishment, and chastity training.

Boy On Display

A realistic short story:

Ever since the recent elections, Michael and Cassie have struggled with their relationship. Michael understands he owns his girlfriend, but Cassie has a special plan for her friends. She suggests stripping Michael naked and displaying him in front of women, but she's unsure if this would help him adjust to his new status. Other suggestions include restraints, a collar and leash, and marking him to ensure he understands his ownership. The idea is just an idea for now.

This 10,000-word story features extensive CFNM dynamics, female domination, male humiliation, bondage, and a public shaving.

Amazon

Here, you can get a list of every book and story I’ve published. Enjoy!
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