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   Gym Control 
 
      
 
    You can do this, he thought to himself. You can do this. C’mon. Just a few more seconds. C’mon. Hang in there. You can—you can do this. It became more and more difficult to hear his own thoughts over the pounding of his heart and those wild gasps as he ran hard on the treadmill.  
 
    With the rain pounding against the windows, Kevin stared forward, swung his arms, and kicked his feet down against of the treadmill’s rotating belt. 
 
    The treadmill started to slow down as the cooldown cycle began. A fierce grin spread across his face, but he had done it. He just ran a six-minute mile. 
 
    Kevin glanced around the rest of the “gym”. Coach said the renovations would be done within the month, but that meant they had been moved off into this adjunct building, a modular structure at the edge of campus. Normally, they had access to more than a dozen treadmills, weight machines, ellipticals, free weights, and more. 
 
    Now? 
 
    Just a couple of treadmills, a few free weights, and a little bit of space where they could do push-ups, jumping jacks, and other calisthenics. It was pathetic, but Kevin and his team wanted to win, so they would do whatever it took. 
 
    Then again, it didn’t seem to Kevin like the rest of the team really cared all that much. 
 
    The space was small, but only he and Scott were in the temporary gym. 
 
    As he enjoyed his slower walk, Kevin glanced over his shoulder. Scott was seated on the other side of the space. Leaning forward, he pulled a dumbbell up, exhaled slowly, lowered it carefully, only to lift it again. 
 
    “Feeling the burn?” Kevin called out as he started to catch his breath. 
 
    “Sorry, boys,” came a different voice before Scott could answer. “But I think your time in here is done. Get out.” 
 
    Kevin glanced over at the doorway. Wearing nothing but his sneakers, socks, and gym shorts, he turned off the treadmill, wobbled for a second, and hoped the girls didn’t notice. 
 
    The girls. 
 
    When he saw them, he immediately thought of the cheerleading squad, only there was one huge difference. The girls on the squad never would have disrespected any of the male teams. 
 
    Sure, Kevin and Scott were only on the track team, yet that hardly mattered. Everyone understood that the men’s sports garnered more attention and were just generally more important. 
 
    In fact, the school wouldn’t have bothered with a girls’ team at all, except for the legal niceties. This was something Coach liked to rant about, but Kevin’s nerves still tightened when he realized just how badly he and Scott were outnumbered. 
 
    Kevin didn’t know all of their names. 
 
    In front, a gorgeous blonde sauntered into the room flanked by two of her teammates. Another three girls Kevin didn’t know followed behind them. 
 
    “Hi, Kennedy,” Kevin said. 
 
    Kennedy. Every time he heard her name, he wanted to roll his eyes. That didn’t sound like a girl’s name to him, only he knew she came from a rich family where they always picked out unusual names. 
 
    “It’s our turn to use the gym,” she said. 
 
    Kevin stared back at the gorgeous blonde. These girls weren’t cheerleaders, but they could have been. For her part, Kennedy had beautifully sharp features, high cheekbones, and pouting lips. Not only that, every time he saw her, he could feel the attraction to her tight waist, her big breasts, and her toned legs. 
 
    This girl was an athlete, and she looked like it. She carried herself with an almost gymnastic grace. Even so, she was just a girl, so her athletic endeavors were little more than a hobby. 
 
    “No,” Kevin replied as he crossed his arms over his chest. “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “We signed up for today,” Kennedy replied. 
 
    “Yeah,” Emily added from her left. While Kennedy stood stark and beautiful, Emily seemed friendlier. She had wavy brown hair, bright blue eyes, and a big smile. Even when she tried to pout or frown (like now), she still seemed to be on the verge of a smile. “This is our time, and we need to work out.” 
 
    “Sorry,” Kevin replied. “The men’s teams get priority.” 
 
    “There are only two of you here,” Kennedy pointed out. 
 
    “And hey, you don’t want us to report you to the administration, do you?” asked the girl on Kennedy’s right. A redhead with pale skin, green eyes, and a slender physique, she put her hands on her hips and glared at him. 
 
    “Sorry, Amanda. You know the rules.” 
 
    “Those aren’t the rules,” Kennedy pointed out. 
 
    Kevin shrugged, “Prove it.” 
 
    Kennedy strode straight ahead. As she came closer, Kevin actually wanted to laugh. This girl may have moved with arrogant aggression as she stomped forward, but he was taller than her by several inches. She tried to invade his space and intimidate him, but he just looked down at her. 
 
    “Look,” he said, dropping his voice to a whisper, “Scott and I are here, and we are going to work out for as long as we want. If you girls want to go wait outside, you can. We don’t mind.” 
 
    “It’s raining outside,” she said, her voice cold and flinty. 
 
    He rolled his shoulders back, “Not my problem.” As Kennedy continued to try to stare him down, he let a smirk tug at the corners of his mouth, “But you know, we could have a wet T-shirt contest.” 
 
    She raised her hand, and it looked like she wanted to slap him hard across the face. 
 
    Something stopped her. 
 
    “It’s okay,” he said. “I know girls can be emotional.” 
 
    Kennedy spun around, and her blonde hair rippled as she stomped back toward her group of friends. 
 
    “That’s right,” Kevin said. “Go off and braid each other’s hair or have a sleepover or whatever. Don’t worry. You’ll get to use the workout equipment when we’re done. I know how important it is for you girls to stay fit!” 
 
    He called those words out after her. 
 
    Kennedy stopped. She turned around slowly. 
 
    He could see one quarter of her profile now as a feral grin touched her face. “That does it,” she announced. “You and me. Right here.” 
 
    His shoulders stiffened for a second, “What’re you talking about?” His blustering swagger came back as he sauntered forward a couple of steps. 
 
    Kennedy, Emily, Amanda, and the others stood there. Kennedy faced him, her blue eyes blazing. 
 
    Before she could speak, Scott scurried up to Kevin and nudged him, “Hey, man. Maybe we should just let the girls have the gym for a little while. It’s not a big deal. Besides, we’ve been here all day. I think it’s time to quit, you know?” 
 
    Shrugging off his friend, Kevin took several steps forward. He cut the distance between him and that group of girls. All at once, he realized something: they looked like a pack. They could’ve been she-wolves, and he had to wonder what would happen if they pounced forward, rushing the two boys. 
 
    But then, Kevin reminded himself that these girls wouldn’t do anything so risky. They were girls, after all, cute and sexy but ultimately scared. Whether they could admit it or not, they knew how the world really worked. 
 
    “Walk away,” he ordered. 
 
    “You don’t get to boss us around,” Kennedy said. 
 
    He held out his arms, raised his shoulders, and straightened his back, “Yeah, I do. You’re a bunch of girls, and yes, everyone thinks it’s adorable that you pretend to be a bunch of athletes, but you girls should really just join the cheerleading squad.” 
 
    Kennedy marched forward. She walked right up to him. 
 
    When she invaded his personal space, he felt the instinct to retreat back a pace, but something stopped him. “Make me,” she said. 
 
    A nervous gulp slid down his throat. Kevin glanced over his shoulder at Scott, but his friend didn’t have any advice. He just looked confused and maybe a little bit scared. 
 
    “You think you’re better than us? You think you’re in charge? Okay,” Kennedy allowed, almost sounding diplomatic. “Let’s fight for it.” 
 
    “Fight for it?” 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “Unless you’re scared of getting beaten up by a girl. Is that it?” Behind her, Kennedy’s friends giggled and tittered. 
 
    Kevin fought hard to ignore those sounds. At some other place or time, hearing a bunch of girls giggle would have been beguiling. But now his face brightened with heat as he looked down at Kennedy. “What do I get if I win?” 
 
    “You won’t,” she said confidently. “But when I win, you will do whatever I want. You’ll be my obedient slave boy.” 
 
    “Not going to happen,” he growled back. 
 
    “Boys are cute when they’re wrong, but you still need to be trained. You need to learn your lesson, Kevin.” 
 
    She smiled at him. For a few seconds, he almost imagined she might lean forward and kiss him. Instead, she stepped back just a little bit, reached up, and smacked him across the face. It didn’t hurt, not really, yet the sound burst through the air. 
 
    His hand came up to his cheek, and he could feel the warmth glowing along the curve of his face. “You bitch,” he said, more stunned than angry. 
 
    He reached out to grab her, but she retreated back before he could accomplish anything. 
 
    Nervously, Scott called out, “Kevin, I really don’t think you should do this.” 
 
    Ignoring his friend, Kevin glowered at the young woman in front of him. “You know I’m bigger and stronger than you, don’t you?” 
 
    “I know you’re taller and dumber,” she said. 
 
    His eyes widened as he heard those words. They seemed to slam into his psyche before reverberating along his body. He tensed up, bristling. It took all of his self-control not to pounce on this moronic girl. 
 
    “Come on,” she said coquettishly. “Just face it. I’m going to kick your butt, hold you down, and make you say whatever I want. I’m thinking we should have a nice discussion about male inferiority.” 
 
    “Male, male inferiority?” Kevin stuttered. 
 
    Again, he heard the girls laughing. He knew they were laughing at him. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said. “Boys are inherently less intelligent than girls. But I’m sure you’re going to learn all about that, especially because you can’t control yourself. If you’re smart, you’ll take your friend and you’ll walk away. He’s been in here for a while. Maybe it’s time for you to go rest. You know, try to read a book or something.” 
 
    The girls laughed louder now. 
 
    “You bitch. I’m going to make you pay for that,” he said. His voice lowered, and he hoped the other girls wouldn’t hear, but they obviously did. Worse, they laughed even louder! 
 
    “Just remember, when I hold you down, you’re going to have to do whatever I want. This is your last chance to walk away and salvage your freedom.” 
 
    His freedom? 
 
    The idea didn’t even make sense to a boy like Kevin. He may not have been on the football team, but he was still an athlete, and the girls on campus had to respect him. The cheerleaders smiled and waved when he walked down the halls. All of the girls understood what really mattered and how the whole school was organized: athletes at the top, then the cheerleaders, then everyone else… 
 
    This girl needed to learn her place. 
 
    The idea of fighting a female seemed alien and strange to him, but he could make it work, especially if she needed to be punished. 
 
    For a moment, he smirked and started to get hard at the prospect of grabbing this girl, forcing her over his lap as he sat down on one of the benches, and he would spank her. He would slap her tight little ass until she was crying. She would beg and plead. She would offer to do whatever he wanted. 
 
    From that moment forward, he would own her. 
 
    And all of her cute friends could watch! 
 
    “Come on,” she said with the tantalizing wave of a single finger. She motioned for him to approach. 
 
    He came in slowly and uncertainly. Despite his little fantasy, Kevin really didn’t know what he was doing. Yes, he was bigger and would obviously win based off of muscle mass alone, but the idea of grabbing a girl or wrestling her down still seemed alien to him. 
 
    Fighting, however, wasn’t alien to Kennedy. 
 
    The girl became a blur of movement as she jumped to the side, slammed her heel down, and kicked him right behind his left knee. 
 
    Before Kevin could even understand what was going on, he fell, dropping to the padded floor. 
 
    Suddenly, Kennedy was standing above him. She reached down, grabbed him by his hair, and jerked his head back. 
 
    “Want to apologize? I won’t mind if you decide to grovel.” 
 
    “Go to hell!” Kevin snarled back as he brought his arm up, knocked her hand aside, and jumped to his feet. 
 
    Retreating back a couple of steps felt weirdly empathetic, but he did it anyway because he wouldn’t let this girl sneak up on him a second time. 
 
    Only then he glanced over at her cadre of girlfriends. 
 
    Looking away was a mistake because she rushed forward. He turned his gaze back to Kennedy just in time to see a blur of blonde hair flash in front of his face. Then she threw out her arm and clothes-lined him. 
 
    He fell back, stumbled, and somehow managed to recover. He got his feet back underneath him, but then Kennedy was behind him, lifted her leg, and kicked him hard in the butt. He felt her shoe, and he fell forward again. 
 
    This time, he landed on his knees before turning back to her. With a growl on his face, he said, “You’re going to regret that.” His fingers tightened into fists. 
 
    He cocked his arm back, aimed his fist without thinking, and tried to punch. 
 
    She blocked him! 
 
    It was extraordinary, but she raised her forearms, blunted the blow, and deflected most of the force off to the side. With his momentum still carrying him, he tumbled forward, caught himself at the last instant, and turned back around. 
 
    Behind him, the girls teased him, “She’s going to kick your butt!” 
 
    “You don’t stand a chance!” 
 
    “She’s going to turn you into her slave boy!” 
 
    “Our slave boy!” Someone corrected, shouting out. 
 
    Kevin really, really wanted to turn and snarl at those girls. If he could growl at them, maybe he could intimidate them and get them to quit teasing him. 
 
    But no. He couldn’t pull his eyes off of Kennedy, not for a single second. 
 
    She darted forward, jumped to the left, then the right. She practically danced in front of him. He reached out and tried to grab her, only to slip his arms through empty air. She slapped him across the face again. Again, the stinging didn’t really hurt, but the embarrassment flashed through his body. 
 
    Whenever he saw the girls in the hallways, Kevin always assumed he could take any of them. Seriously, those girls were petite and cute. None of them were supposed to be able to fight. The only thing holding him back was supposed to be his morality and the law. 
 
    But no. Kennedy kept teasing him. She was playing with him, he quickly realized. 
 
    Her hand shot out, and she poked him in his right flank, his stomach, and his sternum. 
 
    The little brat was so fast! 
 
    He kept trying to grab her. At first, he thought he might be able to snatch her up into a bear hug. When that didn’t work, his hand flew out, and he just tried to get a hold of her wrist or her hair. 
 
    Grabbing onto those long, golden blonde tresses should have been easy. Her hair fluttered behind her like a flag, but she was still too quick! 
 
    Every few seconds, she darted or danced to the left or right, forward or back. 
 
    His frustration mounted, and it felt like he just needed to rush her. 
 
    But no, not that way. She was dexterous and maneuverable. She practically danced on the tips of her feet like a ballerina, avoiding him whenever he lunged forward. 
 
    That’s when he made his move. It wasn’t well considered. It wasn’t some sort of strategic decision. 
 
    With this cute blonde right in front of him, he charged her like an angry bull. But this time, she didn’t spin away. Instead, she jumped forward, grabbed him by his shoulders, and brought her own momentum up against his. At the same time, she raised her leg and speared him right between his thighs with the blunt, solid curve of her knee. 
 
    Then she let go and almost bounced away. 
 
    Combining the athletic skill of the gymnast with the beautiful grace of a ballerina, she could dart and weave around this boy for as long as she wanted. 
 
    But now, she just kicked him right in the groin. Her knee had crushed his genitals, squeezing down and sending a bright, incandescent spasm of pain throughout his body. 
 
    For a second, it felt like his nervous system couldn’t even catch up. The most primitive part of his nervous system seemed to recognize something was wrong. His breathing froze, and he couldn’t feel his heart beat. 
 
    Then the sickening agony swept through him. 
 
    He didn’t stay on his feet. He didn’t have a chance. 
 
    Gravity yanked him down, and he collapsed onto his knees. Pathetically, he brought his hands over his crotch, like he might be able to defend himself after the fact. 
 
    His face went white, and his stomach clenched. The sickening nausea swept through him as he fell down onto his side. 
 
    From very far away, he thought he could hear Kennedy talking down to him, “That’s what you get. You’re a dumb boy, and you never should have tried to take me on. You should have been polite, exited the gym, and surrendered to your superiors. We outnumber you, we’re smarter than you, and were faster than you. It doesn’t matter if you are this big, strong, dumb animal. You’re still going to do whatever we say.” 
 
    Scott raced forward like he thought he might be able to help Kevin, but that’s when Emily snapped her fingers, and the other girls moved in sync. 
 
    They swarmed him! 
 
    Scott took a step forward before he felt one pair of dainty hands wrap around his right wrist. He tried to shrug her off, only to have another girl grab his left arm. 
 
    Two other girls shoved down, and he fell to his back. With four girls on top of him, he didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    By this point, Kevin had somewhat recovered. His breathing still came in ragged, painful gasps, but he couldn’t acknowledge her strength or superiority. He wouldn’t lose to Kennedy. He wouldn’t lose to a girl! 
 
    Kevin never thought of himself as a sexist; then again, he always enjoyed the comforting knowledge that he could beat up any girl. He wouldn’t, obviously. That’d be wrong, but the option was always there… 
 
    …Until he met Kennedy. 
 
    “What’s up?” teased the lithe blonde. “You want more?” 
 
    Kevin found himself back on his feet. Yes, he wobbled, like he couldn’t quite get his balance. At this point, his balls still throbbed, but he never expected a cheap blow like that from this beautiful girl. He wouldn’t make that mistake again. 
 
    Shoulder down, he rushed at her. 
 
    Several feet back, Scott threw his weight to the left, the right, and back again as he tried to work himself free from the girls surrounding him. As he twisted and fought, he grunted, but the girls didn’t let him go. They had him outnumbered, and they held him so easily. 
 
    In fact, one of those other girls laughed and called out, “Kennedy is going to kick his butt. Look at him. He can barely stand. What kind of chance do you think you’ve got?” 
 
    Scott didn’t answer, probably because he didn’t have any kind of response. 
 
    He wanted to help his friend, but what could he do? 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Kevin rushed forward again. He just had to get Kennedy underneath him. Once he had her down, he would be able to do whatever he wanted! And if he could grab their leader, hold her down, and force her obedience, then the other girls would follow suit. He just knew it. 
 
    With the adrenaline rushing through his body, he tried to grab her. 
 
    This time, he got one arm around her chest, and he felt the soft give of her breasts beneath his forearm as he grabbed onto her shoulder. Then he knocked her to the floor. 
 
    Kevin straddled her, holding her down. He grinned, only that’s when her palm shot up, and she knocked him in the throat. A gasp of pain left his mouth and nostrils. He wobbled again, and she slipped out from underneath his leg. Then she grabbed him. 
 
    She took Kevin by the arm, twisted, and pulled up. Hot pain surged through him. 
 
    Fighting hard, he flexed his muscles and channeled all the strength he possessed. 
 
    He managed to slip from her grip, only then she threw her shoulder at his back, and he fell forward. He hit the floor again, only this time he managed to tense his torso, so the oxygen didn’t get knocked from his lungs. 
 
    Still, she pushed him down, held him in place, and he could only squirm. 
 
    Kevin felt ridiculous as he tried to punch out. His feet flailed, and he probably looked like some little kid throwing a tantrum. It was ridiculous, only he didn’t know what to do or how to make it stop. 
 
    He managed to roll over. He was on his back now, and she grabbed his wrists. She pushed down and looked into his eyes. For a moment, he lost himself in the dark of her pupils. 
 
    “Kevin, you’re not going to win. Kevin, I’m faster than you. Better yet, I’m smarter than you.” 
 
    He jerked his head from side to side. 
 
    “No, you’re not!” 
 
    She was on top of him, but he started to shove. 
 
    This girl didn’t weigh very much, so he managed to shove her back. Or so he thought. Then Kennedy slapped down, right at his crotch. 
 
    He had no idea what would happen. He had never experienced an explosion of pain like this before. As time slowed down, he watched her connect. Then he felt the crushing squish. She pulled her hand back, made a fist, and punched down again. 
 
    He cried out. 
 
    Arching his back, he tried to crawl away, only he wasn’t fast enough. 
 
    That’s when she threw herself forward, only this time she didn’t use her hands. Instead, she launched her elbow back down against his groin. Another squishing crush sent wild, incandescent waves of pain through his body. 
 
    He had never experienced torture like this before. 
 
    “Stay down,” she said. 
 
    Doubling over, he brought his knees up, and he had his hands between his thighs, but he couldn’t fight her. He had nothing left. 
 
    That’s why Kennedy rose to her feet and walked over to Scott. Kennedy’s friends continued to hold the boy hostage. 
 
    “It’s Scott, isn’t it?” Kennedy asked. 
 
    Kevin’s friend glanced back down at his fallen comrade. He didn’t want to speak, yet he was terrified. Eyes wide and shining, he couldn’t hide the fear flowing through his veins. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Scott? Are you scared?” Emily teased. 
 
    “Go on, Scott,” Amanda continued. “Show us what a big, strong man like you can do.” 
 
    With an embarrassingly shrill roar, he tried to tear himself free again, but like before the girls had no problem holding this boy helpless while his friend writhed in pain on the floor. 
 
    Now Kennedy stood in front of him, and she touched his chin. At once, he froze. He tried to look away, but this predator had her eyes on him, and she wouldn’t let him escape. He couldn’t bolt. He couldn’t fight either. 
 
    “Do you feel like you’re learning anything?” Kennedy asked. 
 
    She clearly had a correct answer in mind. 
 
    Scott’s mouth had gone dry. His tongue started to move along the roof his mouth, only he didn’t know what to say. His heart kept pounding; although he remained fixated on the beautiful girl in front of him, he couldn’t ignore his friend down on the floor, powerless in his peripheral vision. 
 
    Scott needed to fight, to man up. He needed to be better than this. 
 
    “Say it,” Kennedy ordered. 
 
    “Y-yes,” he said in a stuttering voice. 
 
    “And what do you think you’re learning?” Kennedy asked as she reached up and stroked his cheek. Her soft fingertips and curved nails slid along his skin, making him shiver. 
 
    He felt like a mouse trapped between a cat’s paws. Yes, he could squirm or even try to run, yet it would make no difference. 
 
    Scott honestly tried to come up with the correct answer, but he didn’t want to end up like his friend. That’s when Kennedy stepped forward, and it would have been so easy for her to grab his shoulders, yank herself forward, and kick her knee into his crotch—just the way she had done with Kevin. 
 
    “You don’t know what to say, do you?” 
 
    He remained rigid with indecision for several long seconds. Then his shoulders slumped, and he fell forward. Scott may have even dropped to his knees if those pretty girls behind him hadn’t held him in place. 
 
    “Let him go,” Kennedy said. 
 
    At this point, he could have remained upright, only he instinctively understood what this regal young woman expected. 
 
    Hoping to avoid Kevin’s fate, Scott dropped forward. 
 
    “This is the really funny part,” Kennedy said, although he couldn’t tell whether or not she meant those words for him or her friends. “Boys like to pretend they rule the world when they are really fragile. They don’t accept this, but they are helpless. One kick in the right spot, and they go down so easily. They’re so brittle, so fragile.” 
 
    “You’re right,” Scott said, his voice quick and quiet. 
 
    “Good,” she said. “So if boys are fragile, does that mean I’m better than you?” 
 
    His throat tightened, especially as he looked around the gym and at all of the workout equipment. He had been in here with all of the other guys from the other teams. They had spent countless hours laughing about the girls on campus. There had been jokes about the sluts, airheads, dumb blondes, and training feminists. 
 
    But now he was on his knees, and he looked up at the girls all around him. He saw their strands of gorgeous hair, and he didn’t know what to expect. 
 
    “Yes,” Scott said because he knew he had to answer. If he stayed quiet, these girls would get annoyed with him. They might punish him just as Kennedy had disciplined Kevin. 
 
    “Good,” she said. “Why?” 
 
    He quickly went back to what she already told him, “Boys are fragile.” Boys. He hated using this word. It made him sound inferior. But then, he had no choice. The bitterness of every word burned along his tongue and lips, but he kept going. “Boys are fragile, and you can beat us up.” 
 
    “That’s right. Just look what I did to your best friend.” 
 
    “I know,” he said. 
 
    “Are girls smarter than you?” 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “Do girls deserve to rule?” 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “So when you get married, should you have the right to vote, or should that be something your wife decides for you?” 
 
    His brows creased as he looked up at this beautiful girl. He stared hard, and he knew exactly what he had to say, but something inside of him tightened like he thought he might be able to resist. 
 
    Scott somehow managed to suppress those impulses. He exhaled slowly and said, “Yes.” 
 
    “Not good enough,” she retorted, grabbing him by his hair and yanking his head back. He had no choice but to look up at her now. 
 
    “Yes,” he cried out, faster this time. “My wife should decide for me.” 
 
    “What should she decide?” 
 
    After a nervous gulp, he said, “Everything.” 
 
    The corners of her mouth smirked up. “Exactly.” 
 
    “No,” came another voice, deep and masculine but also ragged with a different sort of exhaustion. 
 
    Kevin looked away from Kennedy, and his eyes locked on to his friend. Once again, Kevin had managed to climb back up onto his feet. He must have been in terrible pain, especially with the throbbing between his legs, but this young man wouldn’t give in. 
 
    He wouldn’t allow them to be bullied by a pack of girls. 
 
    Kennedy released Scott and turned around. Scott tried to shrug the girls off, but Amanda, Emily, and the others refused to release him. As far as they were concerned, this boy was prey, caught fairly, and they didn’t have to let him go. 
 
    “You cheated,” Kevin said. 
 
    “What?” Kennedy asked as she turned back to this boy. Her eyes narrowed, and her stance shifted slightly. 
 
    “You cheated,” Kevin protested. “You cheated.” 
 
    A smirk tugged at the corners of her lips because he seemed incapable of saying anything else. 
 
    “Silly, silly boy,” she replied with a shake of her head. “You really think this a fair fight, don’t you? It’s not. I’m faster and smarter. Your friend here already figured it out.” She reached up and tapped him on the cheek. 
 
    Scott want to knock her hand away, only he wasn’t brave enough. 
 
    Kevin couldn’t roar, not this time. Exhausted by losing again and again, he still rushed toward her. 
 
    Kennedy jumped forward, darted to the side, grabbed him by his wrist, used his momentum and spun him. He slammed up against the wall. Then she grabbed him. She hooked one arm around his throat and yanked, throwing him down onto the floor. He hit the ground hard. She jumped on top of him, grabbed his wrists, and looked down into his eyes. 
 
    One of her bangs fell forward and now brushed along the tip of his nose. “Kevin, do I need to crush your balls again?” 
 
    All of the anger vanished now. 
 
    “No! Please, don’t!” He sounded like he might start crying at any moment. 
 
    “Then all you have to do is obey me.” 
 
    “Yes. Fine, anything!” The words jumped out, like he just wanted to get them over with. 
 
    And yet, Kennedy had something else in mind. She was ready to enjoy herself with this boy. After all, she had worked hard to tame him. 
 
    “Anything?” Her eyes sparkled. 
 
    “Yes, anything,” he answered way too fast. Kevin didn’t process this; he didn’t think about what it might mean or what a girl like Kennedy could ask for. 
 
    “First, tell me about female superiority.” 
 
    Although Kevin had been struggling with the pain pulsating between his legs while his friend spoke, he had still heard enough. Down on his back, pinned beneath this girl, he knew he couldn’t win. “Women are better than boys,” he said. “They’re stronger and faster and smarter.” 
 
    “Is that why I’m on top of you?” 
 
    “Yes…” Kevin admitted. 
 
    “Good boy. Now, tell me about how you want to go down on me.” 
 
    His eyes widened, and his lips parted. “You want to have sex with me?” 
 
    “No,” she said with a giggle. “I want to put that mouth of yours to good use. No one here is talking about sex. We’re talking about a boy acknowledging his inferiority by pleasuring someone better than him.” 
 
    His nostrils twitched as he heard those words. Again and again, she kindled that desire to fight back and assert himself. And yet, Kevin knew the truth. Each time he tried to fight this girl, he ended up on the ground. 
 
    She destroyed him every time. 
 
    His breathing quickened right until that moment when he broke. 
 
    “I, I want to go down on you.” 
 
    “You want to serve me? Is that it?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    As he looked up at this girl, she became his entire world. He forgot about everything else he was supposed to believe in. He didn’t think about the team, Scott, the rest of the school, or even his own reputation. It was Kennedy, just Kennedy. 
 
    Her fingers tightened around his wrists, and he shivered, fully aware of the power she wielded over him. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. 
 
    She stood up, and that’s when he noticed she had completely wrecked him in a pleated skirt. Now she slid her hands up underneath the soft folds of that fabric. She grabbed her panties and pulled them down. 
 
    “Please, don’t do this,” he wanted to say. Kevin stopped himself because he knew this girl would just beat him up again. She would wrestle him down to the floor, hold him in place, and force him to surrender. 
 
    This girl was better and she knew how to fight. She had beaten each and every time. 
 
    He flinched then as she leaned down and straddled his chest. “One more time. Tell me you belong on your back.” 
 
    “I belong in my back,” he replied. 
 
    “And your mouth? What is it good for?” 
 
    “Licking you. Pleasuring you.” 
 
    “Why is that?” 
 
    “Because you’re better than me.” 
 
    “Are women better than boys?” 
 
    He gulped and told her the truth, “Yes. Women are better than boys.” 
 
    “Very good,” she said. 
 
    If Kevin wanted to say something else, he didn’t get the chance because she pressed her slit down against his face. 
 
    As far as Kevin and the other boys on the team had believed, girls weren’t supposed to be into sex. Sure, some of them might have been dumb sluts, but that just meant they wanted attention and would do anything to get it. In any case, Kevin and his friends never thought of girls really enjoying sex on their own. 
 
    Only now he felt her damp slit right there against his mouth. 
 
    “Go on, Kevin. Show me what you can do with your mouth. You belong to me. I beat you up, so now I can make you do whatever I want. You can’t deny it. You can’t say anything.” 
 
    She adjusted her position and pressed more of her weight down against his face. He felt the soft contours of her inner thighs along with the damp excitement of her sex. 
 
    Kevin held out for a couple more seconds. 
 
    He didn’t know why he paused. Really, he only fought the inevitable. He would have to lick, to serve. He would have to give this girl anything and everything she wished. 
 
    That’s what happened when she overpowered him. 
 
    With another step toward surrender, he opened his mouth, and he slid his tongue along her crevice. He just barely touched her, yet he could feel the tension spread through her. Then she said, “Oh, that’s nice.” 
 
    He tensed up and hated himself for giving in like this. 
 
    “Tell me, did you think your friend would be so easy to control?” Kennedy asked. 
 
    Scott knew those words weren’t for him. 
 
    There were for his friend, his teammate, another boy. 
 
    Scott tried not to look, only he felt the gravity of Kennedy’s charisma and personality. Or perhaps he was just intimidated by the fact that if she could beat up Kevin, then she could do the same to him… 
 
    “No,” Scott said honestly. “I didn’t think it would be this easy for you.” 
 
    Kennedy burst out into laughter. Yes, she had a cute boy underneath her and between her legs, almost eagerly licking now, but she still laughed. “You know, this is what’s going to happen to all of you boys.” 
 
    Scott bit down on the inside of his mouth, nervous. 
 
    He didn’t say anything; his brain blanked, but Kennedy had no problem explaining all of this to him. After all, she knew boys could be slow to understand how the world really worked. 
 
    Kennedy continued while the boy beneath her served. She enjoyed those sparks pleasure as his tongue darted up and down her crevice. She reveled in how he licked her slit, both because of those physical sensations, but also because of the power it meant she had over him. 
 
    For a long time, men had understood the truth about blow jobs: sure, there was something nice about having a wet set of lips glide along a guys shaft. But really, it was having the girl on her knees, poised in front of him, ready to serve and give him pleasure without asking for anything in return…That was the real a pleasure. 
 
    “It’s happening all across the world already,” Kennedy explained. “Boys like you might think you are in charge, but you’re losing your grip on power. It’s happening in public. More and more CEOs and public officials are women. But even behind closed doors, husbands and boys just like you are learning to get nervous. You’re learning to be afraid because you know your time is over. You need to bow down and accept your place on your knees.” 
 
    Scott wanted to protest, he didn’t get the chance. 
 
    Amanda and Emily grabbed him by his shoulders and pushed down. When he didn’t fall to the floor quickly enough, one of them kicked out, knocked her foot to the back of his leg, and forced him down. 
 
    If he tried to stand, they would shove him back into place. 
 
    Outnumbered four to one, he didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    “There you go,” Kennedy said, practically purring the words. “A good boy is a boy on his knees.” 
 
    His nostrils twitched, especially because his friend continued to lick her, but he had no choice. That was something both of these young men had to contend with: their powerlessness. Their helplessness. 
 
    Kennedy closed her eyes and relaxed into the quick, darting sensations as they pulsed through her body. Hot arousal coalesced at her core, spitting hotter and faster, brighter and undeniable. 
 
    “More,” she said. She shifted her weight again, pressing herself down against him. She impaled herself on his tongue. 
 
    “Good boy. That’s right. Keep going. Keep going. Keep going!” 
 
    Scott glanced back at her friends. Maybe, for a moment, he desperately hoped he might be able to see some impatience or frustration on their faces. Maybe he would spot some hint of reluctance, something he could use against them. 
 
    But no. These women looked on, and their expressions could only be described as hungry. They loved this. They wanted to see more. As far as they were concerned, these boys were finally getting exactly what they deserved. 
 
    “Faster now,” Kennedy called out, interrupting Scott’s thoughts. 
 
    Kevin obeyed. Knowing this girl could punish him with another smack or punch, he moved his tongue as fast as he could. His neck ached, and the angle was awkward, but Kevin couldn’t complain. He was trapped beneath her, and she could hold him down for as long as she liked. 
 
    Knowing this, he lapped his tongue along her crevice again and again. 
 
    Kevin lost all track of time. He didn’t know what else she might have planned, but he couldn’t worry about that, not now. 
 
    If he just gave her what she wanted, then she might let him go. The girls could take the gym. In fact, Kevin already knew that he and Scott would never come back. They would be too scared. 
 
    He just had to get through this. 
 
    She leaned back, lifted her chin, and panted through the pleasure. Clearly, she didn’t care if her friends saw her get off. 
 
    Maybe she was supposed be a role model for them. After all, as far as these girls were concerned, this was the best way to treat boys. 
 
    Kennedy came faster and faster, then louder and louder until she finally squealed through her pleasure. A hot cry of ecstasy raced from her lips as she enjoyed him. Then she bent forward, and she finally stood up. 
 
    At first, Kevin couldn’t even open his eyes. 
 
    “How do you feel?” 
 
    “Can we go yet?” Kevin asked without thinking. 
 
    “Not quite yet,” she said. “I need to show you something.” 
 
    She glanced down. Sure enough, she saw his erection push up against his pants. She reached down, gingerly wrapped her fingers around his wrist, and pulled. Kevin soon found himself back on his feet, and he followed her. 
 
    He left the small gym. They were headed toward the girls’ washroom and showers. 
 
    Why? 
 
    Kevin took one nervous step after another. He followed this girl because he had to. His heart started to beat faster and faster. 
 
    Sex, he decided. She wants to have real sex with him. Oral wasn’t good enough, so this had to be something more intense. Right? 
 
    She brought him into one of the stalls, pushed him forward, and said, “pull down your pants.” 
 
    Yes! 
 
    It felt absurd, especially considering what she had already done to him, yet Kevin enjoyed a thrill of excitement. He couldn’t think clearly, especially with his member hard. The desires swam through his body. He dropped his pants, and he was about to turn around, only she put a light finger on his shoulder. She wanted him facing forward. 
 
    Standing behind him, Kennedy came forward, and she brushed her fingers along his balls. “These make you weak.” 
 
    He tensed up. 
 
    “You know, even after everything I’ve done with you, you still think you are in control. You still think you deserve some kind of independence or freedom. But the next time I see you, you’ll look at me, and you will know I can take you whatever I want you. I can hold you down. I can make you mine.” She whispered those words into his ear, one alluringly sharp sound after another. 
 
    Kevin hated the way his body responded, but her fingers brushed up to his shaft. “Think of this as a leash. I can grab you whenever I want, and you will follow me around like an obedient pet. Say it.” 
 
    “I, I will follow you around like an obedient pet.” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. That’s when she pushed him down onto his knees. Then she nudged him forward. With her other hand, she lifted the toilet seat. She brought it up, but he just closed his eyes because he had no idea what she would do. 
 
    In one impossibly quick movement, she slammed the seat down, crushing his shaft. The cold porcelain didn’t stop the pain. It washed over him, and he cried out. 
 
    Instantly, he tried to jerk away, just jump to his feet. 
 
    She wouldn’t let him go. 
 
    Grabbing him by the back of his neck, she shoved this boy back to his knees. His strength dissipated immediately. 
 
    She jerked the seat up again. By this point, his eyes grew to the size of quarters before she slammed the seat down again. He heard the bang. He felt crushing momentum. He cried out and tried to jerk away again. 
 
    “No, no,” she teased. With her other hand still on the back of his neck, she held him there on his knees, poised and in the perfect spot for even more punishment. 
 
    She slammed the seat down again and again. 
 
    “You’re not going anywhere. You belong to me, and I won’t have my boy fighting or thinking for himself.” 
 
    She threw the seat down one more time. Then she finally released him, and he fell to his back. She stood up, placed her foot on his sternum, and looked down at him. “The next time I see you, you’ll get on your knees and offer your service. It won’t matter if anyone else is around. Just do it. Understand?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” he panted out. “I’ll get down on my knees and serve you. I swear!” 
 
    With the sound of Kennedy’s laughter ringing in his ears, he closed his eyes. She walked away and closed the door behind her, which left Kevin on his back, panting as he finally started to understand what he had lost and how the world was about to change as girls like Kennedy seized control. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers and talk about our favorite fantasies. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. I’m also available for commissions. 
 
      
 
    My favorite games: 
 
      
 
    Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge. 
 
      
 
    Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same. 
 
      
 
    Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine. 
 
      
 
    Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control. 
 
      
 
    Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 
 
      
 
    Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost. 
 
      
 
    Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is. 
 
      
 
    These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com. 
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    Do you have a fantasy you just have to explore? If you’re interested in hiring me for a commission, you can get started by sending me an email. 
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