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Leashed Beast

For a long time, Trevor was careful with his power. For a long time, especially back in high school, he didn’t even acknowledge it. Perhaps he felt that strange tension and heat tingle through his body and secretly suspected what it meant, but he didn’t use it.

After all, he was sure no one else could do anything like this.

They couldn’t control men with the power of their voices; they couldn’t force women to obey with just the power of their gaze.

But now he was an adult and in college, so he made a decision. He wasn’t sure exactly when it happened. Maybe it was just the new atmosphere or the fact that he had moved away from home for the first time.

Before, he had held onto those suspicions, even as he wondered, what would have happened if agents from the US government found out about this.

Theoretically, Trevor suspected that he probably could have been one of the most powerful individuals on the planet, especially if his intuition was right and he could really get away with this.

Then again, Trevor had to wonder whether or not this was just some kind of delusion on his part.

It could’ve been the atmosphere of college, the fact that everyone kept talking about how the next four years would be pivotal and their time to experiment. From his resident advisor to his friends and a couple of the professors themselves, everyone talked about how this was his chance to learn so much about the world.

Elementary school, middle school, and high school had taught him a lot, but this was going to be different. As an adult now, he could choose his own classes. He could pick his field of study. Just as importantly, he would be diving into the depths of human knowledge. At this point in his life, he wouldn’t be learning some superficial set of facts. He wouldn’t be memorizing the names of states and their capitals. Instead, he would be studying those primary sources and learning to think critically about specific questions, ones that could influence the trajectory of the nation and the world.

In one of his lecture halls, he had glanced over at a young woman, and he instantly knew she was going to be his first target. It helped that she was pretty. Also, he got annoyed at how she kept chewing her gum and blowing those bubbles and then letting them pop. She wasn’t paying attention, but Trevor was actually there to learn.

After class, he saw her. The students were shuffling out of the lecture hall, and he rushed over to her. Her dark hair shined, and there was something about her round face and the freckles dotting her cheeks that certainly intrigued him.

Back in high school, Trevor had never been especially confident. He wasn’t sure how to talk to girls. Although he had suspected there was something special and different about him, he knew it was time for him to unleash that heat.

He could picture it so easily. Whenever he closed his eyes, there was that sense of something animalistic and powerful lurking in the depths of his psyche.

“Hey,” he called out.

That young woman turned around. She looked confused, probably because she didn’t think he would address her. This was one of their first days of the semester and everyone else had been quiet. Despite that simmering excitement pulsating across the atmosphere, lots of the first year students wanted to keep their heads down. They played with their phones, and they tried not to attract unwanted attention as they did their best to figure out how this whole college thing was going to work.

“Are you talking to me?”

That was his chance to bow his head down, apologize, and rush off. Trevor could have stopped right there. Instead, he stepped forward, and a few people walked around him, but he focused his gaze on her, and then he unleashed it.

Trevor allowed himself to sense that power as it flowed up through his torso. He could feel it in his lungs, there at his vocal cords, and along his lips and tongue as he spoke. “From now on, you are not going to chew gum in class. You’re going to respect the professor.”

In high school, Trevor had always followed the rules. He wasn’t one of the most ambitious or one of the smartest students, but he still did pretty well, largely because he understood how to listen and follow directions.

Maybe that was another reason why he had waited so long to start experimenting. Even if part of him had longed for some attention from those cute cheerleaders and wannabe influencers, no one told him what the rules for his powers were supposed to be.

“From now on, I’m not going to chew gum in class. I’m going to respect the professor.”

“And for our next class meeting, you’re going to wear a short skirt and black boots,” he said, injecting as much authority as he could into those words.

At their next class meeting, she obeyed.

She obeyed both of their commands.

Throughout the lecture, Trevor had done his best to take notes. Even so, his gaze had drifted over to that young woman again and again, all because he was curious about what he could do.

She was respectful at that next class meeting, taking notes, typing on her laptop quietly, and generally paying attention.

At the same time, Trevor couldn’t help but notice that short skirt she wore. She showed off her legs, and she looked so incredible.

This time he didn’t really plan it. Instead, he just followed his instincts as the class concluded.

He walked up to that dark haired girl, and he called out, “Wait.”

She obeyed.

She turned around and she was waiting for him. That was when he considered her. There was something about her boots, her bare legs, her short skirt, and that tank top. Technically, her outfit wasn’t inappropriate. Then again, she had been in jeans and a T-shirt on the first day.

“Take me back to your room,” he said. “I think we can have some fun together.”

She opened her mouth like she wanted to argue.

He repeated the command, “Take me back to your room.” This girl’s expression softened, and he could feel it.

Something inside of her bent. Something inside of her broke. It was like he had been able to burn away the defiance simply by concentrating on her.

Instantly, his cock had hardened and he knew what he wanted to do.

She reached out and she took him by his hand, like she was going to lead him to her room all on her own. But then, he stepped forward as they started walking and he said, “From  now on, I’m the most handsome man you’ve ever seen. You want to be with me. You want to be with me and pleasing me is your top priority. When we get back to your room, you’re going to work so hard to make it good for me.”

His shaft strained to get out of his pants. At the same time, he kept waiting for something to make this all break down or fall apart.

She wore this bright smile and she was giggling nervously, even as she tightened her grip on his hand. He squeezed back and there was something so incredible about this. At one point, back in high school, he thought he had a crush on a girl, yet he had never worked up the courage to actually ask her out.

This time, there was just a random girl from one of his classes, and he was going to get to sleep with her.

Actually, it turned out to be so much better than that!

As ordered, she escorted him back to her room, and she shut the door, locking it.

Then she turned around, and there was that thirsty grin on her face. Having never been in a girl’s bedroom before, Trevor wasn’t sure exactly how he was supposed to behave.

Luckily, for him, he had already given her those commands, so she threw herself forward, and she almost grabbed him as she pressed her body forward, squeezing her petite frame against his chest.

Then they were kissing and making out, and it felt so good!

At first, he told her to slow down.

She obeyed.

At the same time he could feel that beast deep within his chest. In fact, the sparks of energy seemed to race all along his body. It was an inferno contained just beneath the surface of his skin.

This was controlled. This was power.

This was something beyond the normal human experience. Most people had to communicate and negotiate.

Trevor didn’t.

They were making out like that, and then he pushed her away for just a moment. His hands dropped down to his crotch and he commanded her, “Get on your knees.” This time, Trevor didn’t even have to focus. There was that sound that resonated deep within his voice.

He doubted anyone would have been able to hear it. He focused on this girl, and those special sparks of energy ripped across the air between them, hitting her eardrums, invading her thoughts, and sculpting her mind into something better.

She dropped to her knees. “Ask for permission to suck my cock. Beg for it.” The words came out stilted. Maybe his voice even threatened to crack.

It didn’t matter.

He didn’t have to worry about making a mistake. With this girl, he couldn’t mess up! Not only was there that look of adoration written across her face, but he already knew he would be able to correct any error he made.

This was like playing a video game set to god mode!

That girl (he still didn’t even know her name) licked her bottom lip, and she looked so shy and nervous. For her, this probably felt like one of the most important moments of her life. After all, she wanted this man so badly!

Just a few days ago, she never would have paid attention to him. Trevor was average. He was the definition of playing with his short brown hair, his matching eyes, and those regular features. He didn’t work out, and he wasn’t on any of the teams. He didn’t possess any kind of real money or sense of style. He lacked the swagger and charisma that could have made him into one of the most popular boys on campus.

At first glance, he was nothing but background filler.

Only now, this girl stared up at him with adoration. “Please. Please, can I suck your cock? Please, I want to go down on you so badly! Please! I swear, I’m going to do a good job. I’m not going to be like those other girls! I’m going to do my best!”

“Do it,” he said as he unzipped his pants and freed his shaft.

His erection slipped from the folds of his underwear, and he was exposed, but it didn’t matter.

She leaned forward and she started, kissing rapidly, gliding her lips along the right side of his member, then his left.

That felt so good!

Better yet, he loved seeing that girl down on her knees.

That beast roared deep in his body. He could feel it.

For the most part, Trevor had never really thought much about gender politics. There were women and men, and they have their natural roles in society. He didn’t really pay attention to his feminist, high school teachers who had talked about things like internalized misogyny or male privilege. He had been lucky; none of his instructors had given him tests on those subjects. There might have been a bitter aside here or there, but that was fine with Trevor. He knew how to ignore the parts he didn’t wish or need to hear.

Only now, he got to enjoy this power.

He was in control, and yet he grew impatient. She was kissing and nuzzling, gently gliding her lips up and down along his shaft. “Suck it,” he ordered.

Again, that power roared through his voice. She opened her eyes, she glanced up at him, her expression nervous and tremulous. At some level, he understood that she didn’t really want to do this. Maybe she thought of going down on him as inappropriate or gross.

It didn’t matter because that hypnotic authority rippled across the air and gripped her. It wiped away her ability to think for herself. She licked her lips, and then she opened her mouth, and he shoved his cock into her mouth.

Immediately she latched on and started sucking. He pushed into her, his shaft, getting wet as she licked sloppily along his length.

“Good girl,” he said. “That’s right. You know your place, don’t you? You know exactly where you belong, don’t you? Yeah, you want to be a good girl for me. You want to be a good obedient girl who does exactly as I say! I’m in charge, and I’ve got you. I’m in charge, and I own you!”

Pretty soon, he came in her mouth! He couldn’t help it! He lost control, and it was impossible for this young man to keep those desires harnessed.

She swallowed it all down, and he tucked his cock back into his pants. After that, the girl blinked, and she looked up.

“The next time you see me, you’re not going to talk about this, but you’re going to remember how much you enjoyed going down on me.”

Her expression became distant, and she nodded. Then he walked out of the room and he held his head a little higher. His back straightened because he had used that power.

Trevor Ryan had been a background character. He had known it. Never bold enough or daring enough to actually use his talent, he let the other guys take their chances and have fun.

But now, everything could be different.

As he walked back toward his dorm room, Trevor was thinking about that girl. He still didn’t know her name, but he had seduced her so easily.

The beast was real.

The heat he had sensed deep within himself was actually real, and he could control it.

When he got back to his room, he pulled out his laptop and he started to search for whatever he could think of. He was typing in search terms about hypnosis, mind control, and even superpowers.

He discovered nothing useful.

Of course, there were different books on the subject, but they all looked like nonsense to him.

Eventually, he leaned back and laced his fingers behind his head. Then he got up. He was curious about something. Not only that, he was thirsty for more than just information.

Then he saw her.

That dark haired girl had been cute, but this one was a blonde, and there was something special about her angular features. Not only that, she was walking along in this short, layered skirt and a white tank top. He could see her bra straps, and there was something incredible about her straight blonde hair and the makeup she wore.

Then he walked over to her and he grabbed her by her hand and leaned over.

The girl let out a squeak. She didn’t know what was going on, and she was probably getting ready to yank her hand back from his grip before she slapped him.

“Tell me your name,” he ordered.

Her gaze became distant. “Becky,” she said.

Becky. Cute name.

“Relax, Becky. My name is Trevor. We are going back to your place, and you want to be with me. In fact, you want me to fuck you.” The words spread out onto the air, hot and loaded with power. That beast buried deep within his body roared again, all because this girl yielded to it.

Trevor had control. This girl probably got hit on several times every day. If she went to a bar, every dude there would immediately start strategizing for how they could ask her out or hit on her.

But now, she turned back to him, and her expression shifted. She bit down on her lower lip as she tried to hold back that arousal.

Then he grabbed her, he pushed her up against the wall, and she let out a little squeak.

His hand dropped down between her legs, and he lifted her skirt. His fingers found her panties, and he pressed down on that thin triangle of fabric. “You’re getting wet,” he told her. He rubbed her, pressing down, and she moaned.

“I’m getting wet, but you shouldn’t do this to me here. Please. Don’t, not here!” The words sounded frantic enough, yet he could hear that desperation in her voice. Maybe she hated herself for getting aroused like this in public and on campus, yet she couldn’t deny it.

She was probably wondering what this said about herself. What kind of slut was she if a random guy could walk up to her, grab her, and start teasing her like this?

Under normal circumstances, she was probably a haughty brat who loved the attention from the men around her. There was a reason why she focused on her hair and makeup and outfits like this one. She always let her hips sway from side to side because she loved the way guys checked her out. Not only that, she knew she could giggle or twist a few strands of hair around one finger to get whatever she wanted.

Men were fascinated by her, yet this beast had her in its clutches and she didn’t even understand what was happening or how he could influence her like this.

Savoring his control, Trevor ordered, “Moan for me. Moan for me and tell me you’re a slut. I can’t wait to get out of here.” The best part had to be knowing he could take his time and use this girl. He could have fun with her and she wasn’t going to stop him. She wasn’t even going to complain!

Becky let out that slow, sensual sound. It vibrated along her chest and that was when he pressed up against her pussy. He could feel the damp heat soaking into her panties, yet that was just the start.

He pulled back, and she let out another moan. This one sounded like disappointment, but that didn’t bother him. Instead, he grabbed her breasts, and maybe a couple of people were walking by and laughing at this obviously horny couple. A few of them probably judged the girl, thinking she was just some promiscuous brat who didn’t know how to control herself now that she was in college.

“Let’s go,” he said.

He took that girl by the hand. Just a little while later, they fell onto the mattress together and he drew on the power of that fiery beast deep within his psyche. He wielded his power almost instinctively and automatically now.

It was like tapping into a storm, one only he could see, one only he could control!

As she kissed him and ran her hands across his body, he didn’t question this power.

He had waited for so long.

Trevor had never really been able to explain what held him back. Nervous energy? Worry? Something else entirely? Maybe he hadn’t truly believed that this was possible, but now he saw it, and there were those flashes of regret, all because he hadn’t started to play with this talent earlier.

Still, he consoled himself because he had freed the beast! Now was the time to enjoy himself.

Within moments, that girl was down to her bra and panties.

He rolled her onto her back, and he moved with more confidence than he had ever felt before.

When he told her not to move, she froze place, her eyes wide and loaded with some strange combination of fear and arousal. She looked like she wanted to moan, but he stroked her cheek, brushed his fingers down her neck, and finally cupped her breasts again. He loved the way her nipples had stiffened underneath his attention. Not only that, he got to squeeze them, fondling them.

He couldn’t remember exactly how many classes he had sat there at a desk, bored with his notes spread out on his screen as he surreptitiously glanced around the room, searching for some distraction. Those girls were always solo. He thought of their hair, the shapes of their faces, their voices when they spoke, their slender shoulders, and their tight waists. He always wanted to grab them and touch them, and now he had this girl right in front of him, and she was completely helpless!

It felt so good!

Trevor savored every second of that power. He basked in this surreptitious control.

“When you tell your friends about this, you’re going to tell them how good I was. You’re going to tell them how you can’t wait for another chance with me. You’re going to tell them that you love being with me because it’s never been as good as it is right here and now.”

“It’s so good!” agreed the college girl.

Then he made her strip, commanding her to take off her bra and panties.

At once she sat up. She worked the clasps on her bra, and then her breasts spilled free. He just stared for the first few seconds, all while she climbed out of her underwear.

His chest compressed and he licked his bottom lip. Trevor couldn’t help himself, not as his mouth watered. Then he kissed her again, even as he wanted to glide his lips and his hands all over her body!

She was exquisite.

She was perfect.

Online, he had explored a couple of different clips here or there, but there had always been something off with the porn he watched. Maybe it was fake. Maybe the girls didn’t look wholesome enough. Maybe it was something else completely.

Right then and there, however, everything was different. Everything was better!

“Get on your hands and knees,” he finally said to her.

At once, the blonde obeyed, bracing herself. He grabbed her by her long hair and pulled. “You like that, don’t you?” Those words qualified as a question and a command.

“Damn. That feels so good! Please, don’t stop! Please, I love this! I love it when you use me!”

He laughed. Trevor never ordered her to say anything along those lines. It made him wonder whether or not he had inadvertently tapped into something with this girl. When he yanked on her hair again, it was easy to envision that grimace as he used his free hand to pull out his cock.

Taking a slow breath and forcing himself to calm down, Trevor aimed. She had her legs spread, and he looked down at her.

There was something so incredible about seeing this beautiful blonde girl in this position.

If this had been a bar or a club or even a classroom, a girl like Becky would’ve been in charge, simply because she was cute and sexy. She was the kind of young woman who could flirt her way into or out of any situation. If she needed a pen, she would just have to smile at any of the guys, and they would quickly scramble, searching through their bags to find their best pens to give her. They would want to impress her. They would want so badly to win a smile from her.

And if she decided to flirt with any of them, their defenses would just melt away, dissipating into nothingness because she was so pretty. Those guys would instinctively wonder what it would be like to hold her hand, wrap their arms around her waist, pull her close, and kiss her.

Trevor laughed. There was that deep throaty sound that thrummed through his body, all because he didn’t even know this girl!

Before this, he had probably been terrified of the effort he would have to put into a relationship. He would have to be careful and subtle, calculating and strategizing every movement. Then he would finally get to talk to this girl, and if she liked him, then maybe he could ask her out, and perhaps she would say yes. After that, he would have to take one risk after another. And if he messed it up, it wouldn’t matter to her.

There would always be lots of other guys who would want to ask her out.

Jagged frustration surged through him as he thought about that. The laughter had died away, but now he looked down at her, and he pushed into her, shoving hard and fast.

By his command, this girl was already wet. He had already touched her and teased her, so her slit was slick with need.

He pushed into her and she moaned.

He drew back, giving her the friction she craved. Her head lifted up as she clutched her eyes shut.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it? Deep down, you always wanted to feel helpless. The next time a guy asks you out, you’re going to be so grateful. You’re going to be this dumb, grateful girl who will take whatever he gives you. You’re going to be grateful for it! You’re going to make sure you are nice and appreciative of all of the efforts he puts into you!” Again, Trevor didn’t really know how to issue those commands.

Then again, he didn’t really need to be articulate. Instead, he smacked her ass, and he could feel the beast deep within him. He could feel it roar just as that energy pulsed and flared along his body.

He didn’t know anything about psychic emanations or paranormal evolution. With his gorgeous blonde underneath him, Trevor decided he didn’t care!

“Beg for it!”

That girl was his toy; she had become his plaything, so he could enjoy himself, however he wanted. He slammed into her again, enjoying the way she whimpered and moaned.

It didn’t sound fake when she started to call out those words. If anything, she made it sound like this was one of her deepest fantasies, one only this boy had been able to unlock.

“Please! Give it to me! Please, give it to me because I’m nothing but a dumb slut!”

Trevor couldn’t help himself. He panted as the excitement cometed through his body. There was something about the pictch of her voice and the way she genuinely pleaded for his attention.

At that moment, she couldn’t be some pretty, stuck up brat. She couldn’t be the kind of girl who would get whatever she wanted. In fact, he was the one who had complete control right then and there, especially when he could literally dictate her desires.

He smacked her ass. “Tell me you’re a dirty girl. Tell me you’re a dirty girl who wants it just like this. Tell me you belong on your hands and knees in front of a powerful man!” Over and over Trevor followed his instincts. He let those words jump from his mouth, even as he drew on the power of the raging beast deep within him.

He slammed into her, drew back, pumping with one quick thrust after another as he put this girl in her place.

Then he grunted, and there was that flash of excitement. There was that explosion of heated desperation, followed by that wildly wonderful satisfaction. On so many occasions, back in his room, he had pleasured himself. He would steal a few minutes of privacy and indulge in those fantasies. For the most part, Trevor had always been shy, even when it came to his imagination. He had never been able to be aggressive. Instead, his fantasies usually started off with some girl nervously confessing her feelings for him.

But this time, he took exactly what he wanted!

And then he was done with her.

He collapsed down onto the mattress, and then he surprised himself by pulling her clothes back on. She cuddled up against his chest, only to blink and push away for a moment. “Stay,” he ordered. “You want to relax with me right now.”

He gave her that command and her expression shifted once more. This shy, tentative smile curved along her mouth.

“Who are you?” Becky asked.

“Don’t worry about that,” he ordered. Again, there was that vaguely glassy expression as she stared off into the distance for a moment. And then a contented smile touched her mouth, and she rested her head on his chest as he wrapped his arms around her.

The beast had her; that force compelled her, so now she relaxed just as he wanted.

It felt incredible.

For a little while, he brushed his fingers along her shoulder and toward her neck. He was idly petting her, letting his fingers glide along her skin as he considered this.

Then he surprised himself by asking, “What would you do if you had the power to make anyone around you do whatever you wanted?”

The blonde considered this for a few seconds. She shifted her head with her chin still braced against his chest. She glanced up at him, and she told him, “I’m not really sure. How much power do you actually have?”

That was a good question, especially since he didn’t know, not really. These experiments were limited. He knew what his intuition told him, and he could feel the power growing stronger within him, but he had never heard of anything like this. Even when he considered some of his favorite superheroes, he wasn’t familiar with any character who could do something like this.

It was mind control? Hypnotism? Something in between? Telepathic influence?

Again, he had never really studied it outside of typing in a few search terms or thinking across pop culture, he didn’t really know.

“I can do whatever I want,” he said with more seriousness and certainty than he had expected.

“Then you should make the world a better place,” she told him.

“Seriously?”

When he first saw her, Trevor had automatically assumed that she would be some dumb and ditzy blonde. She was supposed to be the kind of girl who would take power and use it for the most frivolous of choices: getting make-up or clothing or maybe access to some exclusive club where hot girls were ridiculously common, so even someone like her could be blocked. Instead, she reiterated her point.

“Seriously,” she replied. “I mean, what’s the point of having power if you’re not going to improve the world?”

…Improve the world…

Trevor took some time to think about this, especially because he kept waiting for some moment when everything would go disastrously wrong.

For the next few days, he limited himself to “isolated tests”. That meant he played with a couple of girls here and there.

At one point, he had gotten a terrible grade on a quiz (that seemed inevitable, since he was busy, thinking about his new control over the people around him), so Trevor decided to pick out a girl. He didn’t bother learning her name. She was cute with shining black hair, dark skin, and big eyes. There was something about the way she was laughing with her friends when he walked over to them, he stuck his hands into his pockets, and he looked out at the group. “I think you want to come with me right now. I think you need to help me blow off some stress.”

At first, he didn’t think this girl would actually respond, especially since he hadn’t phrased any of those words as a command.

Instead, those invisible chains had snared her based on his intentions. Immediately, she knew what she wanted: him.

“The rest of you can be jealous,” he said to the other girls. “But you’re not going to interfere.” For a moment, he thought about making them watch.

He took that girl back to an isolated corner over by the quad and he had her go down on him. He was frustrated with that quiz score, especially because it seemed unfair.

The professor never announced anything. The TA’s hadn’t given any clues either.

As he stood off in the shadows with this girl going down on him, Trevor decided that he could make the world a better place from another perspective as well.

He quickly gave her an orgasm, pulled up his pants, and left the girl down on her knees. He didn’t even notice the way she glanced up at him, her eyes, big and filled with desire, all because there was nothing more important to her than pleasing this man.

A few minutes later, she would blink, shake her head, and try to understand what had gotten into her, especially since she would still remember that longing and desire, even if she couldn’t explain it.

After blowing off some stress, he wanted to go talk to the TA.

Her name was Monica, and she had wavy brown hair. She smiled, and she was a little bit older, probably in her late twenties.

The first time she introduced herself in front of the lecture hall, he had appreciated the change in scenery. Their professor was an older woman who loved to talk about the importance of politics across every facet of society. “Everything is political,” she’d announced confidently. “There is no such thing as the political, not if we are talking about products, advertising, capitalism, or representations of sex, gender, or any other aspect of identity.” Trevor had nodded along and jotted down some notes, but he hadn’t really believe it.

But the teaching assistants stood up and introduced themselves one by one. They would be helping with individual groups, and Monica would be working with Trevor and about fifteen other students.

He found the office she shared with the other TA’s.

These weren’t her office hours, but he knocked anyway, and when the door opened, he asked if Monica was there. It was a younger guy who had stuck his head out through the door, and he smiled sadly, telling Trevor that Monica was busy.

“I want to see her,” Trevor said, as he looked into that guy’s face. Their eyes met and Trevor felt like he was staring down a wolf or maybe some wild dog.

The man in front of him held his gaze for just a few fractions of a second. But then he blinked, shook his head, and quickly disappeared back into the office.

A moment later, Monica appeared.

“We need to talk,” Trevor told her.

Just like the guy before her, Monica blinked. She frowned for a second, but then she pulled the door open and Trevor stepped past her.

“What can I do for you?”

“Monica, that quiz was completely unfair.”

“It was the professor’s decision,” she said.

“But you have access to the grade book, don’t you?”

Monica looked like she didn’t want to say anything, especially because her colleagues were still all around them. This was a group office. Perhaps they weren’t actively eavesdropping, but there was still the possibility someone would decide to look away from their work and focus on this other conversation for just a few seconds.

“I do,” she said.

“Change my grade. I think I deserve full credit for my quiz.”

For just a second, her lips parted, and it looked like she was going to fight back. Maybe she had a stronger will. Or maybe it was simply the fact that he was pushing against something else. A girl like Monica probably had a lifetime of dedication to academic integrity behind her. In school, she had probably been the sort of nerdy girl who always wanted to impress her teachers.

The beast roared, she closed her eyes for a second, and then there was this blank smile on her face as she turned back to her laptop. She exited out of one window and opened another. She logged into the course website, and then she found his score. She changed it.

“Since I had to come in here, I think it would be fair if you upped one of my other grades as well.”

Again, he watched her. Her hand trembled there on the mouse like she was fighting.

But then she complied.

“After I leave here, you’re going to forget about this,” he said, dropping his voice to little more than a whisper.

Those flames of power and authority danced across his skin. He could feel it like some invisible conflagration just beneath the surface of his skin. It wasn’t arousal. This was different. It was like he was learning to flex a muscle he had always sensed, but never really understood before.

As he walked away, he stopped at the doorway to the group office. Then he turned back to all of the graduate students who were seated at their desks and working on their laptops.

“No one is going to question Monica about my visit. No one is going to think about this. Just forget that I was ever here.”

The moment his voice hit the air, they had all looked up. But by the time he finished talking, they turned back to their laptops, illustrating once again that he could get them to do whatever he wanted.

More importantly, he could influence individuals, as well as groups…

That was just the start.

Later that day, he was in one of the cafeterias on campus, and he watched as a couple of guys were bugging another boy. They were obviously teasing him, grabbing off little bits of his meal and tossing them away, either into the trash or at his face. Judging by their laughter, they thought this was the best game anyone had ever invented. Trevor made them stop. Then he made them apologize.

The next day, he was walking between classes when he heard this argument break out. “I saw this picture. I saw the videos on your phone! I know you have been cheating on me! I just want to know why!” Those words had cut across the air, and pretty much all of the other students had done their best to stare at their phones as they walked away or bow their heads down and pretend that they hadn’t accidentally intruded on this obviously personal moment.

Trevor wandered over. He stood there, and he slipped his hands into his pockets. His body language remained relaxed, all while he watched.

The couple was so engrossed in their fight that they didn’t even notice the random stranger standing just a few feet away.

“Stop arguing,” he said. First, Trevor focused his attention on the guy.

Their eyes met, and Trevor stared hard. He made it clear that he was in charge.

Within seconds, he took control. Then he turned to the girl and he released another jolt of energy onto the air. It hit her, and she blinked, almost stumbling back. “Tell us the truth. Did you cheat on him?”

“Yes. I cheated on him,” she said. Remarkably, she didn’t even fight. Perhaps, on some level, she was tired of lying.

“Why?” Again, he told her, “Tell us the truth.”

And this time she flinched for just a second because her boyfriend was looking at her. “I asked him for this really nice bag for my birthday and he didn’t give it to me! I don’t think he appreciates me, so I should get to do whatever I want!” The words spilled out of her mouth. Those ideas had probably been a part of her internal monologue for quite a while. But now, she had admitted the truth, and Trevor just stared at her.

Seriously, he didn’t know what to think. He wasn’t sure how to respond. When he had walked over, he had automatically assumed that that she was going to say something about how she was really in love with this other guy, and she was just too cowardly to admit the truth or break up with her actual boyfriend.

But she had cheated on her boyfriend to punish him? She wanted to punish him because he hadn’t bought her the gift she wanted?

Trevor sensed something inside of him tighten.

This was it, he started to believe. This was the reason why he had been given this power. Obviously, there were people out in the world who were lying. They were manipulative, and they were deceitful. Just as importantly, they were stupid and petty.

“You’re going to take your boyfriend home, and you’re going to do whatever he wants. You’re going to apologize; you’re going to be loyal to him from now on. You’re going to be a good girl who does as she’s told. You’re going to make sure that you put your man first because he’s in charge of your relationship now. He tells you what to do, and you do it. Understand?”

The girl opened her mouth, and she was obviously some spoiled brat. Judging by her overpriced outfit, she obviously had a lot of money. Her parents were probably rich, and they probably bought her whatever she wanted because she knew how to look at them with those big eyes before her lips started trembling.

“I’m going to take my boyfriend home, and I’m going to do whatever he wants. I’m going to apologize and I’m going to be loyal to him from now on. I’m going to be a good girl who does as she’s told. I’m going to make sure I put my man first because he’s in charge of our relationship now. He tells me what to do, and I do it.”

“Smile for him and tell him you’re sorry.”

A girl, like this probably would have raged at that command if she had been given the choice. Unfortunately for her, she didn’t get that kind of option, not when her boyfriend was standing there, not when Trevor had just issued that command. The pressure of that masculine authority shoved down against her psyche, sculpting her into someone else completely. As far as Trevor was concerned, she could be better this way.

After that, he made some other changes around campus.

A professor was notoriously unfair to her male students, grading them harshly, so Trevor stepped in and visited with her. Apparently she said, she actively wanted to counteract male privilege. She said she graded the students fairly, but Trevor decided that wasn’t true. If there was any kind of gender bias, then it couldn’t possibly be fair, so he reversed it. From that point going forward, she was always going to be as generous as possible with her male students. He also said that the girls should have to work twice as hard to earn their grades.

The power of his voice warped that woman’s perceptions. By the time he left, she was already rebuilding her grading rubric inside of her head. She didn’t want to make anything official since she still didn’t want to get caught, but the new structure was now in place.

Then there was the dean who had decided to cut funding to the game room. A short conversation later, she changed her mind.

Day by day, he looked around, and he did what he could to make the world a better place. The bullies disappeared, the girls cooperated, and the guys suddenly felt like things were going in their direction.

Then he saw the protest.

It didn’t have anything to do with him. At this point, no one knew about Trevor. He could walk up to someone and have a conversation. He could tell them to forget about him if he wished. Most of the time, he did.

At some point, Trevor had started to relax when it came to a different problem as well. It had occurred to him once or twice that maybe there would be some twisted and ironic punishment for the commands he had issued, like he would tell someone, “Just forget about it,” and they would forget about literally everything.

No one turned into a zombie. No one misinterpreted his commands. In fact, they really did seem to be based on his intentions. That power seemed to understand what he wanted.

Even so, Trevor did his best to be careful with these people.

Although his college was getting better, he still didn’t want to take any unnecessary chances.

Along the way, he kept enjoying himself.

At first, he picked out random girls. On some level, Trevor expected himself to maybe fall in love. He didn’t. Instead, he just had fun with these girls, using them one after another. At some point, he started asking about whether or not they had boyfriends. If they did, he usually decided to leave them alone.

Fortunately for him, there were lots of girls on campus who had decided they wanted to be single. (Without even thinking about it or realizing what he was doing, Trevor came to the conclusion that he should respect these guys around him. Even if he had that same amount of power to influence both women and men, Trevor still told himself that he believed in honor, so he wasn’t going to break up a couple or make the girl cheat on her boyfriend. Maybe this was one of the justifications he could use to prove that he deserved to have this power.)

Then he was in one of his classes, and he decided that there was this girl who was annoying him. Her name was Tara, and he only knew that because she kept raising her hand.

She was a little bit taller, maybe an inch shorter than Trevor himself. She had short dark hair that actually looked pretty cute on her. At the same time, she seemed to favor shorts and tank tops with another shirt underneath.

And she loved getting into these obnoxious debates with their professor. He would be talking about the importance of some concept, and she would raise her hand and ask an unrelated question. At least, that was how it sounded to Trevor.

At one point, she started telling the story about how she was on the softball team, and there was this moment when they were going to lose, but everyone pulled it together and worked as a team.

It was so asinine!

Right after class, Trevor cornered her. He called out to her, she turned, and he focused on the full force of his strength. Immediately, she stopped, and she stared at him, her expression blank. The other students left the room. Within moments, even the professor had packed up and left.

“From now on, you’re going to be quiet in class. You’re going to stop wasting everyone’s time.”

“From now on, I’m going to be quiet in class. I’m going to stop wasting everyone’s time,” she repeated.

Then, because it had been a couple of hours since he had enjoyed himself, he ordered her to lock the door. After that, she went down on him.

There was something about her mouth or the way she gazed up at him. There was something about her strength.

Right away, he decided that he wanted her, but he wasn’t just going to keep her for that moment. Instead, he liked the idea of taking this smart and athletic girl and giving her a new role. He would be kind; he would allow her to continue to play for their school (so long as her practices and games didn’t get in the way of serving Trevor himself).

But then he also ordered her to go to a sex shop and pick out a cute French maid uniform.

She came back to his dorm room, bent over, and cleaned up for him. This would be one of her new responsibilities, he decided. At the same time, she would be available whenever he wanted her. There was something about climbing on top of her, holding her down, and looking into her eyes that definitely appealed to this young man.

Better yet, he loved to tease her, telling her not to climax, even as she became addicted to his body, his touch, his scent, and the feel of his lips on her mouth.

Tara became the first member of his harem.

At first, he laughed when that idea occurred to him. He thought that he was going to discard it, if only because it sounded so cheesy.

Then again, it was easier this way.

He invited her over whenever he felt like it.

Then he decided that he actually wanted an apartment and not a dorm room. They were available on campus, although they were usually only available to the upperclassmen.

Luckily for Trevor, there was this jackass named Kyle, who conveniently volunteered to swap his apartment for Trevor’s tiny dorm room.

Suddenly, Trevor had a lot more room. Whenever he needed money, he just asked one of the rich kids on campus to give it to him.

He went to those parties, he always had fun, and he sometimes sensed the resentment coming off of some of the other students. After all, they couldn’t understand exactly why Trevor was so popular or why he could make it to these parties or how everyone let him in and seemed to do whatever he said.

When he went to parties, the girls desperately wanted to dance with him. They ached for his attention. If he wasn’t paying attention to them, they often pouted, getting sullen and bored. The other guys simply couldn’t compete.

At one point or another, a couple of the other boys had tried to pick fights when Trevor appeared. Of course, they always lost.

He just had to look into their eyes and remind them that he was in charge.

It was his power. It was that heat. It was those flames beneath the surface of his flesh.

Most of all, it was that beast he could feel it growing stronger, each and every day.

It was this primeval power, something that a guy like him couldn’t comprehend. (Occasionally, he told himself that he was going to study it. He would find some cute scientist, and he would make her figure this out. Along the way, he would make sure that she was thoroughly controlled. He didn’t want anyone outside of his purview to figure out what was going on, especially since Trevor was acutely aware of how valuable this talent would prove to be over the course of his life. At this point, he was sometimes wondering whether or not he should actually use it to take over more than just the campus. Right now, this was his private kingdom, but he could have the city, the whole state, the entire country, or maybe even the world itself. For now, however, he was just having too much fun!)

Tara was just the start.

He was in a class and his professor asked a question. Specifically, this one was related to whether or not he wanted to know the day of his death. It was just a critical thinking question, and Trevor had shrugged, saying that he probably wouldn’t want to know.

Then, after class, a girl in glasses glanced over at him. “You know, I was thinking about your answer, and I’m pretty sure I would want to know. I mean, it would make planning for the future so much easier if you were guaranteed the day of your death.”

Trevor listened to her for a few seconds, and then he decided that he wanted her. There was something about her wavy brown hair and how she had it tied back into a ponytail. He wanted to pull the tie, free it, letting her tresses fall around her shoulders and down along her neck.

“Do you have a boyfriend?”

Taken aback, she shyly shook her head.

“Let’s go get something to eat,” he said. For the rest of that evening, he played with her, flirting back-and-forth.

Then he decided he wanted her.

Later, back in his apartment, he took her glasses off of her. When he pulled them away, it almost felt like a movie where he got to remove that outer layer, and suddenly she looked so much cuter and much more vulnerable.

From there, he kissed her, and he ran his hands along her body. At this point, he didn’t feel like he was fumbling. Instead, he knew exactly what he wanted from this girl. He understood exactly how to touch her, how to tease her, and how to whisper those words into her ear. “You love this. You want more. You can’t help yourself.”

The beast rumbled within his chest as he took control.

“I shouldn’t be doing this,” she insisted. “I’m not that kind of girl.”

She wasn’t that kind of girl? For a second, he didn’t even understand what that meant. Then the idea finally clicked into place and he almost wanted to laugh.

She was a girl, and he was a guy, so he got to do whatever he wanted. He had those needs, and he was going to make it good for her. Besides, it wasn’t like she had a boyfriend or anything.

“It’s okay,” he reassured her. “I know how badly you want this.” Feeling generous, he reached up and brushed his fingers through her hair, gliding his digits down along her cheek. With that gentle touch, he showed this girl how it could feel.

She inclined her head. She couldn’t help it. She wanted more of that attention. On some level, she probably felt like she was getting petted, like she was nothing but a silly animal.

It didn’t really matter.

“What’s your name?” Trevor asked.

“Sophia,” she said.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Sophia.” His patience wore out at that moment, so he leaned down, and he whispered into her ear, “From now on, you’re going to do whatever I want. From now on, you belong to me. Isn’t that right?”

“That’s right,” Sophia agreed. It didn’t matter if she was supposed to be smart. In their classes, she would probably raise her hand frequently into the air because she always knew what her professors wished to hear. She was quick and she spent a lot of time memorizing different pieces of information. Just as importantly, this young woman knew how to make those connections.

Only now, she couldn’t think clearly, not with his influence hammering down against her fragile psyche.

She was a girl, and that made her vulnerable.

She was a girl and he could use her.

Every encounter altered his conscience; Trevor could feel it, but he didn’t really care or worry about it. Instead, he just told her, “It always excites you when I touch you. It always feels so good for you. You can’t help yourself. This is what you want. This is what you need.”

She was fighting it, he could see.

Rather than get annoyed, or even scared, Trevor was just fascinated. “You don’t want to be here right now, do you?”

“I want, I want…” Sophia made those sounds as she did her best to resist his influence. And yet, the beast already had her; those fiery claws had pressed into her psyche, so now that she knew who she wanted to be, it was almost impossible to resist.

She held out for just a few more seconds, and then he kissed her, and she pressed her body up against his.

It felt incredible! Better yet, she squirmed. Even if she instinctively sensed that she was doomed to failure, Sophia still tried to resist and fight back. She wanted to rebel against these new instincts.

And yet, she was rubbing against him. Before long, she dropped her hand to his crotch, so she could feel the outline of his excitement. She rubbed on him, and that was when he decided to keep her.

“From now on, you’re mine,” he said. “You’re not allowed to date anyone. Whenever you’re not with me, you’re going to be thinking about me. You can still go to class and pretend to do your work or whatever, but you have to know that my satisfaction is the most important part of your life.”

“But, but I want to…” Sophia tried so hard to finish that sentence, but she couldn’t do it, especially because he reached up and touched a finger to her mouth.

“Quiet,” he said. Then he wasn’t even sure exactly where this idea came from, but it was amusing. It entertained him, so that was good enough. “From now on, you’re going to be very respectful around the men in your life, aren’t you? You know that your teachers are smarter than you. You know that all of the guys are smarter than you.”

Trevor had never paid a lot of attention to politics. If one of his teachers had forced him to answer, then he probably would have claimed to be more of a traditionalist. He thought that there was supposed to be a natural order to the world. All too often, he saw aggressive people and they constantly pushed to change things that didn’t really need to be reworked.

Not only that, he could understand how tinkering with the foundation of society could mess things up.

At this point, he had spoken, and those words felt so right.

He had just told this girl how she was going to see the world, and he decided that he hadn’t made a mistake.

In the meantime, he decided to take her back to his apartment because he wanted to play with her. He was going to fondle her, grip her, push her to her knees, and enjoy every inch of her body.

Then there was Jocelyn.

He met her at a party.

By this point, Trevor had become one of the most popular guys on campus. He didn’t form any close friendships or attachments with any of the guys. Still, he enjoyed the cache of being able to walk into those gatherings and either win over any female or casually snap his fingers and call Sophia and Tara over to him.

On his right side, he would have that smart girl in her glasses. On his left, there would be the athlete.

Considering that both of these young women had been so intelligent and ambitious before, lots of these guys probably felt jealous. At the very least, they had to respect Trevor, even if they couldn’t really understand how he did it.

At various points, with the music off the distance of another room, guys would lean over and look at Trevor with undisguised awe. Most recently, someone got ambitious and decided, “Fuck it. I’m just going to ask. Trevor, how do you do it? I watch you hang out with the girls and you get them every single time!”

No one made that other point; when Trevor first started, the girls often looked annoyed or irritated. He had his reputation with the young men all around campus (even some of the professors and administrators had started to talk about this plain looking guy who seemed to get every girl he chose). Just as importantly, the girls were talking about Trevor as well.

Whenever he went out with either of his favorite toys, he had no problem humiliating them. He had no problem, teasing and taunting, and degrading them out in public. It was for his pleasure, and they were “dating” him, which meant he had the right to play with them.

Maybe he would casually grab one girl by her breast. His fingers would move along her nipples. And even if she was wearing some sweater or a jacket, she would whimper and moan. Other women saw this, and they rolled their eyes with barely disguised disgust.

One time, a girl had even said something like, “That’s so disgusting! Don’t they have any self-respect?” She had rolled her eyes as Tara and Sophia both shivered with embarrassment. Even if they understood their feelings, it was almost impossible for them to embrace this new social order in their lives. Those girls had never envisioned a scenario where a boy like Trevor would be able to get them to do whatever he liked.  If he didn’t already have his psychic claws in their minds, they probably would have slapped him across the face for pinching their butts, groping their breasts, or even lifting up their skirts to show off their panties. He was like some immature boy who just wanted to show off everything he could accomplish…everything he could get away with.

“I’m just lucky,” he answered. For a second, he was tempted to offer up some BS about the right cologne or communication style. Instead, he just grinned without adding anything else

“If I could score with girls the way you do, I’d have a lot of fun,” someone said.

“I would do a lot more than that,” someone else replied.

“What?”

The other guy shrugged. “I don’t know. I think I would make sure that the girls on campus actually behaved appropriately.”

“And what does that mean?” someone asked.

That other guy seemed to consider this for a few seconds.” I’m thinking the girls should take on a more traditional role. You know? I mean, feminism is good or whatever, but it has obviously gone way too far. Just look around. Even on campus, we keep hearing about how the future is female or how male privilege is huge problem. What’s wrong if I want my girlfriend to go get her butt into the kitchen to make me a sandwich?”

Everyone in that room laughed.

After that, Trevor decided that he was going to do some more work to make the world a better place.

In the meantime, he headed back out, and then he saw her: Jocelyn. She was cute. That was the first word that popped into his head. With her elfin build, pigtails, and little black dress, she looked adorable. In particular, there was something about her outfit, from her flats to her tights to her snug dress.

Right away, he decided he wanted to have her so he approached, and he asked her if she had a boyfriend.

She was busy talking to her friends. Not only that, Jocelyn glanced over at Tara and Sophia, both of whom were standing on the other side of the room. Technically, they were hanging out with the other girls, but that was only because Trevor had given the order to do so.

Given the choice, they would have rushed over to try to please Trevor. But at a party like this, he would decide when and where they joined him. For the time being, he was busy with this other girl.

“What’s your name?”

“Why would I tell you?”

“Because this is a party, and we are here to have fun,” he said.

“And what if I don’t want to tell you?”

“You do,” he said, casually contradicting her.

Sounding like some angry feminist, she raised an eyebrow and sneered out, “Really? That’s what you think?” She shook her head. “You can’t just walk up to someone and tell them how they’re feeling.”

This girl was short and cute, but she had a sharp tongue.

Almost immediately, he decided the novelty was wearing off. “I’m pretty sure I can,” he said. Then he leaned forward, and he whispered into her ear “You want me. You want me so badly. Right now, you can’t think of anything other than my dick. In fact, I bet you would be willing to do whatever I want for the chance to be with me.” He leaned back, and her face tightened. She shook her head from side to side. Those pigtails swung. She clutched her eyes shut like she was trying to fight some kind of invasion inside of her head.

Only then she opened her eyes, and she was looking right at Trevor.

He smiled.

She smiled back!

“You’re not really going to go off with him, are you?” someone asked when he held out his hand.

Trevor glanced over at that girl, and he was tempted to use his authority on her as well.

“I want to go with him,” she said.

He leaned over and told her, “Say that again with more enthusiasm. Everyone here should know how excited you are for this chance.”

That was how he had started to feel about these moments. When he first unleashed that animalistic influence, he hadn’t really known what he was doing. He hadn’t really known what could’ve happened. At the same time, there was that uncertainty that made him want to be cautious.

But at this point, when he saw a girl like Jocelyn, he was immediately thinking about using those pigtails as handlebars.

“Tell me the truth. When I gave you a chance to be with me, what was your first thought?” By that time, the four of them were back at his apartment.

Sophia and Tara looked on jealously. Obviously, they wanted to get more attention from Trevor, but they didn’t dare interrupt, especially because he was still checking out his new plaything.

“I was disgusted. I don’t want to be a part of your group! I’m not going to be some side chick!”

“That’s exactly what you’re going to be,” he told her. “And unless you’re very careful, I’m going to demote you and put you at the bottom of the hierarchy. After all, I’m starting to think there should be ranks. There’s my favorite, and then every other girl has to do whatever she says.”

“That’s not how you can treat your girlfriend!”

“That’s exactly how I can treat you,” he replied.

Both Tara and Sophia had been smarter. Both of those girls might have resisted on some level, but they quickly learned to embrace their new status.

Jocelyn, despite her height and slender frame, seemed feistier, like she was going to resist no matter what.

That intrigued him.

“I’m not going to let you get away with this. I don’t know what you’re doing to me, but I’m going to fight it!” When he looked into her eyes, he could see that she really meant it.

That was even more adorable, especially because it came from this girl with the big eyes, those rounded cheeks, those pouty lips and those long eyelashes. He wasn’t even sure if this girl was wearing makeup, but it probably wasn’t necessary for her, not when she had those soft features.

“I’m thinking my girls here should get the chance to play with you first. I’m thinking my girls here should get the chance to convince you.”

Jocelyn didn’t get to hear this next part, but he walked over to Tara and Sophia, and he gave them their orders. He told them exactly what he wanted them to do.

For just a moment, uncertainty and frustration flickered across their faces. But then they turned their eyes back toward Jocelyn, and they knew what they wanted to do. They understood what they needed to do. Most of all, they knew what their owner expected of them!

“We don’t like your attitude,” Tara said.

Surprisingly, the geeky girl next to her grinned just as fiercely. “You’ve been acting like a stuck-up bitch.”

Immediately, Jocelyn wanted to move away, but she couldn’t do it. Then the other girls grabbed her. They pounced.

Right away, Jocelyn tried to break free, but they outnumbered her. More importantly, Tara was stronger, and Sophia was absolutely determined. Both of those girls knew what Trevor expected from them, so they weren’t going to disappoint him.

Perhaps he didn’t require the term, but they both understood how this worked; he was their master. He was their owner. If he wanted something from these young women, they had to do their very best to please and satisfy him!

They felt it like a primal drive. They experienced it like this inescapable need programmed deep into the core of their beings.

“Strip the slut,” Tara ordered.

“On it,” Sophia agreed.

The girls were working, but Jocelyn tried to fight back. She did her best to squirm free, but her captors were determined. They grabbed her, and they worked at the zipper on her dress. Each time she tried to turn away, Tara grabbed one of her pigtails, yanking hard and forcing her head back.

Trevor watched this. With his arms crossed over his chest, he enjoyed the show!

“Good job, girls,” he said.

Both Sophia and Tara savored his approval.

“This isn’t fair! You can’t do this to me!”

“Remember, you can’t get away,” he told her. “Deep down, we all know the truth. You want to be a good girl. You want to join them, don’t you? You want to serve me.” When those words hit the air, she had to feel it. Still, this girl wasn’t willing to surrender entirely.

Just as importantly, Trevor might’ve told the truth. Perhaps he could bend the reality around him, only he didn’t say anything about cooperating with those girls. As such, Jocelyn could still make that decision…

She chose defiance!

That girl with the cute pigtails and gently angled features kept twisting from side to side. It didn’t matter.

Determined, Tara and Sophia stripped her. They pulled off her dress, they grabbed her bra, and they even yanked away her shoes, socks, and panties.

Before long, she was naked!

“Spank her,” Tara said, taking the lead at that moment.

“Is that what you would like?” Sophia asked, nervously turning back toward Trevor.

He gave her an almost imperceptible nod.

That was good enough.

Because serving that man and pleasing him had become her only priority, Sophia spun around. She faced Jocelyn. That naked girl was pushed up against the wall, and Tara was leaning forward, holding girl‘s arms behind her back. She twisted, lifting them and sending a spasm of pain up through Jocelyn‘s limbs.

Then Sophia came up behind her and that was when the spanking began.

Trevor hadn’t really known how he was going to feel about this, only now he enjoyed the excitement that rushed across his body. There was that anticipation, that desire, and so much more.

He was tempted to join.

He didn’t.

Instead, he watched. At the same time, his mouth watered as that girl got humiliated and disciplined for her bad behavior.

He could have forced her; he could have used the words and unleashed that beast. He could have let the primitive power hit the air, vibrating into their psyche as he compelled those girls to surrender.

“You’re going to be a good girl!” Sophia called out adorably. “You’re going to behave yourself. You’re going to listen and do as you’re told! That’s how this works. He’s smarter than us, and he’s in charge! Trevor tells us what to do, and we obey! There’s nothing worse than disappointing him!”

With every point, she spanked Jocelyn’s bare ass.

One clap after another hit the air; Trevor was actually tempted to drop his hand between his legs to rub his erection. He resisted the temptation. Instead, he just enjoyed the show.

He was watching, and there was something so intoxicating about this. A movement vibrated deep within his throat. He stifled it.

At the same time, he wasn’t sure what he enjoyed the most: Sophia‘s lecture, the way Jocelyn‘s bare ass turned a bright shade of pink, or the way she squirmed helplessly, fighting, and trying to break free from Tara’s implacable grip.

Sophia kept going. She struck again and again, swinging her hand down as Jocelyn endured her punishment.

Remarkably, she refused to apologize. She wasn’t going to say that she was sorry. Maybe she had forgotten about Trevor. Even if his commands had burrowed into her mind, she wasn’t going to come. Mostly, she focused on the girls who were tormenting her.

Sophia kept going, “You should be grateful, you stupid slut! He chose you! Out of all of the girls at the school, Trevor chose you! Don’t you understand what that means? You got lucky. Just because you look cute with your pigtails or whatever, that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t be grateful. You belong on your knees in front of him! You should crawl over there and kiss his shoes and tell him you can’t wait for the chance to suck his cock because you know that’s all you’re good for!”

“I’m not going to do that! I’m not!”

“No,” Trevor agreed.

Immediately, Sophia stopped. Her owner had spoken, so now she turned back and waited, her expression downcast, her body language shifting from self-righteous anger to demure obedience in front of this man.

He continued, “I want you to kiss their shoes. I want you to thank them for training you. Thank them for punishing you.”

This time, he didn’t use that power; he didn’t draw on the full strength of his influence.

Sophia and Tara looked back at one another. Maybe they would have rather been naked and on their backs before this man as he pumped down into them, but those girls were still grateful for this opportunity. Or maybe it was something else entirely. Perhaps, deep down, they understood that they weren’t strong enough to rebellious enough to resist, so they resented Jocelyn for her strength. If they couldn’t rebel, then neither would this girl. If they had to be treated like enslaved sluts, then they could do the exact same thing to this young woman.

Tara had been dedicated to her team. Before all of this, she had mostly cared about joining the rest of the players at the state championship.

Sophia had been so excited by the prospect of college and everything she could learn. She wanted to master all of those difficult concepts.

But now, they could sense that shift within their psyche. They knew that their minds were different, even if they couldn’t quite explain it. (More than that, they didn’t really want to. They could sense that disjunction, yet they also understood that they were girls, and they were desperate for his approval.)

“You heard him,” Sophia said.

Her hand swung down again and again in that blurring barrage. She struck fast, slapping her palm down against those red cheeks. She went from the left side to the right and back again. She punished Jocelyn.

“You’re going to belong on your knees in front of us, you stupid slut! You thought you were so smart, didn’t you? You thought you were better than us? You’re not! You’re just a stupid girl who doesn’t know how to follow directions. But we are going to train you. We are going to break you! By the time we’re done, you’re going to be slobbering on your knees and grateful for the chance to serve like a dog!”

Like a dog…

Trevor enjoyed that concept. He found himself smiling all over again, especially because he blinked once and pictured each of those girls naked and on their knees with collars around their necks. They could have their tongues sticking out as they panted for his attention. Maybe he would pet them. Or maybe he would just watch as they played with each other, licking and nipping as they tried to show who could be in control.

Granted, that would be a game for another time.

For now, he enjoyed that spanking as Sophia delivered the punishment.

“I’m sorry!” Jocelyn finally called out. “I’m sorry for being such a stupid girl! I, I won’t make that mistake again! I swear, I can be good. I can be good for him. I can be good for all of you!”

“Get ready,” Tara said.

That was when she let go and both young women stepped away. Those college girls moved several feet back. They crossed their arms, so now they waited.

Since she was no longer held in place, Jocelyn didn’t know what to do. Clearly, she was blinking for a few seconds as she tried to get her thoughts back into some kind of coherent order.

Eventually, she turned around, all while she held her knees together and kept her arms braced over her chest as she tried to protect some semblance of her modesty.

“Please, don’t make me do this,” she said.

When Trevor didn’t say anything, Tara raised her hand, snapped her fingers and pointed to the spot right in front of her feet.

No matter what Jocelyn did or said, she wasn’t going to be able to escape this humiliating act. These girls knew what they wanted from their rival, and they were going to get it.

First, they wanted to punish her. Second, they needed to put on a good show for the man they so desperately wished to impress. Third, they needed that sense of control for themselves.

Trevor could see all of this play out in front of him. At the same time, he loved knowing that he could switch the rules at any moment.

He didn’t say it, but he could have. Trevor could have given her the command, and that would’ve been enough to bend her will.

Finally, Jocelyn lowered herself onto her knees. She was still naked, and her backside was glowing a soft shade of pink. At the same time, her eyes were wet, and her bottom lip trembled.

“May I?” Tara asked as she turned back to Trevor. That was when he saw what she was holding in her hand: her phone.

“Go for it,” he said.

Jocelyn‘s eyes got even wider. She cried out, “No. You can’t! Please, don’t!”

It was too late.

Tara was taking one picture after another.

Worse, Jocelyn tried to cover up her chest again. Even so, her pubic hair was on display along with her flat stomach, her slender shoulders, and her face was obvious in every shot.

It didn’t matter how she looked.

If either of those girls decided to share these pictures, they would go viral. People would be able to see this for years and decades to come. In fact, there was a good chance a girl, like Jocelyn would never be able to escape the reality of having those pictures available online.

Their owner didn’t intervene.

“If you don’t like her taking pictures, you should probably hurry up,” Sophia said, sounding almost helpful.

Jocelyn crawled forward.

Then she leaned down as Tara kept taking pictures. Jocelyn’s pigtails fell, and she whimpered while she said, “I’m so sorry for my bad behavior. I messed up. I messed up, but I’m going to be good. Thank you for showing me how to be good. Thank you for showing me that I can cooperate!”

“Which one do you want to go down on?”

Jocelyn jerked her face back, and then she looked right at Trevor. “I’m not going down on either one of them!” She sounded so indignant and certain of herself.

“Then you can go down on both of them,” he said.

“That sounds like fun,” Tara added.

“I’ve never had a girl go down on me,” Sophia announced.

Jocelyn opened her mouth, like she truly believed she would be able to argue her way out of this.

She couldn’t.

This man had made up his mind and now the other girls were stripping. They pulled off their panties, they gave her access, and then they sat down on the floor with their legs spread. Tara leaned back and then she begged for Jocelyn to crawl over to her.

“Please, please don’t make me,” Jocelyn said to Trevor.

He shrugged. “Right now, I’m not making you do anything. Trust me, if I was going to make you do something, you would know it.” She had already enjoyed a taste of his power, but he was telling the truth. At that moment, the decision was hers to make.

But if she didn’t do it, those girls could pounce on her again. Of course, she automatically went through the calculations. She knew she wasn’t strong enough to stop them.

They really could do whatever they liked with her…

Breathing hard and fast, she crawled over to Tara first. Then she pushed her head down between the athlete’s legs. It probably altered the way Jocelyn saw herself, yet she didn’t see any alternative. She licked, swiping her tongue along Tara‘s pussy. She went in deep, and then she tried to pull away. Maybe revulsion shot through her body, especially because she wasn’t attracted to other women.

When Trevor wanted to watch, that didn’t matter.

Tara grinned and giggled. “That tickles,” she said at first. But then she was laughing even harder until those sounds morphed into moans. When Jocelyn tried to pull away, Tara put her hand on the back of her head, right between those bouncy pigtails. She shoved down, forcing Jocelyn to service her. If she wanted to get up, she would have to make this softball player come nice and hard first.

At first, Jocelyn was probably trying to hold out. She did her best to delay the inevitable. But then Tara yanked on those pigtails, pulling them hard. The spasm of pain shot down into Jocelyn‘s scalp, so that cute girl had no choice. She licked faster and harder, frantically gliding her tongue up and down and deep between the walls of Tara’s crevice.

“Fuck! That feels so good!” Tara’s mouth was open as she ran her tongue along her bottom lip. She was panting out those words, “I, I’ve never had someone go down on me like this before! Damn! That’s incredible! That, that feels so good!”

Again, Jocelyn tried to pull away. She wasn’t even done, yet that hardly mattered because this girl still believed she was entitled to her dignity and self-respect. She wasn’t supposed to be naked. She wasn’t supposed to get spanked. Her hair wasn’t supposed to get pulled, and she wasn’t supposed to be used like this!

“Faster. Faster you dumb slut!” Tara called out those words, one after another.

Even if Jocelyn hated herself for it, she still gave in.

Her tongue swept up and down, going faster and faster.

Tara came!

That orgasm sprinted across her body, flaring behind her eyes and shooting down into the center of her being. Between her legs, there was that tension that finally burst into wild ecstasy. It raced all along her frame as Trevor watched.

“My turn,” Sophia said.

“No,” Trevor decided. At this point, he didn’t want to wait. He had been patient enough. “I want something else.”

Of course, Sophia wasn’t brave enough to contradict him. If anything, it always felt good to agree with Trevor since he was so smart and strong. By this point, he had programmed her. He had noticed how these girls became even more docile, subservient, and pliant as they spent more time with him.

That worked for him.

“Jocelyn, you’re going to lick her pussy for me. And in the meantime, I want you down on your hands and knees with your face down and ass up.”

Still down on all fours, Jocelyn turned around, and she looked up at him. He had walked over, so now he stood over this girl. As the only one fully clothed, Trevor carried himself with the easy confidence of a young man who was obviously in control here. He could win this game. Not only that, he could establish the rules and alter them as he saw fit!

“Please. Please, don’t make me do this. Please, I can just go down on you or whatever!”

Feeling gentle, he cupped her cheek. His thumb brushed along her face. “No,” he said to her. “That isn’t how this works. You’re going to do exactly what I want.” Again, he didn’t draw on that power, yet she glanced up, so she saw Tara and Sophia.

Whether this girl liked it or not, she was about to be tamed.

“I understand,” she admitted.

Sophia had her legs spread with her knees in the air.

Her pussy was exposed. Unashamed, she put her sex on display because she was already wet and excited.

Maybe she wasn’t going to get to feel Trevor’s cock, so this would have to be good enough.

She could be connected to him. She could feel that pleasure she gave him.

Within moments, Jocelyn obeyed once again. She bent forward, and she knew how she was exposed.

It didn’t matter.

For the second time that night, she went down on a girl. She had never done that before. In fact, this cutie had never even envisioned the possibility. Maybe she had thought about other girls at sleepovers or whatever. Perhaps she had questioned her own sexuality at different moments over the course of her life, but this was completely different because her tongue had to swipe and slide along Sophia’s pussy.

“You’re starting to figure it out, aren’t you?” Trevor said. Clearly, she couldn’t speak; she couldn’t answer or respond. There was no way for her to defend herself as his voice continued to vibrate along the air. “You need to understand how this works. There’s a hierarchy here. If you cooperate and behave and do a very good job of pleasing me, maybe I will promote you. Maybe you’ll get to spank one of these girls at some point. Would you like that?”

Despite that storm of degradation obscuring every other thought, Jocelyn almost wanted to grin. There was that temptation to pull back and to laugh as she turned to face this man. Behind her eyes, those fantasies flashed. She saw herself slapping Tara across the face, pulling on Sophia‘s hair, or spanking both of those girls! She wanted them to know how it felt!

For now, however, she didn’t get to do that. She kept licking.

Unlike Tara, Sophia didn’t give any direct commands. Instead, she was already breathing hard as though she couldn’t wait for the rush of release. Being close to Trevor always triggered those desires. He always turned her on, except now she got to enjoy every moment of Jocelyn‘s tongue between her legs.

“You’re going to be a good girl for me. You’re going to learn to be a good and obedient girl. You’re going to do whatever I want whenever I want. Even when I’m not around, you’re going to think about the best ways to please me. You’re going to scroll on your phone and find cute outfits or sexy costumes. It won’t matter if you feel like they’re degrading or sexist. If anything, that’s going to make it better for me.”

Jocelyn absorbed those words.

Even if he didn’t compel her with his strange talent, it didn’t matter because she knew he was right. After this, he would be in control.

And he proved it by unzipping his pants, freeing his cock, and aiming his erection.

“When you come, you’re going to be mine.” This time, he unleashed the beast. He let that power flow through his body. He didn’t know if this was magic, evolution, or something else entirely.

At that moment, he didn’t care, not with the lust burning all along his body.

He aimed his shaft, shoved forward, and rammed into her tight pussy.

For just a second, Jocelyn jerked her head up. Despite having her eyes open wide, she didn’t see anything.

There was no way for this girl to think clearly. He stretched the walls of her pussy, and then he shoved forward, only drawing back a moment later. He pounded into her again, thrusting hard. With those hammering rhythms, he showed this girl who she was and just how good it could feel to succumb so completely.

And yet, Jocelyn still remembered what he had said.

Not only that, she still retained just enough of her faculties to realize what this would mean.

If she came, she was going to be enslaved, just like these other girls.

Distantly, she recognized that he had done something to them. She could feel it vibrate all across her skin. There was that influence. Maybe she didn’t want to believe in magic or his talent for control. Maybe she wanted to find some kind of scientific explanation.

If so, it didn’t matter because she could sense it. The explanation wouldn’t change anything!

She just had to hold out!

Jocelyn tried so hard to resist.

Throughout her life, she had always been the commutative girl, the small girl, and a cute girl. She was the one that everyone wanted to protect.

But now, she would become his doll. She would be his plaything, and the others could dress her up and tease and humiliate her however they wanted because she would be at the bottom of their hierarchy.

Although she tried to cling to those realities, the arousal continued to grow. It was this oncoming storm which she didn’t know how to deny or evade. She couldn’t hide from it, not as it pulsated across her skin. She wanted to call out, “I’m not a slut, and I’m not going to let you own me!” Of course, Jocelyn couldn’t utter those words. She couldn’t shape those sounds. Instead, her lips kept moving, and her tongue slid along another woman’s pussy as she gave Sophia all of the pleasure she wanted.

Then he smacked her ass!

Jocelyn wanted to be angry; she searched for that sense of indignance. She was supposed to be infuriated because no one was allowed to spank her.

It didn’t matter.

This man could.

It made Jocelyn think about how the rules would be different for different men. A cute guy might grab a girl and pull off her clothes, which would be OK because she would enjoy it. If another guy did it, but if she wasn’t attracted to him, then this would be a huge violation of her personal boundaries.

The same point applied to this young man. He was just a college student, exactly like her, but he knew precisely what to say. There was something about his voice and the way he spoke to her. There was something about his strength and his power. That influence swarmed her thoughts as he forced her to endure wave after cascading wave of desperation.

Those desires were only growing stronger! That need became more and more powerful!

Within moments, she couldn’t think about anything but licking and getting used. There was the power and solidity of his cock as he pumped into her again and again until she finally…

No!

She tried to fight it, but he grabbed her pigtails, and he forced her head up.

“No! Don’t make me! Don’t make me come!” She wasn’t even sure who she was begging: her body, the universe, or this man?

It didn’t matter because that need finally burst and exploded into something undeniable. She howled out, screaming as the pleasure washed over her.

Jocelyn tried so hard to hate it, but she couldn’t.

“That’s right,” Trevor promised her, grunting as his cock pulsated. “Your mine now. You’re going to be my good girl, and you’re going to love every second of belonging to me!”

That was how he caught the most recent member of his harem.

Trevor made his changes to the university.

But after a little while, he started wondering what else he needed to do. At this point, he wasn’t willing to branch out. Maybe this was his inherently cautious nature kicking in.

Although he was powerful, he wasn’t vulnerable.

As such, he went online, and he started researching exactly what he wanted to do.

How was he going to make the world a better place? How would he improve things around his college?

As he searched, he wandered between social media platforms, blogs, and influencers.

Since he was a young guy, it made sense that he wandered into the manosphere. He didn’t do it on purpose. It started with an algorithm. He wandered around, and he started to listen to these different influencers. Mostly, they were young guys who looked good, talked fast, and pushed hard. They talked about the importance of being strong and aggressive. Without using these words, they discussed empathy and how it was a bad idea. Only a loser is worried about what other people thought. Only the most pathetic and gullible guys wasted time listening to feminists and the ugly women online who didn’t even know what they were talking about.

They were funny; they talked about his favorite video games. Along the way, they ripped through the pretentious BS so many other influencers tried to push forward. They were rebels and fighters, and Trevor found himself completely and utterly untrained.

Even so, he told himself that he was going to be fair minded.

When he saw another protest on campus, he asked around, and he learned that there was going to be a speaker at their school. His name was Michael Ramirez, and he had a pretty big following online. This guy called himself a free thinker because he insisted that he didn’t follow any of the rules. In one video, he said, “Hey, guys. You know me. I’m someone who tells it like it is. I’m not going to lie to you, and I’m not going to screw around with a bunch of political nonsense. I want to tell the truth. I want to dive in deep and see exactly where things stand. So yeah, let’s talk about women and their right to vote. Do they really deserve it? I mean, we gave it to them, so we should be able to take it away, right? It only makes sense!” That was how he started and he kept going, explaining how society was fracturing because too much power had been distributed too unevenly.

It was an interesting idea, and Trevor listened.

At the same time, he thought about his own influence. He thought about that beast, and maybe it hummed appreciatively as he listened to those words.

After all, his only mistake had been waiting.

Not only that, Trevor could lean back, lace his fingers behind his head, close his eyes, and think about his girls. They were his dolls, his toys, and his playthings. They were the kinds of entertainment that most guys could only dream of.

On campus, a couple of his classmates liked to tell their stories about their threesomes. Because he was still somewhat cautious and pretty much never bragged, Trevor listened, but there was still that smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth, all because he knew the truth.

Getting with two girls sounded like fun, but it was so much better when you had three and they were willing to do whatever he wanted. After all, they were so eager and dedicated. He thought about Jocelyn and Tara and Sophia. He thought about his girls and how he could dress them up or command them to entertain him.

He just had to snap his fingers and issue those orders.

Occasionally, he saw a flash of defiance.

For the most part, however, they were ready and willing and eager. They were hungry for the chance to please him.

Day by day, he watched as they surrendered.

Better yet, those girls were in constant competition with one another because they all wanted to be his favorite.

Sophia surprised him by making him a cake. That was cute, but then she had presented it to him, leaned forward, and ran her finger along the frosting before lifting it up to her mouth. She sucked on her finger enticingly as she kept her eyes focused on her owner. “I love to lick. I love to suck. Can I show you? Please?”

That had been an incredible afternoon.

But then, Tara had presented herself in front of him.

When she first texted him, asking if she could have an hour of his time, he had agreed. At first, Trevor assumed they were just going to have sex again. That athletic girl was always incredible. She was taller than the others, but there was something still so profound about holding her down. When he grabbed her wrists and looked into her eyes, he could see it: that surrender.

On campus, lots of the girls were always defiant, like they were searching for an argument. Maybe that had something to do with national politics. They read their headlines on their social feeds, and they saw how the world was changing.

For Trevor, discussing whether or not women deserved the right to vote was just an interesting thought experiment. It was a fun question, probably because no one ever questioned his rights as a citizen. For the most part, he didn’t think about how the women around him would feel, especially since they had grown up in a very different world. People had treated them differently throughout their lives.

But now, he had Tara in front of him, and she looked incredible.

Normally, when she walked across campus, she carried herself with the casual grace and pride of a young woman who knew how to use her body. She was fit and strong (for a girl).

But when she presented herself to him, she looked completely different.

She had a pink, fuzzy collar around her neck, a bunny ear headband on her head, and a little pink leotard with a cottontail pinned to her butt.

She looked at him, smiled, and asked, “What can I get you? How can I serve you?”

Trevor was only vaguely aware of the reference, but that was fine. He didn’t care as he studied her cleavage, the curves of her breasts, the lines of her waist, and the way her leotard disappeared down between her legs.

Almost immediately, he launched himself forward, grabbing her, and kissing her hard. He squeezed her ass and reveled in the way she moaned.

Of course, she was a very good bunny.

Other guys and other relationships had to worry about reciprocating. If a girl did something like this, she would expect something in return.

That wasn’t a problem for Trevor.

Then there was Sophia, and she offered him something special.

“Would you put me in my place?” she asked at one point.

Trevor had been busy playing video games, and she had kneeled beside him, alternating between watching the screen and gazing up with nothing but unadulterated affection at her owner.

“What do you want?” Trevor had asked between matches.

“Sir, I want you to train me. I want you to spank me. I’ve been thinking about independence and freedom and I know that’s a very dumb idea. Please. I’m just a stupid girl, and I want you to remind me of my place. Would you? Would you please? I promise I would be grateful.”

Sophia must’ve been paying attention to the videos he had been watching. He listened to those podcasts, and he considered everything those influencers told him. Of course, he insisted that he was critically evaluating all of their ideas, yet it was pretty remarkable how the algorithm served him progressively more extreme content.

He didn’t notice; he didn’t care.

As far as Trevor was concerned, he was in control. It wasn’t like an automated system could influence him with a menu of infinite types of content.

Besides, he had a girl like Sophia to think about.

A fierce grin curved along his lips, and that was when he grabbed her by her hair. He shoved her down onto her bed, and he knew exactly what he wanted.

He smacked her across the face. He had his hand on her neck as he toyed with her nipples. He alternated.

She moaned and cried out, claiming she loved it rough.

Because of his power over her, her body responded. At that point, she probably couldn’t even tell what she truly craved.

Then again, it didn’t matter. She was just a girl. If she really wanted to please this man, then she would do it.

He pulled her glasses off of her face and threw them across the room, letting them bend and clatter against the wall (he could replace them later if she asked very nicely).

He licked her nipples, and he ran his hand along her inner thighs. Then, he looked down into her eyes, and he said, “I know what makes you nervous.”

At that moment, some of the fantasy broke for this girl.

“What? What do you think I want?”

That was when he grabbed her and flipped her over.

“No. Not like that,” Sophia quivered out.

After all, she was supposed to be the smart girl. She was supposed to be the good girl. Maybe she wasn’t exactly like Jocelyn, but that was fine.

“Don’t worry. I’m going to give you the chance to suck first.”

That was when he leaned back, raising himself up onto his knees.

Sophia understood she only had a few seconds, so she scrambled up. His member was out, and that was usually enough to trigger that wild rush of desire deep within her body. This time, however, Sophia understood what he had planned for her.

He had already spanked her; he had struck her across the face. There was that degrading understanding that she had surrendered her other fantasies.

Like so many other girls, she had wondered about what it would be like to meet her prince, to find this wonderful guy who would take care of her, to feel safe with him.

But Trevor was different. He was exciting and powerful, and he knew how to trigger something deep within her. This girl could neither explain nor escape his influence.

As far as he was concerned by now, this was his right. Besides, he was a good guy. Technically, he could have used his powers without actually making her enjoy it.

And even if she didn’t technically “like” anal, he was still her top priority, so she wasn’t going to worry about her personal preferences. She knew how to put him first. She knew how to be a good woman!

He smiled at that thought, as she extended herself forward, and she licked her lips before wrapping her mouth around his shaft. Just as eagerly as before, she sucked.

Trevor reveled in the tight, wetness of her mouth. She bumped her head forward and back, yet he kept his arms at his sides as he enjoyed this. Then, almost as an afterthought, he started to pet her.

That girl knew what she was giving up. More importantly, she recognized what was going to happen next, just as she knew she couldn’t stop him. It wasn’t her place or her right to complain.

When this man wanted something, she had to give it to him!

Besides, if she didn’t, one of the other girls would, and Sophia couldn’t let that happen.

She wasn’t a gamer, yet she still had an intuitive understanding of strategy. The reality was simple. A girl like Jocelyn could be cute, and Tara had that amazing body.

If Sophia wanted to compete, especially as that nerdy girl, then she needed to be willing to do whatever he wanted!

That was what she told herself as she kept sucking. That was what she believed as she continued to service this man. The shame burned across her cheeks and down along her neck before cascading straight into the center of her being, but it didn’t matter.

Then he grabbed her hair and he pumped her face even harder.

In moments it felt like she was going to gag.

Sophia didn’t allow that to happen. She maintained control over her body; she breathed in through her nose, and she looked up at him. He grinned ferociously down at her as he enjoyed everything she had to offer.

He laughed and told her, “You're not like the other girls because you know your place, don’t you? Yeah, you do. Do you know that this is how a girlfriend should treat her boyfriend! This is what every man really wants!”

Despite everything, this girl yearned for even more of his approval!

“Stop,” he ordered.

She obeyed.

“How do you want it?”

He was really asking?

Sophia didn’t know what to do with that question, but she glanced up at him, and then she understood what he expected. “Please, make it dirty. Make it rough!” That was what he wanted. It wasn’t a genuine question so she couldn’t respond with a truthful answer.

Then again, that didn’t matter.

His pleasure was the only thing she could worry about!

Even if she understood that was wrong, it changed nothing. Deep down, she understood how she was supposed to behave. She could feel it like this overwhelming compulsion.

Before this, Sophia had lived a relatively sheltered life. She had never been exposed to drugs, gambling, or any serious mental health issues.

Right then and there, however, she experienced what it was like to lose control over her own decisions. Some tiny voice inside of her head screamed that she needed to get out of there right then and there because this was going to be demeaning. It was going to be degrading and humiliating. Once it happened, she would never be able to take it back.

Even so, she looked up at him with the longing adoration of a girl who would give him everything he wanted!

Worse, it felt good. It felt right.

He grabbed her by her hair, shoved her down, positioned her, and aimed his wet cock for that other opening.

“You can beg,” he said.

Trevor didn’t even even know where that idea came from, but then her voice quivered out onto the air, and it doubled his anticipation. “Please. Not there. Please, don’t make me into that kind of girl! Please, I can do something else for you! I can do whatever you want. Please, just not there! Not like that!”

He pushed into her opening, straining her body. She quivered again, her whole body shaking as she understood exactly what was happening.

Sophia couldn’t help herself.

He grabbed her hair again, holding onto those tresses. He used them like reins. As promised, he was rough with her, delivering one jolt of pain after another into her scalp. Her eyes watered, and he shoved down deeper.

Other girls could claim to enjoy this, but Sophia instantly assumed they were lying. That again made sense. Lots of girls instinctively understood that they were supposed to please their boyfriends. They had to do whatever it took.

That’s what girls were for, after all…

(No! She wasn’t going to believe that. She wasn’t going to accept that. Even if every other instinct within her body screamed at her that this was true, Sophia tried to hold onto the points her professors had made. They talked about social justice and equality. They talked about how everyone was supposed to be respected. Yet even as those ideas streamed behind her eyes, this man thrusted into her, plunging down and back, forcing her to enjoy this on some primitive level.)

Trevor grunted. He growled through that haze of lust.

“You know your place, don’t you? It might be harder for you to accept because you think you’re smarter, but that just means you’re dumber!”

She wasn’t dumb! Throughout her life, Sophia had always been the smartest girl in her class, the smartest girl in her grade, the smartest girl at her school…

Without trying, she thought back to her bedroom back at home and the awards lining the walls. She had entire bookcases covered in academic trophies and ribbons. She wrote compelling essays, participated in spelling bees, and won math competitions.

Despite all of this, it didn’t change anything. After all, she had an obligation.

She needed to please this man. That was her one priority! Even if she could come up with a hundred different counterarguments for why that was wrong, Sophia couldn’t listen to a single one of them.

Instead, she had that other idea.

He pushed down into her, and then he was speaking, and all of her thoughts scattered. “This is where you belong. This is who you are now. You just want to listen to me, don’t you? You need to listen to a man. You don’t want to think for yourself. Thinking for yourself is just way too hard!” Then he was laughing like this was some kind of joke as he shoved down, pulled back, pumping harder and faster as he pushed himself to that inevitable climax.

It hit him, and she cried out. Sophia couldn’t evade or escape that rush of pleasure. It gripped her, making all of this worth it. At least, that was what she told herself as the tsunami of raw adrenaline and pleasure crashed into her.

Then he was done, he smacked her ass, and he told her to go get cleaned up.

Right away, she scurried off, and she obeyed.

They always obeyed whenever he gave them a command.

He took care of his own responsibilities. He played with his girls, but then he saw them. They were protesting Michael Ramirez, and Trevor finally made up his mind.

Those girls didn’t have any right to protest this speaker. After all, this was a college campus, so every voice should be welcome. He never stopped to think about the opportunity costs or how hosting this man served as a task and endorsement of his ideas. After all, it wasn’t like everyone all across the community could come as a speaker at the college. The university had to spend resources on security, setting up the room, and advertising for their students. Even so, it was easy for guys like Trevor to see this as a matter of freedom.

Then he found their leader.

He walked over to the protesters and Trevor was alone.

He had been tempted to bring his girls with him, but then he reminded himself that he was capable of doing this. Besides, he didn’t need those girls.

As a man, he was basically a lone wolf. He could have fun with those girls, but he was never going to respect them. Most of all, he was never going to need them!

Those were the points Trevor silently made to himself as he strode across the green and made his way over to those young women. They were chanting outside of the dean’s office, screaming their rhymes about how Michael Ramirez wasn’t welcome there.

“Who’s in charge?” Trevor asked when he tapped a girl on her shoulder.

Normally, that girl wouldn’t have been hot enough to attract Trevor‘s attention. But she lifted up her sign again and then she turned toward him and she sneered. Instantly, she must’ve been able to recognize this guy by the scent of his body spray, his stance, or the sour look on his face. Not only that, she was prepped to argue.

She was about to tell him to get lost, but Trevor drew on that power. He called on the compulsion, and he spoke to her to command this dumb feminist. “Tell me who’s in charge. Who organized this?”

In a classroom, that young woman was probably fierce. She was older than Trevor by a couple of years. Maybe she was in gender studies, or perhaps she was in the engineering department, and she was just sick of the guys underestimating her.

“Maria organized everything,” said the girl. Then she raised her hand, and she pointed.

Trevor spotted her right away. She was perched on one of the benches, and she was holding her water bottle as she rested for a couple of minutes. She had probably been busy talking to everyone here, getting them pumped and excited.

After all, this was a crusade for her.

She wanted to prove to the administration that this man wasn’t welcome here. By inviting him, they said something about their college. They didn’t endorse his statement, not exactly. Still, they were giving him oxygen. They were giving him exposure.

That was probably the worst paradox for girls like Maria. They have these beliefs, and they want to push back, but they had to understand that by protesting, they gave him attention. Then again, if they just let Michael Ramirez say whatever he wanted without comment or criticism, then that man would be free to propagate his ideas all across the world, and it might even seem as though most people agreed with him.

Maria, like lots of other activists, decided to step forward. She was going to fight back!

That was what she had believed. That was what her decision had been.

Only now, Trevor left that first feminist. He walked away without saying goodbye. He approached Maria, and when he saw her, he thought she was cute enough. Granted, the other girls he had already been with or so much sexier.

She was wearing a pair of baggy jeans and a loose shirt. Clearly, she was the kind of girl who didn’t really care about how guys saw her.

He would need to fix that…

Trevor thought about Michael Ramirez and the other men who told the truth online. These were the guys who were willing to push past the politically correct atmosphere to argue for something different and better. They weren’t going to accept easy answers. They would go back to tradition. They would show the world how things could be different.

And now, Trevor saw this as his opportunity to help.

Later on, maybe he would conquer the world. More and more, that that idea enticed him, yet he was still a student and he wasn’t going to rush things.

He could build up his powerbase, and he could focus on making things better at the local level. He thought of this as an experiment.

After all, Trevor still had to wonder whether or not there weren’t limitations to his powers. Or maybe they would just disappear one day.

Despite his halfhearted research, Trevor still didn’t find anything useful. He never came up with any kind of explanation for how he could do this.

Even so, he was about to test it again.

“Maria?”

Her eyes narrowed as she turned to look at him.

Like that other girl before her, she could probably tell that Trevor wasn’t on her side. There was just something about his haircut, the shape of his face, and the way he stood there. Maybe it was his casual disregard as he slipped his hands down into his pockets.

“Yes?” She wasn’t rude, not at first.

Curious about something, Trevor decided to adopt a different tactic. “You know, a student organization invited Michael Ramirez to come to this campus, so I think you should just let him come here and give his speech. All of you should disperse right now.”

Maria’s eyebrows tightened. “Are you with the university?” She watched him, her expression tight with disbelief. She was probably trying to figure out whether or not a dean or some administrator had sent this guy over to chat with her. Was he an intern? An assistant or something?

“Don’t you really think you girls need to be done with this? I mean, causing all of this trouble and wasting all of this time.”

Maria continued to watch him. At this point, her expression shifted. “What? Is this a joke? Did your friends dare you to come over here to talk to me?”

“Not at all,” he said. “I’m serious.”

Maria stared at him like he was just some stupid boy who had no idea how the world actually worked. She screwed the cap back onto her bottle, turned, and slipped away from the bench. She headed over toward her friends. They were still chanting and shouting. She was going to join them. She would lead them as they talked to the administration and proved once again that women could unite and fight back against these forces of sexism.

Trevor exhaled slowly. He said, with a disappointed sigh. “Stop.”

She froze.

“Turn around and look at me.”

She obeyed. He had unleashed the beast once again, letting that energy flare through his body to end up in his vocal cords. She heard those words, so he knew she had to obey. He could feel that snap as her defiance broke.

Actually, it was surprisingly easy. Maybe this girl wasn’t as strong or as resilient as she wished to believe.

He walked over to her. “Smile for me.”

For just a fraction of a second, Maria glowered. But then he was chuckling, and he nodded to her. “That’s right. Right now, I just want you to listen to the sound of my voice. Listen as I tell you the truth.”

“I, I…” Those sounds formed in the back of her throat, yet she couldn’t articulate herself. In a classroom with a gender studies professor in front of her, maybe she could be bold and brave as she talked about tearing down the patriarchy. Maybe when she was surrounded by like-minded women, it was easy enough.

This time, she faced someone with a unique talent.

More importantly, he had the full force of his talent on his side. Knowing he was going to win from the very beginning certainly helped. He watched as he smiled.

“Quiet,” he said. “A man is talking now.”

Fury played across her features as her face contorted.

Trevor laughed. It wasn’t that he couldn’t stop himself. He didn’t even try. Instead, he came closer again. He didn’t touch her, but he did say, “I know what you really want. You’re only angry and upset because you can’t get a man. It’s okay. I’m going to fix you right now. From now on, you’re going to listen when men speak. You’re going to smile, you’re going to laugh at their jokes, and you’re going to be smart enough to understand that they are better than you. When a man talks, you listen. When he tells you to do something, you obey. It’s better to obey. It always feels so much better. Obedience makes you happy, doesn’t it?”

This woman didn’t want to answer. She had been pressured before. But this was different. It was something supernatural, something undeniable, an energy that rippled across the air and seized control of her. At the same time, she must’ve been able to feel it as those neurons within her brain rewired.

She was smiling, and then she told him what he expected to hear, “Obedience makes me happy.”

“Pleasing a man makes you happy.” This time, it wasn’t a question.

“Pleasing a man is what makes me happy,” she said.

“You want to wear cute and sexy outfits for the men in your life, don’t you? You want to spend lots of time doing your hair and checking out the latest fashions. You don’t need to worry about politics or voting. That’s not important, is it?”

Heat radiated from her cheeks. He could almost imagine feeling it as she tried to glare at him again. Instead, there was that pretty, vacant smile on her face. For a few fractions of a second she was moving her lips, like she wanted to contradict him. She needed to argue with him.

She didn’t.

Maria couldn’t.

Even now she concentrated with the full force of her personality but there was no way for this girl to fight back.

He had her. She was trapped between those vibrations of his voice and the ripple across her body.

He didn’t overpower her with muscles or any threat of violence. He didn’t have to, not when he could draw on that talent.

He used it. He used it, and she kept smiling, and now she told him the truth, “I don’t need to worry about politics or voting. I want to spend my time doing my hair and checking out the latest fashions. I want to be like those influencers!”

Trevor chuckled. He always loved it when these girls came up with their own ideas.

Online, she had probably ranted against the beautiful and smart and funny girls who got all of the attention. They were the young women who knew how to entice the girls and guys in their audiences. They knew how to dress, how to giggle, flirt, and express themselves appropriately.

“It’s okay. Maybe if you’re a very good girl, you can be an influencer someday. Just remember, you have to please your audience. You have to please the men around you. If you get in front of a camera, think about those guys and how they’ll react to appearance. A woman’s appearance is the most important asset she has.”

That was when Trevor glanced up, and he noticed something. He hadn’t even tried, but there were other women listening now. They were holding onto their signs, yet they had lowered them. Instead, they swayed from side to side, almost as though they were lost in their own hypnotic trances.

Perfect, he decided.

Every few days he cleaned up around campus. He helped those girls learn their place. He worked with his teachers, the administrators, and lots of the students. Along the way, he took payment here or there.

And then he saw her…

It was always so rewarding to teach different girls the important lessons they should learn. They loved to blather about social justice; he rewarded them with a new kind of order, one where men were supposed to be in charge. Men were bosses. They were the important politicians. The girls could be cute little secretaries, and they could help along the way. They could put on sexy outfits and smile adoringly at their superiors.

This country had been built by men.

Men deserved to rule.

More and more, Trevor convinced himself that this was not only the best way, but it was the only way.

After weeks of helping out, he was walking along on his own for once, and he watched as a girl reached up and tore through a poster.

She looked upset.

Immediately, he decided that he was going to help her.

Like lots of college students, Olivia lived a huge part of her life online. Whether she was walking to class or waiting for their professor to arrive, she routinely pulled out her cell phone without even thinking about it.

Everything always looked so bleak.

She could find those threads and influencers that focused on specifically good news. From time to time, she would hear about some court case or maybe a decision made at the local level. Clearly, feminism wasn’t dead.

And yet, the world seemed so grim, like everything was getting worse all the time.

A while ago, one of her teachers mentioned how there had been this concept of “the arc of history”. Ideally, it was supposed to be for justice and fairness. Over the course of the twentieth century, so much had changed. In 1900 women couldn’t legally vote, and they barely had any property rights. A hundred years later, it was credible for a woman to be a CEO.

So much had changed, yet Olivia was smart enough to look back over the last few years and see how those reforms could be rolled back. Regression was always a possibility.

She didn’t want to believe it, and she attended the rallies, the protests, and she tried to encourage her friends and family to vote in every major election. She knew she could be annoying but she thought this was serious.

Over the last few months, it had gotten worse, not just online, but also here at her school.

On some occasions, she would be hanging out with her friends, and they would talk about some female candidate who had lost an election, some sexist politician who made another outrageous comment about how women belonged in the kitchen, or how legal protection had been rolled back. They would hear these stories, and they would console themselves by remembering that they were safe at the school.

It was a college. According to the traditionalists, that meant it was supposed to be a hot bed of rebellion and youthful progressivism.

Olivia had tried to tell herself that same point. She wanted to think that everything would be fine, so long as she stayed on campus. Here, she could be surrounded by her teachers and administrators, most of whom are women. Not only that, they all believed in feminism. They all believed in social justice.

Except…

Things were different.

Olivia heard about Maria, one of the most ardent feminists on campus. Apparently, she had brought her followers together, and Olivia wanted to go, but she had needed to do a homework assignment instead. After the fact, she heard about how Maria had stood up in front of everyone.

Instead of wearing her usual baggy clothes, she had decided to tie her hair into this elaborate braid, and she was wearing makeup for some reason. Not only that, she had decided to put on this cute little summer dress. It was a bright shade of pink and decorated with little white hearts and stars.

Then she had said something like, “I know we all think this is important, but I think we’re wrong. We don’t need to argue for feminism. Maybe we should just get together and form a sorority or something? We could practice our makeup and doing our hair and baking cookies!”

When Olivia first heard that point about Maria, she had laughed, thinking it had to be a joke.

But then her classmate had looked at her, watching seriously.

It wasn’t a joke.

A little while later, Olivia saw her. She was making out with a guy. That was Duncan Trey, one of the boys on the track and field team. He was a jerk. He was a sexist. He wasn’t even that hot!

A couple of days later, Olivia saw Maria holding his hand. He grabbed her ass, but she just giggled.

That was becoming more common, almost like the rules of romance had changed.

The boys were getting aggressive. The girls were just laughing and smiling, accepting the harassment like this was perfectly okay.

But it wasn’t!

Just as bad, Olivia tried to rally some of her other friends.

It worked once or twice. They came together to protest the broader ideas of sexism and misogyny.

They did this several times over the next few weeks. Each time she called on her friends, fewer and fewer of them showed up.

Olivia tried to talk to them. She tried to get some kind of explanation.

It never worked.

On one random day, she saw Jessica, so she ran up and grabbed her friend by her arm.

Jessica usually favored sweatshirts emblazed with graphics from her favorite cartoons. At that moment, however, she had on this tight little T-shirt that revealed her midriff. It wasn’t something she was supposed to wear. She wasn’t supposed to have this kind of style!

“What’s going on?” Olivia demanded. “Is someone doing something? Is it bribery? Blackmail?”

Jessica turned back to her former friend. Her features tightened with confusion. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’ve always been like this.”

“No, you haven’t. You haven’t come to any of the rallies, and I overheard you talking to that guy.”

“Marcus? Isn’t he just amazing? He’s so smart! I love listening to him talk!”

“But what about you?” Olivia said as she stared at her friend. “What do you have to say to him?”

“What do I have to say to him?” Her friend stared back at her like she didn’t understand. Olivia endured that twinge of shame and worry as she watched. “Why would I have anything to say? I mean, just look at me. I’m just a girl!” She giggled like that was the best answer she could have given.

“You’re smart,” Olivia said, incredulity rippling across her voice. “Come on. You can think for yourself.”

“I mean, I guess I can. But why would I bother, especially when I’m with him? He’s so much smarter than me! Come on. We’re girls. We need to find guys who are going to provide for us. They can tell us what to do, and we take care of them. That’s how it’s supposed to work!” She sounded positively giddy about this prospect.

Olivia squinted at her friend. She waited for Jessica to burst out laughing because this had to be a joke. There had been those other moments back at school when they would laugh about guys and some of their asinine requests.

Sexism and misogyny were obviously huge problems, but they had to joke about it from time to time. That seemed like the best way to cope. Even so, her friend didn’t start laughing.

Olivia itched for the chance to grab Jessica by her shoulders and shake her. She wanted to say something like, “What happened to you? Who did this to you?” Of course, those questions wouldn’t have made any sense.

Was it possible that her friend had just found the wrong kind of content online? Olivia didn’t actually think blogs or videos or short clips could actually change someone like this. Maybe they could establish a foundation or nudge someone in one direction or the other, but that was pretty much it.

Sounding almost meek, Olivia dipped her head and said, “That’s not how it’s supposed to work.”

Jessica definitely sounded sure of herself. “Just think about it for a second. If men weren’t supposed to be in charge, then why are all of the inventors men? Why are most of the politicians guys? It’s just natural. Get it?”

She sounded so stupid!

As a feminist, Olivia knew it was her responsibility to talk to her friend. Even so, she had never anticipated what it could be like to be in a situation like this. She took a breath, and she tried. She looked right into Jessica’s face, and she said, “Men have only been in charge because they have enjoyed certain historical advantages. For centuries, men have oppressed women. That isn’t an opinion. That isn’t just a perspective. That is the historical fact. Men didn’t allow women to own property. Men didn’t allow women to vote. We weren’t consulted, and we were barely let out of the house in lots of cases. Come on, Jessica. You know this!”

Her friend blinked once. “Do I?”

Fighting so hard to keep that frustration from her voice, Olivia cried out, “Yes!”

For just one or two or three seconds, it seemed like Jessica was going to start to think about this again. But then she squinted and stared off into the distance. Then her expression finally relaxed and she shook her head. “No, that’s not right. It’s best when women do as we’re told. Women are here to support and help men. It’s our job to make them feel good! That’s how it works! That’s why women make the best secretaries. The men make the important decisions and we do whatever they want.”

“What? Like a sex doll?”

Jessica didn’t even appear frustrated or annoyed by that obviously sarcastic retort. Instead, she giggled. “If that’s what the boss wants, that’s what the boss should get!”

With a huff of fury, Olivia finally turned away. She started walking. Her arms were straight and her muscles tight with that barely contained exasperation.

That was when she blinked and looked around the campus. There had been a debate about advertising at the school just a few months before this. Now she saw so many posters, almost all of which include included pictures of girls wearing bikinis or collars or sexy little outfits.

It was ridiculous!

Women could own their sexuality; Olivia believed in that point with every fiber of her being. At the same time, she didn’t think they were supposed to be objectified. This wasn’t about empowerment. She walked past another building and she saw an advertisement for a new club in town, only there were three girls on their knees, looking out provocatively at the passersby. A man stood behind them, and he was reaching down, like he was going to pet those girls.

That kind of content was inappropriate. It didn’t fit the kind of school this was supposed to be!

Olivia spun, and she was tempted.

No, she decided. She was a lot more than just “tempted”.

She stomped over to the wall and she grabbed the poster. She didn’t even check to see if anyone would notice. She grabbed the paper and tore, ripping the poster right down the center. The corners remained taped to the brick wall, but she didn’t care.

Breathing hard, she crumpled up the remains of that poster and she threw it into the garbage.

There. Progress!

She didn’t know what she was going to do next, but she turned, and that was when she saw him.

He was standing off the distance, and the sun was setting. The day was almost over. The professors were heading home, the administrators had already abandoned their offices, and Olivia didn’t know what to do, especially since so many of her friends had effectively abandoned her.

It wasn’t even just the political activism. They had boyfriends now, and so they focused on going on “dates”. Olivia didn’t want to think about what that meant, but she saw this guy, and he was smirking in her direction.

He looked normal enough, only there was something about him. He had a different kind of confidence. He was way too plain to seem so certain of himself.

“Whatever,” she muttered as she turned away. She reached into her pocket and pulled out her sunglasses. She put them on as she headed back toward her dorm room.

Olivia wasn’t sure what she was going to do next. Part of her wanted to hunt for a solution. Defacing the advertisements on campus felt good, yet she doubted that would make any kind of meaningful change. Besides, she would eventually get into trouble.

“Hey,” a guy’s voice cut across the air. “Can we talk?”

He started out gently. “Can we talk?”

On some level, Trevor probably thought he was being kind and merciful. After all, this girl looked so frustrated and exasperated. Right away, he could sense her feminism. There was something in her stance and the tension written across her face.

She was the kind of girl who looked around, saw his improvements, and quickly decided she didn’t like them. Without even giving them a chance, she thought she was better than the other girls.

It was cute and pathetic at the same time.

Trevor didn’t employ his power right away. Instead, he watched as that girl turned back. She was wearing those shining sunglasses now, and he walked over to her.

“I’m not going to talk to you,” she said, sneering. “I don’t owe you anything.”

Trevor sighed because she was one of “those girls”. Combative and hostile, she didn’t even give him the chance to say anything to her. She was just looking to fight!

He shook his head sadly, like he just felt bad for her. At the same time, he started to smile, all because he knew he could fix her.

“Why wouldn’t you talk to me?” Trevor asked. The smirk raised the corners of his mouth as he watched her. Technically, he could have called on his talent already, but there was something fun about playing with her. He could mess with her for a little while.

And after that, he wondered whether or not he should have this girl down on her knees, sucking his cock. There was always something so gratifying about subjugating a feminist. These were the dumb girls who didn’t know how to think for themselves. They went online, and they found the wrong kind of content. They were just unwilling to see how the world really worked.

But Trevor could teach her.

“I don’t have anything to say to you,” she shot back. That girl turned, and she started to walk away.

“What makes you so sure about that? Maybe I have something you want.”

She lifted her middle finger without turning around.

“Can’t you see how I’ve made things better?”

That made her stop.

She turned around tentatively, and she was watching him from behind her sunglasses. At that moment, he couldn’t see her eyes, but that was fine. He would only need to use the power of his voice to compel her obedience.

“What are you talking about?”

“I can tell you, but I want to know your name. Who are you?” For Trevor, it was amusing to tease her like this, especially because he could get information without actually drawing on his abilities. (Maybe deep down, he worried about what his compulsion meant, especially when it came to girls like Tara and Sophia. Of course, he wanted to think that he was smart and clever, yet it was also possible that he had become entirely dependent on his talent.)

That girl shifted her weight from one foot to the other as she considered what she wanted to do or say.

He was probably the first one who had acknowledged anything was different.

Clearly, his gambit worked, all because this girl had noticed. He had read her correctly, and now he waited for the inevitable.

“You don’t know what’s going on,” Olivia said. Then she turned, and she started walking.

“It’s not just the advertisement,” he said. “It’s everything, isn’t it? You look around at your friends, and now they have a much better attitude. You can hear it when your professors are talking. Even the angry feminists have calmed it down, haven’t they? Maybe they’re actually focusing on useful skills.”

This time, she spun around and stomped over to him. She jabbed him in his chest with two fingers. “My name is Olivia. Fine. My name is Olivia, and you’re going to tell me what the hell is going on.”

She wasn’t shouting, but he already knew it wouldn’t take much to set her off.

“Olivia, I’ve been helping out around campus,” he said. Considering that he was about to compel her obedience anyway, Trevor had no problem telling her the truth. He had done this with a couple of other women. After he worked on them and re-shaped their thoughts, they didn’t seem to mind. “Basically, I’m making sure that girls like you are a lot happier.”

“How?”

He didn’t answer right away. If anything, it was just fun seeing that tremulous look on her face, especially because she probably thought of herself as fierce and intimidating.

She wasn’t.

Back in high school, maybe a girl like Olivia would have been able to frighten him. But now, he had no problem teasing and taunting and toying with her.

When he faced her, he couldn’t see her eyes. Her sunglasses reflected his face back at him. “It’s easy. I help girls like you see the truth. I tell them all about how they are supposed to behave with their boyfriends and their teachers.”

“What do you tell them?”

“Women are born to surrender,” he said. “Men are born to conquer. Really, that’s all you need to know.”

“But you’re doing something to people? Is that really what you’re telling me?”

Trevor wobbled his head from side to side as he tried to figure out exactly how he wanted to explain this. Finally, he nodded to himself. “I’m not sure exactly what we should call it. Hypnosis? Brainwashing? Self improvement? I guess that last one doesn’t really count since I’m the one doing the improving.”

“You’re crazy,” she said. Even so, she didn’t turn around or walk away. She didn’t slap him across the face either.

“I don’t know where this ability came from,” he confessed. “But it doesn’t really matter. When I talk to a girl like you, I can make her do whatever I want.”

“Screw you,” she said.

This time, Olivia made her choice, and she walked away. He had no idea whether or not she actually believed him, but it didn’t matter.

“Stop,” he called out. The beast grumbled deep within his mind and body as it awoke.

She came to a halt again. This time, she must’ve been confused. That was fine. He didn’t use the full force of his ability.

“Turn around,” he said. “Turn around and smile for me.”

She obeyed, facing him, and then he saw her smile. She obviously hated this. Hot frustration coursed through her body, and yet she still did it!

Then he walked over to her, and he saw that expression drop from her face. She blinked a couple of times, and she shook her head.

He had only used a small portion of his talent. But now, he wanted to kiss her, to group her, to run his hands across her body to show her exactly how her world was going to change.

Trevor had no idea whether or not all of the stereotypes were true. Still, it seemed likely that she really was a dumb lesbian.

If so, he could fix her…

His cock hardened as he considered that.

“What’s happening to me?”

She could still talk. That was impressive. He had met a couple of girls who retained some degree of intelligence after he started to manipulate them, but that just meant he needed to use more of his authority.

“I’m playing with you,” he said. “Don’t move.”

That was when he came up to her, and he ran his fingers down her cheeks, along her neck, over her shoulders, and then he felt her breast.

There was that sharp intake of breath as he fondled her. He was groping this girl, squeezing her mounds and making her feel like she was nothing but a cheap piece of meat. To him, that really was her most important identity.

“Stop…” Olivia said. her voice strained with effort.

“I don’t think so,” he said. “But don’t worry. By the time I’m done with you, you’re going to be so grateful every time I order you to your knees. Then again, that might be a little bit mean, and a girl like you had better be very eager and very skilled if you want to get with me. I have other girls. My sluts are always so skilled. I’m sure you will learn. But hey, at the very least, I’m sure it would be fun to punish you and to have you talk all about why feminism is a bad idea. Maybe I could give you a reward system. Would you like that, slut? I could make it so that every time you convinced another girl that feminism is a bad idea, maybe I will let you suck me off. I bet you’re the kind of girl who wants it all over her face!”

He couldn’t help but laugh. In some ways, Trevor really was just an immature brat. He had the sense of humor of an adolescent boy.

She slapped him!

He didn’t get to see it as her fingers tensed or how she trembled. But then, that anger was strong enough to make her break free from his hold. Her arm rose up, and she struck him across the face!

There was that smack, he stumbled back, his eyes watering ridiculously.

It didn’t even hurt that much.

Even Olivia seemed shocked by what she had just done.

A girl like her was probably supposed to be a self-proclaimed pacifist.

He snarled, and he stomped over to her. Her eyes were wide with fear behind her sunglasses. He looked right into her face, and he unleashed the beast. He let that power flow through him, probably stronger than it had ever been before.

He saw his own reflection in her glasses as he called out, “Obey Olivia!”  There was something about that inflection, something about the cadence and his voice that changed everything. (An English teacher would have pointed out the difference between “Obey Olivia” and “Obey, Olivia”; that same teacher would have pontificated about how important a single comma might be.)

Immediately, he could feel something else.

It was that same fire and control from before, only now it backfired. It ricocheted.

Instantly, he wanted to stop. He needed to pull away, to rub his eyes, and to think about this.

Instead, he tried again as the panic flashed up from his chest into his throat. “Obey Olivia!”

This time, he let the power flood through his body. There was that influence, the talent for control, only now he could feel it less around his ankles and wrists, around his neck…

There was that beast, but it roared deep within him, and then it went quiet.

“Get away from me,” she said.

Immediately, he stepped back.

“What just happened?” Olivia asked, every syllable compressed and frantic. “What the hell just happened?”

He didn’t say anything. He kept rubbing his eyes.

Even so, there was that after image behind his eyelids. Again, and again, Trevor tried to make it disappear. He was fighting to make it go away, but he could feel it.

Once or twice, Trevor had wondered what it was like for his girls. He had contemplated how it made them feel when that heat coursed through their bodies.

And now he knew.

He could feel it.

Trevor needed to step away.

He spun, desperate to stumble away. Still rubbing his face, he just wanted to get back to his apartment. He could lock himself up in his room, close his eyes for a while, and let this pass like a headache.

“You can’t just leave!” Olivia shouted at him.

He wanted to laugh. Of course, he could leave.

Only then, his feet pressed down against the ground, and his legs refused to move.

His eyes opened again, and he stared at the concrete beneath his shoes. Then he lifted his head, and she stepped up behind him.

“You stopped,” she said. “Why did you stop?”

He fought hard not to say anything.

Moment by moment, it started to feel like he was going to be able to defy her.

Only then, her voice sharpened. More importantly, the command became explicit, “Tell me why you stopped. Tell me what’s going on right now!”

No, he wasn’t going to do it!

He was a young, competent and capable man. More importantly, he knew how to use his influence. He had tamed the beast long ago, and it served him.

But when he closed his eyes, he could see that amorphous form, except now there was something else. It wasn’t just some distinct predator because now the beast had a leash around its neck, and there was a shimmering silver chain leading away.

It led to Olivia.

His mouth started moving. He felt like a puppet as he told her, “I have the ability to control people, but I think I just put myself under your control.”

No, no, no! He wasn’t supposed to say that to her!

“What? Seriously?” She shook her head. Then she snorted. Disbelief played across her face. She obviously didn’t believe him, yet she wasn’t going to walk away either. “What? You’re saying I can make you do whatever I want now? Is that it?”

“Your glasses,” he said. He wasn’t sure if he was speaking out loud or if her compulsion actually forced those words from his lips. “I saw my reflection, and I looked into my own eyes as I…” He finally managed to stop.

“If you look into someone’s eyes, you can make them do whatever you want? What? Like a vampire?”

“No!” As he roared out that word, Trevor wasn’t even sure what he needed to deny.

Again, that other imperative raced through his body. He had to get away!

He wasn’t sure if it would fade, but maybe he could figure something out.

He started to walk away. He wanted to break out into a run. Just as he took another step, she called out for him to stop. He froze.

“If I can really control you, then I want to test it,” she said aloud, probably more for her own benefit than his. “Take off your shirt.”

He had given that command to lots of other girls. Each time, he had watched that flash of embarrassment shoot across their faces. But now, it was his turn, and he didn’t know how to deal with this. He didn’t know how to fight it!

In under two seconds, he failed.

His arms dropped to the edge of his shirt, and he lifted it up, peeling it away.

“Take off your pants,” she commanded next. Even as Olivia spoke, she couldn’t believe that she was doing this. Then again, they were at a college, and lots of students here did silly stuff like this. It wasn’t uncommon to see a boy or girl streaking across the quad to win a bet (or as the consequence of losing one).

As she watched him, her eyes were shining, and she was doing her best to appear completely serious, yet he could still see the way the corners her eyes crinkled.

Just a few seconds ago, she had been angry. But now he was shirtless in front of her and trembling.

That changed everything.

“I’m not going to take off my pants,” he intended to snarl at her.

Instead of speaking, he slid off his shoes, he loosened his belt, and then he yanked down his jeans. Within moments, he was wearing nothing but his boxers!

“Get on your knees,” she ordered next. Only a few seconds had gone by, yet he could still hear that shift in her voice. Her amusement grew stronger with every second.

“Why? Why are you making me do this?” Trevor demanded.

“Because I don’t really believe you yet,” she said, except that wasn’t true.

Trevor lowered himself down onto his knees. Before this, he had forced dozens of girls into that exact same position.

“Kiss my shoes,” she ordered.

Again, he obeyed.

Every time she gave him a command, he could feel it. That control got stronger, and he didn’t know how to break the invisible chains. He couldn’t tear through that unseen collar.

Before, he had intuitively managed his ability. That talent had been something he had never truly explored or understood. But maybe like some kid playing with his dad‘s gun, he had messed up, and now there was no way to fix it.

Trevor refused to believe that, not even when he bowed his head down and kissed her right shoe, then her left.

“Give me your phone,” she said.

She couldn’t take his phone!

He refused to believe this was happening, yet he extended his arm, he reached into his discarded pants, and he pulled out his phone. Then she took it from him, and she demanded to know his password.

He repeated the numbers, and she typed them in, one after another. Then she beamed when saw his home screen appear. Next, she started taking pictures of him. Finally, she decided to record a video. “Look at me and tell me you’re nothing but a stupid boy who needs to be trained.”

He wasn’t going to do it…

He was going to fight her…

Trevor was going to win…

But even as he blinked, he could still see the shackles and collar and leash on his beast. That monstrosity buried deep within him had been totally ensnared.

This was just a test. It was a game. She wanted to see whether or not she could win.

On some level, Olivia already knew the truth. After all, she could feel it. While still wearing her sunglasses, she contemplated the young man in front of her. Even as triumph surged through her, she watched him fail.

“I’m nothing but a stupid boy who needs to be trained.”

“And feminism is the answer because men like you don’t understand how the world should really work.”

Again, he could feel it.

There was the collar and leash on his beast, but he could sense those same invisible bonds on him as well.

This wasn’t supposed to be possible!

“Feminism is the answer because men like me don’t understand how the world should really work,” he told her.

The seconds stretched, and he still didn’t understand what was happening, but then he glanced up, and he could see the look of contemplation on her face. She wasn’t as hot as Tara, as geeky as Sophia, or as cute as Jocelyn. Even so, there was something about this girl as she considered exactly what she was going to do next.

She was planning. She was strategizing.

Trevor should have done the same thing, but he still didn’t know how to catch up.

“I have your phone, and I have these recordings, and I’m going to use them unless you go right back to your dorm room and behave yourself. I don’t want you to talk to anyone. I don’t want you to say anything. Just go and wait for me. I’m going to figure this out, and when I come for you, I expect you to obey. Tell me you understand.”

“I understand.”

Trevor was allowed to put his clothes back on, yet he still felt naked without that familiar weight of his phone in his pocket.

When he left, he wasn’t sure what to do.

At least, that was how he felt at first. He was walking away, and he looked around, and he wanted to take out his phone to call one of his girls. He needed the reassurance of seeing Tara or Jocelyn or Sophia down on her knees in front of him. He wanted to hear their voices. More than that, he ached for the reassurance.

As their leader, he had never felt like this before. He owned those girls, and he should have been able to own Olivia as well.

Running against the current of his expectations was one idea: obey Olivia.

He bit down, he closed his eyes, and he intended to turn. At that moment, he wanted to go find Tara. Maybe he couldn’t just call her, but that was fine. He knew her dorm room, and he could grab that girl and he could vent his frustrations. He wanted to hold the blonde by her hair, to shove her down, and to take her hard. Along the way, he would use his ability again, channeling it to make sure it still worked.

Up ahead, he was supposed to turn right.

He kept walking straight.

Trevor actually turned his head to look and see what was going on. First, he glanced over to his right, and he could see her dorm in the distance. But then, his legs kept moving, and he actually stared down at his feet as they carried him forward.

Olivia had given him a command; she had told him to wait for her…

His breathing sped in his chest. His mouth hardened, and he tightened his fingers into fists. He glanced over at the building to his left. Filled with classrooms and lecture halls, it was this towering edifice dedicated to academia. Although he knew kicking or punching at one of those buildings wouldn’t actually change anything, the impulse remained.

Seething, Trevor kept walking, yet he lost himself to those fantasies. He wanted revenge. He needed it!

More than that, he wanted to put that girl in her place.

Olivia wasn’t the hottest girl on campus. She wasn’t the smartest or even the strongest. She was just some random girl who had decided to put on some sunglasses as the glare got annoying.

So now he remembered seeing his own face, his own eyes, and that reflected power.

Instead of focusing on his own error, he wanted to hear her call out, “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry for messing up. I was such an idiot. I know I can’t control this power. I can’t possibly control you. I’m going to be your slave. I’m going to make it up to you.”

Normally he refrained from using “slave” as a description for his girls. Obviously, he owned them, and he could dictate exactly how they behaved. He could tell them precisely what to do, and they would scramble to comply. He loved seeing that obedience, especially when it was mirrored by that hungry desire to please him.

But they weren’t slaves.

He didn’t make them wear collars, and he didn’t need to bind them either. In fact, he didn’t have to punish them. It wasn’t like they actually stepped out of line. (At that moment, Trevor conveniently forgot about how he enjoyed having his girls spank one another for his amusement.)

Except now, he was thinking about Olivia and he wanted to make that bitch suffer. She was playing with him. She was playing with fire! She was messing with something she couldn’t possibly understand.

Knowing this, Trevor focused on that frustration. He concentrated on sharpening all of this into raw irritation because a girl like her couldn’t actually threaten him. She was just a dumb feminist! She was some stupid girl who wasn’t even that hot!

He was going to make her pay.

He was going to make her suffer for this in dignity.

He was thinking about getting her tattooed with something degrading on the small of her back or maybe along the curves of her ass. He was thinking about spanking her and maybe putting her on display. Maybe he would share her with a bunch of the other guys on campus.

Shaking his head, he got hard as he contemplated what he could do to that girl.

“Please, just let me go. Please, I’m sorry for trying to mess with you! I was stupid! Okay? I was stupid, but I can make it up to you. I can do whatever you want. I’ll do your homework and your laundry. I’ll be your maid! Please, just don’t punish me like this!”

His maid…

He liked that idea. There would be something pretty incredible about watching that girl crawl around in his apartment, scrubbing the floors, cleaning the toilets, vacuuming, and dusting. Then maybe there would be those moments when he would just grab her and shove her against the wall and lift her skirt to spank her ass. He would leave her raw and red. He would make sure that she never dared to question the authority of any man ever again.

He was so hard as he thought about that. His cock pressed against the inside of his pants as he continued to walk, all because of that stupid compulsion.

Thoughts of her degrading punishment completely dominated everything else as he continued to walk, if only because he needed that distraction.

He would do it!

He still had his powers.

He still had his powers, right?

For just a second, Trevor continued to move across campus toward his apartment complex when he had to wonder whether or not anything had truly changed. He could still feel the beast, only it was impossible to ignore those shackles, that collar, and that leash.

That brat had leashed his beast. That brat had actually taken control.

He continued to walk, taking one step after another, except he felt like a puppet now. Trevor couldn’t help it. He didn’t know how to resist that compulsion.

Even if he understood the talent deep within him, that didn’t mean he could escape that influence.

Truthfully, he had never considered anything like this. Trevor had never tried to experiment. He had never wondered whether or not that beast could turn on him.

Before, he had wondered whether or not he had acted like some little kid playing with a gun. Maybe a better analogy would have been a child trying to make friends with a wolf or some other wild animal.

Just because it was a part of him didn’t mean it would always obey him. Just because it had been so obedient for so long, that didn’t mean he was always going to be in control.

Trevor had always assumed he would have more time to figure this out. At the same time, it had always been easy to use his other faculties. He had never worried about how his arms or legs actually worked. They just did what he wanted, and that was good enough.

But now…

He had all of these questions, and he wasn’t sure what to do. His chest tightened as he continued to walk, and then he decided to experiment because he saw someone.

As he continued to walk, he spotted a young woman on her way to class. “Drop your backpack and walk around that building three times,” he said, raising his arm and pointing.

In the recesses of his psyche, the beast growled. It was awake, and it rose up, yet that collar didn’t break, and those shackles didn’t disappear either. Worse, Trevor could still sense that leash leading from his talent all the way to another girl: Olivia.

The young woman glanced up, and her brows tightened with confusion, probably because she didn’t know why a stranger would say something so bizarre to her.

But then she slipped her backpack from her shoulders and then she walked over to the building.

Trevor didn’t stop. Although he glanced over his shoulder to make sure she was actually circling the building as commanded, he still let out that slow sigh of relief.

She was doing it. She was really doing it.

That meant he actually had control over his abilities.

Even if he was subject to Olivia‘s commands, it didn’t matter because he could still influence other people.

Just a few minutes later, he made it back to his apartment. He opened the door and locked it behind him. Once there, he reached for his phone, only to remember that Olivia had taken it from him.

He growled. That exasperated sound vibrated deep within his chest as he spun around. He still wanted to break something, but this was his apartment and his stuff.

Throwing a tantrum wasn’t going to change anything.

“Screw it,” he said, turning around and touching the doorknob. He tried to open it.

He couldn’t.

Trevor didn’t even understand how this was working. He looked down at his hand, and he knew what he wanted to do.

As an adult, he commanded his body. This was supposed to be effortless. He wasn’t supposed to need to think about it, but he was staring at his fingers wrapped around at the chrome handle, only he still couldn’t do it!

“What the fuck?” Trevor demanded of the universe.

He tried again and again. Over and over, he failed!

Then he remembered her order. She had told him to go back to his apartment and wait.

Jerking his hand away from the knob like it was hot, he spun back toward his small living room and he paced from one side to the other as he tried to figure out what he could do.

If one of his girls had been here, then he would have been able to gather up his small army.

Olivia may have had that power over him, but she was just a girl. Besides, unless she could actually give him a command, he would be free.

It sounded pathetic, but he could hide off to the side and send his sluts after her. They could grab her, tie her up, and gag her. After that, he could force her to relinquish her command over him.

Actually, that made Trevor think of something else.

He quickly rushed back into his bathroom. He couldn’t believe he was doing this, especially since this strategy actually came from a trite little Disney movie.

Trevor positioned himself in the bathroom. He was right there in front of the sink, and he bent forward, his shoulders hunched. He lifted his head, and he looked right back at his reflection.

Back in high school, he had always felt so average and plain and boring. At school, there had been those guys who looked amazing. They knew how to style their hair, how to pick out the right clothing, and they exercised a lot. Those were the guys who had no problem randomly pulling off their shirts, even as they just walked from one class to another. They wanted to show off their beefy shoulders, their powerful biceps, and their toned abs. Trevor never had anything like that.

He had thought about trying to work out. He had thought about joining a team. Maybe there had been a few half hearted fantasies here or there. Eventually, however, he just wandered through his high school career, even as he could feel the beast shifting and shifting somewhere inside of his chest.

Over the last few weeks and months, however, he liked to believe that he had actually changed. He looked different. Maybe he still sported the same hairstyle, and he never really picked out any overly expensive clothing, but he carried himself with confidence, and that was supposed to make a huge difference.

He was the king of this school, so he wasn’t going to let some girl beat him!

He looked into the mirror, and he saw his own eyes, and he said, “You don’t have to obey her. You don’t have to do anything she says.”

He wasn’t sure if it was working.

Trevor could feel some of that power; the influence tickled along his body. He could feel something deep within his psyche, but it was just this low rumbling.

“Don’t obey her. Don’t obey Olivia. Don’t do anything she says!” Trevor didn’t raise his voice.

At that moment, he desperately wished he had mastered some kind of technique. Ultimately, however, he had never really worried about skill, largely because no one had ever been able to seriously challenge him.

But now, he was staring into his own eyes, and there was that flicker of heat, those licking tendrils of power, and he wasn’t even sure if they could fix this.

He stared. He concentrated.

It felt like tensing a muscle from one second to the next as he tried to rip free from her influence.

Then he jerked away, and he waited for several seconds.

Trevor tried to evaluate his mind and body.

Finally, he decided there was only one way to be certain.

He left the bathroom, walked over to the front door, reached down, grabbed the knob, and…

Nothing

He couldn’t even turn it.

When he closed his eyes, he evaluated the beast. He tried to examine that metaphorical creature, yet he could still sense it: the collar and leash.

His talent remained bound to that girl.

Why?

Locking his teeth, he spun. He pushed his elbows down against his sides, even as he searched for something he could break or kick or punch. Of course, this was still his apartment, and he wasn’t interested in trashing his own stuff. Maybe that fury, pounded just beneath the surface of his skin, yet he didn’t allow himself to lose control.

This was his domain and his talent. This was his power!

Although he tried to hold onto that idea, he didn’t know what to do next.

“Wait,” she had commanded.

Her voice seemed to echo inside of his head.

Worse, he pictured Olivia again, only now she was just a little bit different. She wasn’t the nervous, questioning feminist from before. Instead, this young woman exuded something else, a hint of confidence he hadn’t noticed when he first approached her.

Trevor shook his head from side to side. He threw himself down on his couch and rested his head against the soft cushions. He stared up at the ceiling, noticing all of the little bumps, ridges, and a couple of imperfections.

He didn’t care.

“She’s not going to get away with this,” he said. “I’m not going to let her get away with this!” Even as he uttered those words and tried to make them sound like a promise, Trevor faced that looming problem.

Despite his vow, he had no idea what he should or could do.

She was scared.

Olivia could admit that to herself.

Unlike so many of the boys on campus who soaked in their own toxic masculinity, Olivia was a girl who could connect with her own feelings. At that moment, she could admit the truth to herself: she was scared, especially because she could feel it.

It was a new sensation, something she had never imagined before.

Although Olivia believed in understanding and experiencing her emotions as authentically as possible, she wasn’t sure about this. It wasn’t quite a tingling. It was a different kind of heat, something that seemed like a phantom sensation.

But that wasn’t really what scared her.

It was the idea that she could feel this chain, only it didn’t bind her. If anything, it was right there in the palm of her hand, and she felt like she could pull it. She felt like she could truly control it.

Back in high school, Olivia never had pets, but her best friend did. Together, they were supposed to walk that friend’s dog. He was a cute little Corgi named Sam, and he was so energetic. He was so enthusiastic! He couldn’t wait to go scurrying out along the concrete as they walked past one house after another.

Then there was that moment when her friend needed to tie her shoe, so she handed the leash off to Olivia. Holding onto the lead, Olivia had stared down at it, uncomprehendingly. And then the dog tried to bolt!

Immediately, Olivia tightened her grip on the leash, terrified of letting the little dog run off into the street.

She had barely been strong enough to hold him.

He had tugged and jerked, yanking as he tried to go chase after some unseen scent. Eventually, her friend took the leash back. She also made a point of correcting her puppy dog, telling him that he was being a bad boy for trying to run off like that.

Olivia hadn’t thought about that sensation for a very long time, but now it came back because she was holding onto another leash, except this one was invisible, and it was made of something else.

What was this? What was happening?

A shiver darted through her body.

Olivia was thinking about how that guy had given her a command. Trevor had told her what to do and she had obeyed. But then he looked back at her and he spoke those words.

She had felt something shift along the air. It had seemed impossible.

In high school, some of her friends had claimed to believe in magic. At first, Olivia had snorted, thinking it was some joke. But she could still remember the way her friend had looked at her calendar, her eyes wide with impassioned belief. They truly believed that there were energy fields all around the world, many of which could be influenced by human thoughts and perceptions. Others among her friends, actually believed in ghosts and spirits and other outer-worldly creatures.

Having grown up in a household, where her mother was an engineer and her father was a doctor, she had been taught the value of empiricism at an early age. As far as she was concerned, there may have been mysteries that science had not yet solved, but a systematic approach was always superior. Her senses could essentially be relied on, and it was possible to reason through every question with effort and experimentation. Given enough time and a rigorous approach, every factual question could be answered.

But this was different…

For a few seconds there, Olivia seriously considered contacting her parents. She thought about finding a scientist to explain this.

Almost as fast, she stopped herself, probably because she knew she didn’t have enough information. If she approached an expert and tried to ask about this psychic ability she now possessed, she already knew everyone would laugh at her. No one was going to take this seriously.

Later on, maybe she would try to figure it out.

For now, Olivia had to decide what she was going to do.

Part of her still wondered whether or not this was some kind of delusion on her part. Maybe she had accidentally eaten some contaminated hummus or something.

And yet, she flexed her fingers and she looked around, and everything seemed normal, except for…

She could feel those links; she could feel the invisible chain. Not only that, she knew exactly where it would lead.

She closed her eyes, she exhaled, and she could almost feel his presence on the other side of campus.

Olivia opened her eyes again, shook her head, and tried to dislodge the sensations.

She had told him what to do, and now she had the sense that he had actually obeyed her. She didn’t know where that came from. Maybe it was just false hope. It could have been a woman’s intuition.

More realistically, she knew it was connected to that chain.

Somewhere out there, there was a beast. It was invisible, but it was real. She could feel it. Even if this was a new sensation, one that didn’t correspond to touch or taste, sight or sound or smell, she could still sense it. She knew the truth.

Just as importantly, she knew she was going to have to confront him again.


The beast.

That creature.

Those flames.

That inferno.

That control. The collar. The leash.

Something akin to excitement pulsed through her body. Olivia grinned. She couldn’t help it. Seriously? Now? She believed in her own sexuality, but she wasn’t going to get excited over something like this. On the contrary, she had discovered a huge problem, one that was going to need to be solved. Worse, she was going to have to do it on her own.

At the next moment, she thought about her friends, and she remembered that they had all turned against her. Maybe they didn’t actively dislike her, but they weren’t interested in activism and making the world a better place, not anymore.

It was his fault.

She closed her eyes, she exhaled, and she finally gave herself a chance to think about that.

This boy had actively tried to make the world a worse place. He wanted to see women as chattel.

In feminist circles, this was always a contentious question: did men act actively sexist and cruel because they enjoyed having power, or did they simply not know better? When a guy shouted something inappropriate to a woman out on the street, was he actually making a good faith effort to hit on her without really knowing what the impact would be, or did he actively want to humiliate her? Was he actually trying to make her feel unsafe out on the street? Lots of guys claimed that they simply didn’t know better. They were just following traditional instincts.

But what if they did know better? What if they intentionally decided to be cruel? What if they actively wanted to make sure that they controlled the world because they enjoyed it?

Olivia locked her teeth together, clutching her jaw and pushing her knuckles down against the sides of her body.

Only a few seconds before this, she was worried about what she was going to do on the broader scientific implications.

But now she was thinking about him and what he had done with his power.

All around her, she could see his effects. The teachers were timid, the administrator always favored the boys, and so many of her friends had decided that they wanted “traditional” relationships.

It was him.

It was Trevor.

It was his fault.

Her breathing sharpened as she stood there. She was right in the middle of her dorm room as she considered all of this. Now she closed her eyes, and a different idea occurred to her.

She had to fix it.

She thought about the leash again.

A different kind of excitement flared through her body because she could fix this.

As an activist, Olivia always faced that horrendously difficult and demoralizing question: did her work actually change anything? When she went around and tried to talk to people, were they going to listen? All around the country and the world, people faced that dilemma. They had to ask themselves about the kind of impact they could actually make. And even if there were counterarguments, arguments about small decisions, rolling into big choices, it was almost impossible to prove. So much of society seemed like this massive steamroller that no individual would be able to change.

Olivia didn’t believe that because she couldn’t let herself believe that.

Right here at her college, she had found a boy who was actually changing things.

And now it was her turn.

She grinned.

Not only that, there was another flutter of excitement that ran through her body. It didn’t stop, however. It didn’t fade. Instead, it morphed into something else because she remembered the words he had spoken: obey Olivia.

Part of her wanted to stomp across campus and confront him at that exact moment.

It almost felt like it was going to be easy.

She wasn’t sure where that confidence came from, especially since she couldn’t make any claim about understanding what this even meant.

And yet…

There was that instinct, and it told her she was in control. There was that flickering whisper somewhere at the back of her mind. She thought of that strange creature, and this boy, and a new fountain of certainty seemed to spring up somewhere behind her eyes or deep within the core of her being.

Every time Olivia looked around, it was the same world. And yet, it felt as though she had somehow discovered a new dimension.

Exhaling slowly, Olivia pursed her lips, and she told herself that she didn’t have to go anywhere. After all, she could still feel that leash. It wasn’t weakening, cracking, or breaking.

She had time.

Not only that, she could make him wait.

She had ordered him back to his apartment. She had told him to go home and wait for her. He was going to do that.

She could sense it, almost like finding a rabbit trapped in a cage. He wasn’t going anywhere!

Olivia considered that point again and again. It seemed to hammer into her with the same easy rhythm of her heart.

Only now, Olivia wanted something else.

That excitement shot through her body. It wasn’t some soft ripple or a gentle flutter either.

This was powerful and profound. This was something she didn’t want to ignore.

The corners of her mouth rose up as she grinned, so now she threw herself down onto her bed. She glanced at the door; it was locked. None of her roommates would interrupt or interfere.

She nibbled on the inside of her mouth as she thought about this and wondered whether or not she was really going to do it.

She could.

There was nothing stopping her.

She didn’t know when she had masturbated last, but the impulse was still there, and her chest tightened.

She opened up her jeans, loosening the button. Then she slipped her hand down into her panties.

With every moment, she thought she was going to stop. Frankly, she figured she would glide her digits along her crevice for a few seconds and get bored. Unlike most of the guys who loved to talk about sex, Olivia wasn’t someone who needed to obsess on it.

Only now, she found her slit, and her fingers glided along her opening. She was so wet! That heat thrummed between her inner thighs as she tensed against the current of delicious pleasure.

Her skin warmed, she raised her chin, and she thought about him again. This time she pictured him down on his knees in front of her. She thought of that leash, and she imagined what that boy would’ve looked like with the collar around his neck.

As a feminist and an activist, she had always claimed that she believed in social justice, which meant equality.

There on her bed with her legs spread, and her knees in the air, she considered something else. She started to examine a different possibility: power.

Online, there were always those edgelord boys who tried to write the most shocking content. They went on and on about the competitions between women and men. They tried to break through all of the social conventions as they ripped across all of the assumptions they could find. One point they enjoyed making was how there would always be a competition between women and men. As long as women refused to submit to their boyfriends and husbands, the battle between the sexes would never end. Eventually, however, those boys truly believed that they were going to take over. Women would lose the right to vote or own property. They would stay in the kitchen, cooking and doing whatever their husband told them.

Olivia had always told herself that those points were just silliness. Those were immature boys who were trying to shock those around them. That kind of dynamic had played out over the course of centuries, but now she experienced something just like that.

She wanted to see him collared. She wanted to hold his leash.

Distantly, Olivia had to wonder whether or not there was something about this talent and ability that actually infected her, like maybe it now influenced her desires.

Like many other girls, she normally fantasized about candlelight dinners, soft conversations, and the easy emotional intimacy of being with someone she could trust.

But what if she didn’t need trust? What if she could have something else? Instead of trust or belief in her partner, she could just own him completely.

Olivia opened her eyes, as she glanced over at the window, across her dorm room. She could see some of the other buildings off to the side, but it was getting dark, and she wasn’t worried about anyone seeing into her room. She stared forward, and she couldn’t escape that fantasy now lodged behind her eyes or between her ears.

Her breathing came even faster now because she pressed down. At the same time, she could almost hear his voice.

She wasn’t just thinking about him, kneeling in front of her. She suddenly craved a different kind of control. He had programmed himself to obey her. Fine. She could take advantage of that. She could enjoy every second of it.

She considered those CEOs and politicians all across history who had teased and harassed and humiliated their secretaries. Those were the men who thought they had a natural right to toy with the women around them.

She wanted that. She craved that exact same kind of control.

Perhaps this desire had always been there, but she wanted to hear him plead and beg. “Please, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry I messed up. I’m just a dumb boy, so I can’t think for myself. Please, I need you to tell me what to do. I need you to tell me what to think! Please, make me serve you!”

He could serve her.

She started out small. She imagined that boy down on his knees, licking her boots. She thought of him nuzzling her legs. Then she wanted to think of him in the kitchen, making her a sandwich…

Olivia opened her eyes again.

And yet, there was still something so enticing about watching him bring her a plate with a freshly made meal. “This is for you. Is there anything else I can get you?” Maybe he would sound like a server.

No, she quickly decided. He wouldn’t sound like a server. He would sound like a servant.

She pressed down.

Then she imagined him looking into her eyes and saying, “How would you like me to pleasure you? Would you like me to lick your nipples or rub your back? Would you like me to pet you? Or would you like me to massage your feet? I can do whatever you want. I can go down on you. I can lick you gently.”

As her fingers moved along her damp crevice, Olivia was thinking about his tongue sliding into her opening. She was thinking about him going in deep, pressing down, and sliding the tip of his tongue along her clit.

It would be so perfect.

Or maybe he would hate it.

Somehow, that only made her fantasy even better!

“Don’t,” he could say to her. “Don’t make me do it. Please, I don’t want to! You can’t make me go down on you! I’m a man, and I’m not going to serve you like that!” He was probably one of those boys who fantasized about blowjobs but viewed any kind of reciprocation as weakness. That was the kind of idiot hypocrisy that always made her question how much respect men like him really deserved.

None, she decided.

That was why she was thinking about holding his leash with one hand while placing the other on the back of his head and forcing his face between her inner thighs.

He would lick, lapping at her opening again and again as the pleasure coursed through her body.

In the real world, Olivia knew she had real choices to make, but she didn’t want to let go of this. It was exciting and addictive in a way she had never experienced for herself before. She wasn’t going to let it go.

After all, she could still hear his voice. And in her fantasy he would try to argue with her. Maybe he would say something like, “I deserve better than this!” It would be so sweet to hear him fight and fail. Then she could snap her fingers and issue another command, right before the compulsion made him say, “Men deserve to be owned. Men like me aren’t worthy of freedom. We shouldn’t be allowed to make our own choices. We always make the wrong ones.” He could hate every word and phrase, but she wouldn’t mind, not when Olivia had no trouble thinking of the many women who had been told to smile or who had been punished for not being friendly enough at one point or another.

Punishment.

The concept occurred to her, and then she pictured him in a different position altogether.

She thought of him collared and leashed, naked and braced against a wall with his legs spread and his ass on display. She thought about spanking him! She thought about paddling him. She thought about whipping him!

In her fantasy, she could hear those noises ricochet against her eardrums, all before he started to whimper and moan and groan and complain again. But she could do it. She could tame him.

Maybe she wouldn’t even have to only use the leash. Maybe she could employ other options as well. She was thinking about restraining him, tying him up or strapping him to her bed.

She could ride him…

Olivia had never really considered that before. Again, sex was always supposed to be some demonstration of intimacy. It was supposed to feel like something from a romance movie, dark and beautifully lit, sensual and simple.

Except this time, she was thinking about looking down into his face and seeing the fear reflected in his eyes as she braced her knees against his flanks and grabbed him by his wrists. Of course, any actual restraints would be unnecessary. She would be able to force him to voluntarily put them on as she strapped him down, binding him beneath her.

Still, part of her wanted to see him struggle. She wanted to see him fight those restraints as he jerked from side to side.

Inevitably, she would be able to take his hardened cock and use it for her own pleasure. She would be able to ride him, sliding up and down again and again as she took anything and everything she wanted from him!

In the real world, she pressed down faster, gliding her fingers up and down along her pussy. Wild ecstasy coursed through her body, pounding harder and faster with every second until she lost control!

It slipped in that next moment, consuming all of her other thoughts.

And yet, there was still that vision of this boy on his back, spread out and helpless before her.

When she finished, she was panting hard. Her face was damp, and she smiled.

She couldn’t believe it.

Seriously, she had never masturbated like that before. She had never felt that overwhelming desire to pleasure herself.

For just a second, she had to wonder whether or not someone had actually influenced her. Maybe he had utilized some secret weapon against her.

But no. Once she reached out and felt the leash, it was still there, ephemeral yet real.

Puffing out her cheek cheeks, she considered all of this. She relaxed for a little while and allowed her mind to settle.

After all, when she confronted him, she was going to need to think clearly. She could do that. She knew how to control her emotions, and so she thought about this. Most of all, she knew she was going to be alone with him. That was fine, especially because she could still feel the leash. But more than that, she knew she was going to need her sunglasses again. She smarted at the thought, shook her head, and got ready.

Olivia grabbed her stuff, and she was about to step back outside. She intended to leave her room and go find him. She was going to talk to him. She had his phone, and she could figure out what she was going to do.

With one glance back at her room, she decided she had everything she needed.

Although she could sense his location, Olivia double checked his phone. Conveniently, he had programmed in his apartment. The GPS confirmed everything she already knew.

After that, she wondered what she was going to find on his device.

As she was walking, she considered whether or not this was a violation of his privacy. It was, she decided.

Then again, she didn’t really care.

Instead, Olivia smiled to herself as a pair of realizations hit her. First, she had access to something special here. Second, all of this was happening way too freaking fast.

She found herself outside of the apartment complex where he lived, and she had her hands on her hips for just a few moments. Then she turned, and she leaned against one of the pillars. Holding onto his phone, she unlocked it again with the same password from before.

From there, she decided to check out his personal pictures.

Of course, Trevor couldn’t have known it back then, but when he took those shots, they were going to serve as a testament to the kind of guy he really was.

Olivia was seriously considering simply letting him go. Maybe she could have teased him a little bit, reminding him that he needed to be careful with his talent. Perhaps this would be her opportunity to teach him the value of empathy.

Right as that merciful choice occurred to her, she found the first shot.

There was a girl in pigtails, naked, her hands behind her back as she looked up at the camera.

Olivia quickly swiped away.

The next shot was a video.

There was that same girl.

Olivia exhaled through her teeth as she contemplated whether or not she wanted to see this. She didn’t need to watch it. She already knew she wasn’t going to like it.

As a young and progressive woman, she thought that members of her sex should be treated like people. They shouldn’t be objectified, humiliated, or degraded.

A guy like Trevor was obviously going to disagree. Again and again, she wondered whether or not she should watch this. She tried to decide if she needed this information.

No, she didn’t. At the same time, she already suspected what she was going to see. Even so, she made up her mind. As she dealt with this young man, she should know exactly what kind of guy he was. In order to do that, she had to hit the play button.

Her fingertip hovered over the screen for several seconds.

Finally, she tapped it.

“I submit to you! I submit to you because I know how a girl is supposed to relate to a man! I know that I’m just a dumb piece of meat, you have every right to use me! Take me hard and use me, however, you want! Please, give me the privilege of servicing you!”

The girl was begging, and she looked so ridiculously pathetic.

For a moment, Olivia instinctively hated her. It was a dumb reaction, when she tried to circumvent. Then again, internalized misogyny was always a problem. Then again, it was so easy for a feminist like Olivia. After all, the worst kinds of arguments were the ones she needed to have with other women.

All too often, there would be these women out in the world who would think the system was just fine. They failed to examine male privilege. They didn’t really consider the disadvantages they had faced. In many cases, these were the women who had succeeded in one way or another. Maybe she would be an executive at a company. Because she had done fairly well for herself, she assumed sexism couldn’t exist. This was the same kind of woman who would refuse to look around and notice that only two or three women had ever been hired as executives. Or Olivia would be in a class, and another student would be from a rich family. Because that girl had been given everything she wanted throughout her life, she would assume that the world was pretty great, and if anyone failed, it had to be because they weren’t working hard enough.

But now, Olivia saw that girl, and Trevor gave her the command. “Pleasure yourself before I make you suck my cock.”

That girl in the video started to touch herself. She moved her hands down along her breasts. She pinched her nipples, and then she lowered one hand to her pussy. She started to stroke herself as the camera examined her from slightly different angles. Trevor moved his device to the left, then the right and back again as he enjoyed recording her ass, her slit, her tightened stomach, and her breasts again. Not only that, he focused on her face, especially when those splashes of embarrassment ran across her features. “I’m thinking about sharing this,” he told her. “What do you think of that?”

Olivia watched this.

A different sensation started to course through her body. At first, she didn’t even notice it.

That girl was getting used. She was getting teased and tamed at the same time.

The expected irritation flashed through Olivia, but there was something else, this little hint of…desire. She didn’t understand how it could be possible, but her slit was getting wet.

Olivia pressed the tip of her tongue up against the edges of her teeth as she watched.

“No,” squeaked out the girl. “Please. Please, don’t let anyone see me like this. Please, I don’t want to be put on display! I don’t want everyone to know that I’m really a dumb slut!”

“But everyone should know. Every guy you see should have watched this video just so he can really know who and what you are.” Trevor was chuckling. “And think about it. Once this video goes online, everyone is going to be able to see it. It’s never going to go away. You’re a cute girl. Lots of people are going to want to download it and keep it for themselves.”

“No!”

“You only get your orgasm if you think about about how everyone is going to see you just like this: naked, filthy, and desperately thirsty.”

Bound by his ability, that girl opened her mouth, and she ravenously touched herself. Her fingers slid along her pussy as she stroked it again and again.

Then she started to say something else, but Olivia couldn’t take it.

She swiped across the screen.

Her face was hot, and she was breathing faster. She didn’t know if that was caused by rage or something else.

It didn’t matter.

Before she could make a decision, Olivia glanced down. Trevor’s phone began to automatically play the next clip.

This time it was a girl wearing glasses. That was all she was wearing.

She was naked, and she had her arms and legs spread. She glanced over her shoulder and the camera focused on her face for those first few seconds.

Then Trevor handed the phone off to a different girl, and she giggled. “You’re in for it now, Sophia.”

Another girl was participating…

Olivia wasn’t actually surprised, yet that irritation returned. She pursed her lips, and then she watched as he came up behind the girl in the glasses. “What did you do wrong?”

That girl, Sophia apparently, grimaced. At first, she actually radiated guilt. “I got an A on a test.”

“And?” Trevor demanded. He sounded both annoyed and condescending at the same time.

“I didn’t deserve it,” Sophia said.

“How can you tell?”

She pursed her lips, and she seemed to consider this intensely, like she couldn’t come up with a good answer right away. And then she said carefully, “I was the only one in the class who got that grade. I was the only one in the class who did that well.”

“Why is that a problem?”

“There are men in that class,” she said, making this sound like an admission of something important.

“You got a better grade than a bunch of guys? Why is that a problem?”

Sophia swallowed again. Obviously, she didn’t want to answer. She looked like she was tempted to jerk her head from side to side, tighten her eyes shut, and hide from the truth.

Right away, Olivia assumed that maybe this girl had cheated, hence her need for punishment. Instead, she had a very different answer, one she didn’t want to admit.

Trevor wasn’t going to tolerate that kind of reticence, however.

He came up behind her, grabbed her ass, his fingers tightening. Then he pulled back and he spanked her.

Olivia flinched.

He didn’t have the right to do that!

Even if that girl had cheated, he did didn’t get to become the disciplinarian. He wasn’t the one who got to make those sorts of decisions! Maybe he could have reported her to the school administration, but that was it.

Trevor smacked her ass again and again, all while he grinned. He was having so much fun as he did this. Every few seconds, he glanced back at the camera, like he just wanted to show off to the rest of the world. He needed to make it clear that he had this pretty, smart girl, and he could punish her, however he saw fit.

His hand flew down, and he struck, leaving those little pink marks all over her backside. “What did you do wrong?” Trevor finally asked her.

“I got a better grade than a bunch of men! I got a better grade, but I’m a dumb girl. I shouldn’t be able to do that! That must’ve meant the teacher paid special attention. Maybe he gave me a better grade because I’m cute!”

“That’s exactly it. A girl like you can’t earn good grades on her own. You had to cheat. Even if you didn’t do it on purpose, you cheated. Tell me you’re sorry.”

At that instant, Olivia knew exactly what this girl was going to do. She understood precisely what she would say. Obviously, she didn’t get a choice.

Not like that, this wasn’t even some kind of genuine interrogation. They weren’t trying to figure out what had happened. Instead, he was punishing this girl for being smart and working hard.

He spanked her again!

The video included several more minutes, but Olivia didn’t and couldn’t watch. She swiped over to the next scene.

In this one, Trevor stood behind a girl. Her hair was tied up in pigtails, and she looked young and cute and innocent, all at the same time. She was obviously another college student, but there was something about her heart shaped face and her full lips and her big eyes. She exuded this sweet sense of helplessness, like she really was just a doll.

Despite her facial features, she was naked, and her nipples had already hardened. Trevor was behind her, her arms were pulled behind her back leaving her even more exposed.

“I want to hear you beg for it. Beg for the chance to drop out of school. Beg for the chance to just hang out in my apartment and be here whenever I want.”

“Please. No. Please, don’t make me. Please, I worked so hard to get here!”

Olivia’s eyes widened.

There was no way he would actually wreck a girl’s academic future, just to satisfy his libido.

It wasn’t possible.

He couldn’t be that terrible of a person!

Instinctively, she went to those ideas, yet she watched, and he had his hand between her legs.

The girl with the pigtails moaned, arching her back and pushing against him. She squirmed, twisting from one side to the other, yet he had his other arm wrapped tight around her waist. She wasn’t going anywhere.

Worse, she wasn’t actually struggling or fighting.

If she had truly intended to get away, she could’ve tried to kick at his shins or his feet with her heels. Instead, she just whimpered and moaned, all because he had his hand between her legs, and his fingers continued to glide along her pussy.

She wanted this; she needed it.

Olivia stared down at the screen; bizarrely, she was rooting for that girl in the pigtails. This time, Olivia didn’t have to worry about her own frustration or exasperation. Instead, she was just thinking about that girl and how she needed to fight back.

“If you want an orgasm, you have to make it clear. you have to show me how you really feel. Telling me you’re willing to give up your education is a great way to do that.” He laughed like this was a joke, like he wasn’t actually messing with a young woman’s future.

“Please!”

He stroked her a little faster, then a little slower. He teased her, his digits, moving along her most sensitive spot as he forced her to enjoy this.

“Keep going,” he taunted her. “I know you can do it.”

She wasn’t supposed to do something like this.

Even if she looked silly with her hair in pigtails, Olivia didn’t care about that. Maybe she never would have supported that style herself, but she wasn’t going to criticize this girl for it.

“Please. Please, I will do it! Fine! I’ll do it! Just let me come. Please, just let me come!”

“Keep begging,” he commanded.

That girl groaned through her abject frustration. She was quitting and shaking with unmet desire. At the same time, he kept toying with her.

Then he jerked his hand back, and he spanked her. From there, he reached up with his free hand, grabbing onto her throat. He squeezed.

Again, Olivia experienced that twist at the base of her stomach. Her insides tightened she watched all of this.

As an activist, she had tried to engage with some of the guys online. Occasionally, someone would write something sexist or demeaning to women, and she would try to respond to them, hoping to engage them in an actual dialogue or discussion. Usually, those conversations hadn’t gone anywhere, but she still instinctively believed that most of the guys online were acting in good faith.

As she watched Trevor punishing his slave, she couldn’t believe that.

That’s what this girl was.

She looked wholesome and clean, sweet and pretty all at the same time. Even so, she was a slave. She was effectively owned, and this young man reveled in his ability to punish her because she wouldn’t satisfy his whims.

Olivia tightened her fingers into fists, and she wanted to throw a punch. She needed to make him pay for this!

Olivia didn’t look away. Instead, she kept watching.

At the moment she told herself she was waiting for his redemption. At some point, he was going to take care of this girl. Maybe Olivia would get to see that young woman, smile, giggle, or say something about how much she loved this.

Instead, he kept toying with her. He played with her naked body, teasing this young woman, and degrading her for his own satisfaction.

She kept begging. She kept asking him to release her. “Please , I can’t take this! you’re driving me crazy! I already said I’m going to do whatever you want! Please, just give it to me!”

“Not yet,” he told her, all because he was clearly excited by the prospect of making her desperate.

Despite her best efforts, Olivia still experienced that little hint of sympathy or empathy, all because he had probably been this boring guy. He was just another average college student, and maybe the girls didn’t look in his direction. He probably could have found himself a girlfriend if he had really tried. Instead, he had drawn on that strange and ephemeral beast. He had decided to wield those powers to get exactly what he wanted. Instead of making himself into a better person, he chose…this.

As he fingered her, groping and grabbing and spanking that girl, Trevor also added, “I want you to know that this is how this works. Whenever you think about me, this is what you should think about. You should think about feeling helpless. You should feel like you are property because that’s what you are. You’re just a girl, so you have to do as you’re told. This is how things work. This is how things are supposed to work!”

“That’s not true,” Olivia said to the recording, only to feel ridiculous.

Of course, he couldn’t hear her. He wasn’t going to respond. And yet, she still tightened her fingers around the edges of his device.

Apparently, he wasn’t even done. While he had one of his enslaved girls record this, he continued to toy with his favorite plaything (at that moment). “Just think about who you are. Just think about what you want. Just think about what you need.” He fingered her faster, moving his digits along her opening. Then he grabbed her breast. He toyed with her nipple, pinching and twisting.

Seriously, Olivia needed to stop this. She needed to turn off that recording.

With every moment, however, she continued to wait and watch. She learned more and more about him.

Not only that, she kept giving him that chance. She kept thinking that maybe he would recover. At some point, the empathy was supposed to kick in. He was supposed to remember that this young woman was a person, so she deserved respect!

A guy wouldn’t really treat a girl like this, especially if he genuinely liked her…

That was what Olivia wanted to believe. That was the myth she continued to cling to.

Despite that hope, despite that desperation, he kept toying with her!

“You belong to me now. You belong to me, and you’re always going to do whatever I want. Pleasing me is what counts the most, isn’t it? I’m going to tell you how to vote. I’m going to tell you what to think. And you’re always going to believe me. You’re always going to do whatever I want. It doesn’t matter if I let other girls spank you or use you. It doesn’t matter if I make you go down on them or suck on their toes. You’re going to worship them if that’s what I expect!”

That girl agreed. Frantically, she paned and promised him that she was going to do anything and everything he wanted!

She only cared about his satisfaction; she would worship him. She would give him everything he desired!

That still wasn’t enough.

“You can do better than that,” he told her.

No, she couldn’t, Olivia decided. That young woman had already made every promise she could imagine, but this man still chose to spank her. He held her by her throat and he slapped her ass, his hand swinging down in one tight arc after another. At the same time, he was laughing. He savored the way she squirmed, the noises she made, every little detail. He loved all of it!

And then he finally grabbed her by her hair and shoved her to her knees.

“Don’t stop the recording!”

He had that naked girl down on all fours, and he freed his cock before ramming it into her wet pussy.

The girl cried out. She was whimpering and moaning.

“Thank me!”

“Thank you! Thank you for using me! Thank you for owning me! Please, don’t stop! I know this is all I’m good for! I know this is why you picked me!”

Olivia wanted to throw up.

She couldn’t help it, not when she heard the desperation and eager desire in that young woman’s voice.

Of course, that wasn’t how this girl actually felt. She had been tricked or programmed or hypnotized. Without even realizing what she was doing, she could embrace that subjugation, like maybe she thought she deserved it. Or worse, he had retrained her, forcing her to believe that she actually enjoyed this…

Was that possible?

Yes. Olivia could feel it. She could sense that poisonous sharpness somewhere at the center of her being. After all, she was now the one holding the leash.

Finally, she turned off the screen. It was time to go. It was time to confront him.

He still couldn’t leave his apartment!

When he had first taken the space for himself, it had felt like a private domain and this incredible kingdom. Given enough time, he was sure he would have secured something bigger and more ostentatious. Day by day, Trevor had learned more about his abilities. He had grown more confident. At some point, he started to wonder whether or not he needed to fear the government or any of those major corporations.

But now, he felt so fucking stupid!

Sunglasses? Seriously?

Breathing hard, he stroke from one side of his living room to the other. The girls weren’t around, but he wanted to call them. He couldn’t. His girls would have been able to make him feel better. He would’ve been able to punish them for his own incompetence.

That wasn’t right or fair, but he didn’t care.

And then he heard it. There was a knock on the door, and he froze.

“Trevor, it’s me,” she said.

He didn’t want to recognize that voice. More importantly, he tried to listen intently because he hoped something had changed. He didn’t want to hear the strength or power of her words.

If someone had walked by at that moment, they probably would have assumed that Olivia was just his girlfriend or maybe a friend. Perhaps they would have glanced at her and decided that she wasn’t as attractive as some of the other girls who visited his place, so she was probably there to help him work on a project. Maybe she was a tutor or something?

As he closed his eyes, he could still feel that line of control. It was the invisible leash, and it was just as strong as before. His beast had been captured; it had been tamed, all because Trevor had rushed, and he hadn’t considered what seeing his own reflection would do.

“Open the door,” she commanded.

He tried to fight it.

Trevor had understood that this moment would come, so he concentrated. He tensed his muscles, even though they weren’t relevant. He summoned up every iota of strength and independence he possessed. He fought hard to ignore her words.

If he could just stand there and ignore the pull of the leash, then he would be able to do this. He didn’t have to envision that invisible band around his neck. He didn’t have to think of her control like a set of puppet strings around every limb, digit, muscle and ligament.

Olivia didn’t have to repeat herself. That girl didn’t even have to raise her voice. He had picked up on those words, and now he obeyed, striding across the room, reaching for the doorknob and turning it…

Before, when he had tried to step out, he had hit that invisible barrier. His muscles had locked up, freezing him in place.

That didn’t happen this time.

He opened the door, he stepped aside, and she walked past him.

Again, there was that stab of disappointment. Not only could she bend his will, but she had been smart.

She was wearing those sunglasses again.

He reached forward, hoping to lunge at her and slap the glasses off of her face. Disoriented, she wouldn’t know what was happening as he grabbed her and used his powers again!

“Don’t touch me, and don’t try to control me,” she said. “Don’t ever use your powers on me.”

The restraints tightened.

She turned to look back at him.

“Obey Olivia,” echoed inside of his head. Those sounds reverberated again and again. Unfortunately for this boy, those weren’t just random noises. These were a command, and they reshaped the foundation of his being. She altered his reflexes and instincts.

With just a few syllables, she altered the fabric of who he was…

Most of all, he knew he could feel it.

He could feel that snap of heat, that rush of warmth, and the shifting sense of who and what he was going to be.

Before this, Trevor had only ever halfheartedly wondered whether or not they had experienced something like this. He wondered what it would feel like to be subjected to the whims of another person.

…Now he knew.

“Tell me what you’re going to do,” she said.

Perhaps the order didn’t exactly make sense, but he understood what she intended, and that was good enough for that talent. Again, he tried to fight it. Again, he failed. Bowing his head down, he clutched his eyes shut but his mouth still moved. He made those sounds just as she expected because she had asked a question, so he had to respond.

She was in charge. She was in control. “I’m not going to touch you. I’m not going to try to control you. And I’m never going to use your powers on you…”

She turned away from him.

Then she said, “How did you get this apartment?”

“I convinced someone to give it to me,” he said.

“You’re not paying for it? You stole it?”

“Yes,” he told her.

In the next moment, he braced himself because she was probably going to tell him he had to give it back. After this, he would return to his dorm room. It would be small and pathetic.

“From whom?”

His brow tightened as he looked at her. “Darren Rockwell. He’s pretty rich.”

“I see.”

Staring at the floor, Trevor didn’t know what to do or say. He wasn’t sure how he was supposed to approach this young woman.

That was when he understood something. A different sensation pulsed at the base of his chest. There had been a moment when he had gone on a class trip back in high school, and there had been this one moment when he stood on the edge of a cliff. He had held onto the railing and he had known that he was safe, yet a few more inches could have changed everything. He looked down along that sharp decline, and the seemingly infinite distance below. One dumb move or stupid mistake would have…

“From now on, this is going to be my apartment,” she said.

He popped his head up.

“What? No. You can’t do that,” Trevor said.

She spun on him, moving fast enough to make her hair splash down against her shoulders before she strode over to him.

She lifted her arm, braced her forearm against his neck, and shoved him back.

Technically, he was probably stronger, but this girl caught him off guard. He didn’t know how to brace himself. Just as importantly, he didn’t really know how to fight. He couldn’t overpower her, not when she moved with that kind of perfect velocity.

He stumbled back, banged his shoulder blades against the wall, and suddenly she was right there in front of him!

“Trevor, you belong to me now. Everything you have belongs to me. I saw what you did to those girls. You’re going to make up for those mistakes and we are going to start right here and now. I have you, and you’re not going to try to mess with me. You are going to do whatever I want. As far as you’re concerned, you belong to me now.”

His breathing quickened even as he felt that pressure against his throat. He didn’t know what to do. He wasn’t sure how to respond.

For several long seconds, she breathed heavily right there in front of him, and then she stepped back. She flexed her finger several times, almost like she was trying to work the tension from her body.

And then she turned and faced him and surprised him again. “I don’t think you understand. Let’s do a quick demonstration, shall we?”

“What does that mean?”

“No talking,” she said.

Instantly, he could feel it: that invisible muzzle over his mouth. Technically, he could theoretically part his lips or even move his tongue. There was nothing to keep him from dropping or raising his jaw up and down.

And yet, he couldn’t speak.

Infuriatingly, it was just like before. He had tried to touch the doorknob and leave that apartment. He had failed. Now, out of some twisted sense of curiosity, he did his best to say something.

With her hands on her hips, that young woman watched him. At instant she seemed different. The first time he saw her, he thought she was just some boring feminist. She was one of those girls who thought she could change the world. He had intended to fix her, only now she was watching him, and she carried herself with a different kind of authority.

It was that stolen power that made him squirm as she said, “It sucks, doesn’t it? Right now, you probably have a lot to say, but you don’t get to. That’s fine. I’m not here to listen to you. I’m here to figure things out. So let’s do another test.”

Superficially, those words sounded almost professional, yet Trevor could still hear something else because it was almost familiar.

Olivia didn’t hesitate as she inclined her chin and said, “I want you to get down on your knees.”

He lowered himself to his knees.

His muscles moved automatically, complying. Unlike the girls in his harem, he understood how he was losing control. Just as bad, he knew how he had done this. He knew how it was ultimately his fault.

He had to find some other angle.

If he couldn’t look into her eyes and use his voice, then he wasn’t sure what he could do. There had to be something…

Other people…

That was going to be it.

Trevor didn’t let himself think about that. Fortunately, he couldn’t speak, and this woman seemed much more interested in focusing on her newfound talent.

She examined him for just a few seconds. Then she reached down, only her hands stopped. Olivia paused, and she seemed to consider this. She was trying to figure out exactly what she wanted.

If he had been able to speak, then maybe he could have negotiated with her. At that moment, however, it wasn’t an option.

He bit down, and then she said, “Take off your shirt.”

She blinked, apparently surprised. Maybe Olivia hadn’t intended to say something like that, but it didn’t matter because he had to follow her instructions once again.

He peeled away his shirt, revealing his shoulders, his abdomen, his flank and arms.

“Not bad,” she said. “Not great. But not bad either.” Then another idea seemed to occur to her as the corners of her mouth twitched up worried. “Do you like to work out?”

“Sometimes,” he said, suddenly able to speak. He tried to add something else, only she shook her head. Somehow, that was enough to silence him? Trevor didn’t expect that, but he had never systematically tried to understand his abilities. Then again, they were different now because he wasn’t the one trying to use them. He had no idea whether or not that would affect anything, but he still struggled against those unseen bonds as he fought free himself.

More than anything else, he told himself that he was going to do it. Once he did, he was going to make sure this girl paid.

He wanted her dressed as a maid. He wanted her down on her knees, scrubbing his floors and begging for scraps. He wanted her to look up at him, her eyes filled with adoration as she worshiped the ground he walked on. Just as importantly, he would insert that guilt deep into her psyche. She was going to feel awful for having dared challenge him.

But first, he had to break that leash. He had to free that beast.

“Tell the truth,” she said.

“No. I don’t like to exercise,” he said, frustratingly honest.

“From now on, you’re going to spend at least one hour every day at the gym, and you’re going to exercise. You’re going to do a combination of weightlifting and cardio.”

Instantly, he needed to ask that follow up question, only she didn’t give him permission to speak again. Apparently, he could answer her questions, but he couldn’t add anything new.

“Do you know why?” Olivia asked him.

“Why?” Trevor spat the word. Even as he spoke, he tried to communicate so much more. He needed this girl to understand that he was still a threat. He was going to make her pay for this, and she would regret every little game she tried to play with him.

That power was obviously intended for a man to wield. It was his, and she couldn’t steal it from him!

One way or another, he would figure this out.

That was the promise he made; that was the vow he had to keep.

“Because I want you to feel like I’m going to be judging you. I’m going to be examining you. I want you to look good for me.”

“Is this a game to you?” Trevor needed to ask.

Again, he found it that he couldn’t speak. He couldn’t force his vocal cords to vibrate!

“You don’t like that, do you? You feel like you shouldn’t be on display. But that’s what you do to the girls in your life, isn’t it? You want to make sure that every female encounter is this pretty little bauble.” Disdain hardened her stance as she stood over him. “Do you know what? I guess you should get used to that, shouldn’t you? Go ahead and strip for me. I want you completely naked.”

The moisture dissipated from his mouth as he stared up at her, his eyes going wide.

Of course, he had been naked in front of his girls before, but this was completely different, he didn’t know how to fight it. It wasn’t a choice he got to make because Olivia had given him that command.

She watched as he pulled off his pants, and now her voice took on this trilling note of amusement as she asked, “You don’t like that, do you? It’s okay. I don’t mind. You can find it as hard as you want. We both know you’re not going to be able to win, don’t we?”

“I’m not going to be able to win,” he said as she pulled on that ephemeral leash.

“Good boy,” she said.

Even as he slipped his feet from his shoes and peeled away his socks and yanked down his pants, Trevor glared at her. There was that heat of his stare, but she didn’t mind. If anything, she enjoyed the way he pouted.

Within moments, he was naked, and he didn’t know what to do.

“Let’s try something else, shall we? I’m going to ask you a few questions. And when I’m done and once you have answered, you’re going to forget everything we both said.”

Minutes went by before he asked, “What?”

“I just messed with your head,” she said. “And don’t worry about what you did. It’s okay. You don’t need to trust your memories from now on because I’m in control, aren’t I?”

One impulse filled him: he had to argue with her! He had to fight with her, proving that she wasn’t really in control, especially because of the sinking pit at the bottom of his gut. He didn’t want to believe that she could actually mess with his memories, yet he could feel it.

Several minutes had gone by. He wasn’t sure exactly how he could tell. Maybe there was some part of his brain that was acutely aware of his circadian rhythms.

But at that moment, he believed it: he had lost several minutes.

And now she was seated on his couch, her legs crossed. She was resting one hand on her knee.

At that moment, she looked like some spoiled princess. If so, he wasn’t sure what that made him.

Trevor refused to think about it. He wasn’t going to worry about it. He wasn’t going to let this girl control him!

Even as he made those silent promises to himself, he wasn’t sure how he could fight back, especially because she said, “Let’s try some more tests, shall we?” It was the same gentle phrasing from before, except he understood that he didn’t have any control here.

Trevor didn’t know how to handle those feelings.

He wasn’t patient enough for this. He didn’t have the equilibrium to handle it!

“Crawl across the room, touch your nose to that wall, and then come back and kiss my feet.”

She had already removed her shoes and socks.

“What?” Trevor ached for the opportunity to growl back at her. He wanted to snap back with something sharp and violent. He wouldn’t, of course, he couldn’t.

She wasn’t going to let him. “You have got to be joking!”

Again, he didn’t get to utter those words. Instead, they were lodged there at the back of his throat, so he had no choice.

He crawled across the floor. He scurried along on his hands and knees, his knuckles pressing into the carpet as he rushed across the room.

Then he touched his nose to the wall, he turned around, and he came up to her. As he approached, he had this new angle.

Of course, he had forced his girls to crawl on countless occasions. As far as he had been concerned, it looked cute. Besides, they were girls. They belonged down on the floor, beneath him…

This was wrong. This was sick, twisted and wrong!

Despite this role switch, there was nothing he could do about it, and now he was right in front of her feet.

“I’m going to be honest with you, Trevor. I’ve never really thought about what I would do if I had a guy in your position. But you deserve this, don’t you? Tell me you deserve it. Tell me you deserve to be punished for all of your bad behavior. It was disgusting, and now you’re going to get a taste of it.”

A taste of it…

Fresh adrenaline shot through his veins even as fear compressed his chest. Even so, Trevor tried to hold onto one possible hope.

She said that he was going to get a taste of his punishment, so maybe that meant she was just going to toy with him and let him go.

He had to believe it.

Then again, if he kept fighting, maybe she was going to get annoyed with him. And if that happened, she could continue to play with him. She could tease him and torment him for as long as she wanted.

That wasn’t true. He had to believe that wasn’t true.

Even as those questions bounced around inside of his head, Olivia leaned forward. Her eyes sparkled with a new kind of control as she said, “I’m using your power against you because I want you to stay right there. Right now, I want you to kiss my feet and tell me that I’m smarter than you. Tell me that I’m stronger than you. Tell me that you’re a foolish boy who was playing with fire.”

“You’re smart smarter than me. You’re stronger than me. I’m just a foolish boy who was playing with fire.” By her command, he told her everything she wanted to hear. At the same time, he endured every word like a lashing defeat.

Then he bowed his head down, and he kissed her feet. She wiggled her toes, but that wasn’t enough for her.

This time, he didn’t look up, yet she could feel it herself.

From a distance, he looked so normal. And yet, Olivia marveled at the kind of power this young man had wielded. She thought again and again of those recordings. She thought of those videos. He had wanted to humiliate them.

Fine. It was his turn.

And yet, she could feel that other spark.

It was something else, something that growled and thrummed through her body. She hadn’t really expected it, but now it was here, and she had him down on his knees in front of her, and she could use him.

She took a nice slow breath as he kissed her feet.

Maybe Olivia had fantasized about this kind of power before. Perhaps she had occasionally wondered what it would’ve been like to get a soft foot massage from a lover, but this was different.

It was better.

Her breathing came faster, yet she struggled to keep it under control. She didn’t want him to understand exactly what kind of impact he could have on her.

And yet, her voice was strange as she said, “Suck my toes.”

The words surprised her; they made her blink as she considered whether or not he was really going to do it.

He did. Of course he did.

He bowed his head down again as she raised her foot, and then he started to lick. He sucked. He moved his mouth along her digits, and she embraced every second of it. “Worship my feet. There’s nothing better for you than licking and sucking and nuzzling my feet.”

She leaned back, bracing her hands behind her. She closed her eyes and lifted her chin. She pushed her head against the wall, and she didn’t care about any other sensation because he was giving her exactly what she craved.

She hadn’t planned on this.

Playing with him and teasing him and maybe embarrassing him a little bit had been on her agenda, but this was completely different because he moved thoroughly and efficiently. He moved eagerly, wrapping his lips around one toe after another.

She loved it.

He hated it!

Trevor had never really admired women’s feet before. He was vaguely aware of the concept that certain models online could sell pictures of their feet or whatever. He didn’t necessarily judge other people for that preference, but it had never appealed to him. He had preferred something else: power.

Only now, he had none of it. She had all of it.

And this was what she wanted.

Worse, there was that fundamental drive deep within his psyche to do as she said. At that moment, she commanded him too enthusiastically to thoroughly lick and suck on her toes. He breathed in the aroma with the soft scent of sweat hitting his nostrils. He licked, gliding his tongue along every toe before working his way to the balls of her feet, then her heels and arches.

At several points, she giggled, but he never heard the command to stop so he had to keep going.

Revulsion crawled through his skin.

She had lovely legs and pretty feet. She had those slender toes and those high arches. She probably could’ve been a dancer, but that wasn’t the point.

This wasn’t where he belonged!

He was a young man. So many of his teachers and classmates like to complain about the patriarchy. Fine. He was a member of the patriarchy. As a patriarch, he was supposed to be in charge!

He longed for that male privilege he had once enjoyed unconsciously. And now, he wanted so much more from this girl.

But he had to serve. He couldn’t take. He had to give.

“Stop,” ordered Olivia, almost breathless.

There may have been something gratifying about seeing that look on her face, especially since her cheeks had turned a bright shade of pink now, and he actually knew how to take advantage of this.

She enjoyed that kind of attention? She savored that kind of power. Fine. It didn’t change anything.

Still, it gave him another piece of information. Trevor told himself he was going to find a way to use it!

“I didn’t think I was going to do this, but I guess I am.” She was probably talking more to herself than to him as she stood, then loosened her pants, and shimmied out of them, dropping them around her thighs, then her knees, and finally her ankles. She kicked her pants away.

He saw her, and she was almost half naked.

Then she grabbed down to her panties, and she slid them down.

He had watched as Jocelyn and Tara and Sophia had stripped for him. Whenever that happened, there had been that rush of excitement and that overwhelming sense of power and control.

Other guys had to struggle to get the girls in their lives to get naked for them. Those guys had to plead and control and behave themselves.

Trevor was never supposed to have that problem. He was supposed to be able to take whatever he wanted.

Except this time, Olivia was almost naked in front of him, yet he wasn’t the one who was in charge.

“You like seeing this, don’t you?” Olivia teased him. In spite of everything she was doing to him, he was nude, which meant she saw the way his shaft stiffened. He didn’t want to acknowledge it or believe it, yet the excitement still flashed through his body.

“Crawl over here and pull down my panties with just your teeth,” she said.

He obeyed.

He rushed forward on his hands and knees, and then he leaned up and he was so much closer to her.

Casually, she brushed her fingers through his hair, all the way down his skull and into the back of his neck.

He didn’t want to enjoy that soft caress, but then she tightened her grip, and she laughed at him.

She could toy with him. She could mess with him!

Not only that, he was still thinking about those lost minutes?

What had he told her? What had she asked? What had he done?

Trevor kept thinking about this and so much more, but then she let go of his hair and he grabbed onto the side of her panties with his teeth. He bit down and he pulled. There was that pressure against his incisors but he didn’t care. He tugged down her panties on the left side, then the right. He kept alternating. At the same time, there was something so intoxicating about this proximity.

He never would have picked Olivia as one of his favorite girls.

But now, she was in charge.

Although he tried to fight it and deny it, she owned him. For the time being, she was in control.

Finally, gravity took over, and her panties fell around her ankles. She kicked them away before she sat down and she spread her legs.

“How do you feel about this?”

Another guy (a smarter guy) would have lied. He would have taken that opportunity to look up at her and to say something compellingly believable.

Trevor still didn’t know how to serve below her. “I’m not going to do it. I’m a guy, and I don’t have to do it!”

Exactly like so many other men, he had strong feelings about this. Oral service? Oral servitude? Never! He wasn’t going to go down on a girl! Women were the ones who belonged on their knees with dicks in their mouths!

After all, this was just a fluke. It wasn’t going to last. He was going to unleash the beast, and he would have control. “Obey Olivia” would become nothing but a bad memory, one he could casually discard.

“Do it,” she ordered, and he obeyed.

He raised himself on his hands and knees right in front of her, and his cheeks brushed along her inner thighs.

“That feels good. Kiss me there,” she said. For her, it was an effortless and almost breathless order.

Even if that was just a whim for her, it became a binding dictate for Trevor.

He leaned in and he kissed her inner thighs. But then she had her hand on the back of his head and she pulled him forward. She ordered him to lick, and he obeyed.

This time, he was going to fight back! At least, that was what he told himself! He was going to find a loophole or some clever solution.

He couldn’t.

He didn’t understand if his talent had been born of magic, science, evolution, or something entirely supernatural. He didn’t know how this worked, but it didn’t matter because he couldn’t fight her!

That boy failed completely.

Worse, he served her, gliding his tongue up and down along her crevice. There was that soft, smooth skin, damp and hot at the same time. His tongue plunged in deep, and then he could feel it: her clit. There was that gently swollen button, and he pressed it. He licked her, giving her exactly what she wanted.

He was naked and down on his hands and knees.

She was utterly confident and comfortable. Even though she had taken off her pants and her panties, Olivia didn’t feel like she had given up anything. She didn’t have to feel like this was some kind of compromise.

All too often, women wanted to be different from men, but those expectations and desires never quite matched up. Maybe she craved intimacy and help. He wanted sex. This time, she could have exactly what she wanted because she didn’t have to worry about him. He didn’t get to be selfish. He couldn’t be aggressive or antagonistic.

He would just serve.

He was going down on her!

Olivia basked in the heat. She savored the flickering movements of his tongue. There was something about that rhythm. Not only that, she could brush her hand on the back of his head.

At different points, guys had tried to tease or harass her online by sending her clips of girls giving blowjobs. That was supposed to prove something. Or maybe it was supposed to be a “good example”. As a woman online, she had developed a thick skin for that kind of harassment. Just as importantly, she knew how to block and delete the immature jerks who tried those sorts of tactics on her.

They had never worked.

Except now, she started to see the appeal.

As far as she was concerned, blowjobs were still gross, and she was never going to see the appeal. There were some girls who claimed to like giving them, but Olivia was deeply skeptical.

This, however…

She had this young man, and he was down on his knees, and he continued to serve her, worshiping her body. That lust burned across her skin, growing more intense.

When Olivia first walked into that apartment, she had known she wanted to secure him and test him. She had wanted to humiliate him. Stripping him and making him crawl had been sufficient.

After that, Olivia could have left.

But she hadn’t.

She was still here, and now she rested both of her hands on the back of his head. He grumbled. He growled, frustrated and humiliated, but she didn’t care. Instead, she giggled. She couldn’t help it. There was something so intoxicating about hearing this young man make those sounds.

Then she started talking without even realizing. “You don’t like this, do you? That’s okay. You’re going to get used to it. After a while, you’re going to figure it out. After a while, you’re going to understand exactly how those girls in those videos felt. But don’t worry. I’m sure you’re going to get the chance to talk to them again. You’re going to get the opportunity to make it all up to them.”

This time, she thought she heard something closer to a whimper.

She giggled. She laughed. She just couldn’t help herself!

“I know. I know,” she said, almost consoling him. “This is really difficult for you, but that’s fine. That’s why it’s so important. Trevor, I bet you don’t really want to be a selfish bastard. I think you want to be a better person. I can help you with that. I am helping you with that!”

Olivia could have kept going.

After all, she had him, and he couldn’t break free. If anything, she could feel that psychic hold on the invisible leash, and it was growing stronger. Those links of those invisible chains had grown more powerful and thicker. They were getting more durable.

Perhaps he didn’t want to believe it, but that was fine with her. He was a boy. He could bask in his own ignorant incompetence as much as he wanted!

In the meantime, she would continue to maintain her control.

“Faster,” she said.

At once he obeyed. Just like before, he gave her exactly what she wanted.

That ecstasy coiled along her body. She could feel the tension, like this taut spring.

Olivia had enjoyed orgasms before. At least, she thought she had. She had touched her herself in the dark, but she had never…

Was she going to do it this time?

Back in high school and in some of her college classes, guys asked her out, they asked her for her number, or they suggested they go out. Sometimes, if she thought the guy was interesting, she said yes. And yet, those relationships had never gone anywhere meaningful or significant.

She had never been with a guy before.

This could be her first time.

Other girls believed that virginity was supposed to be something special and sacred, like it was supposed to be saved. As a feminist, Olivia saw the absolute nonsense of that argument. Young men went out and practically hunted for the chance to get laid. Girls, for some reason, were the ones who were supposed to be chaste and obedient. They were supposed to be quiet and wait for marriage.

And of course, there were those obnoxious double standards. If a guy could have a big body count, he was special. He was talented and charismatic. If a girl had the same body count, then a bunch of other words would have been appropriate.

Her nostrils flared, she looked down at him, but she didn’t see a college student or someone she was supposed to respect.

Instead, her mouth watered as a different word popped into her head: prey.

Right as that idea occurred to her, he licked again, gliding his tongue along the walls of her opening, and that was when the ecstasy finally exploded. The tension released, flaring out through her body. It flashed between her legs and along every inch of her skin. But it didn’t stop right there. As her heart hammered, the waves of delight and bliss ripped into her.

Then her vision started to clear. She wasn’t sure exactly how much time had passed, but she braced her palm against his forehead, and she nudged him back.

“Stop,” she said.

He was still down on his knees, and she smirked at him. “You have something you want to say, don’t you?”

“You have gotten off now,” he said, almost gritting his teeth. “That means you need to get out of here.”

Immediately, she thought about that conversation she’d had with him. Technically, that had just been another possibility, something she had been curious about. But now, she knew the truth, and she was sure he had done a good job.

“Crawl back into your bedroom, get onto the mattress, and spread your arms and legs,” she said.

“What are you going to do?” Trevor managed to ask even as he turned around and followed her instructions.

Olivia didn’t mind. If anything, there was something especially fun about hearing him growl back at her. He was like this trained animal that didn’t understand he was already in a cage. He was already trapped and helpless.

Despite everything his instincts told him, he was owned.

He raged against her leash and that accidental programming. At this point, he understood the futility. He knew that he couldn’t just break away from her control. She was in charge, and no amount of panicked denial could change that. Even so, part of him kept struggling against the reality of his situation. He continued to fight hard against that unseen control.

He had wielded it so easily and so effortlessly, except now it had been taken away. It had been stolen!

Deep down, he recognized the hypocrisy of his concerns. After all, he had known what he was doing to those girls. Occasionally, he had justified his choices, but this was different.

He was on the receiving end…

Trevor crawled through the apartment, he pushed his way through the bedroom door, and then he saw his mattress, but there was something different. He saw a black line leading up the side of the bed.

He didn’t know what that was supposed to be, yet there was still that sinking feeling at the bottom of his stomach. It spread out into his arms and legs, while he continued to crawl, and then he saw it.

At the end of one of those lines, there was a circle. It wasn’t a circle. It was a fabric shackle.

Behind him, Olivia strolled along like she was just enjoying the evening.

He climbed onto the bed, he lowered himself onto his back, and his shaft was still hard.

She didn’t say anything.

Knowing he had to confront her, he tried, “I don’t know what you think you’re going to do here, but it’s not going to work. Look, I’m sorry. Is that good enough for you? I’m sorry for everything I did.”

Olivia stopped.

Standing at the edge of the bed, she looked down at him. Her eyes narrowed and she seemed genuinely confused for a few seconds. Then she gave him a slow and almost sad shake of her head. “Do you think that’s going to do it? After everything you did, you’ll just give me a quick apology, and that’s going to be good enough?” As she asked that second question, the revulsion finally started to ripple across her voice, probably because she understood exactly what she was saying.

He did too.

Silently, he chastised himself, thinking he had to lie to her. Back in high school, he had been a decent liar; he had known how to tell his teachers what they wanted to hear. Right then, and there, it was so much harder to figure out what to do, especially since lying had been unnecessary while he had his talent.

But that was gone…That was gone, and he was at her nonexistent mercy.

“Quiet,” she said.

Just like that, she muzzled him again.

His eyes widened, but she just shook her head again. “I’m sure you have something you want to say to me. I’m sure you think it’s so important. But guess what? You’re going to learn how to be quiet. You’re going to learn how to be silent. What is it with men? Why are you all so enamored with the sounds of your own voices?”

That was when she climbed up onto the bed and she kneeled there between his legs.

Trapped by her command, he was spread out and exposed. Trevor gazed up at her. At the same time, he was trying to strategize. He wanted to figure this out.

Then she reached for the corner of the mattress, and she pulled out the restraint he had noticed before. She wrapped that fabric shackle around his right ankle. Then she repeated the process with his left.

Technically, it was completely unnecessary. That meant…

From there, Olivia leaned above him as she reached for another restraint.

Immediately, he remembered what it had been like to have two of his girls hold the third one down. There had been those moments when he wanted to see her struggle. It could have been Tara because she was supposed to be the athlete. It could’ve been Sophia since she was supposed to be so brilliantly smart. Or maybe it was going to be Jocelyn, the cute girl in his harem.

But at this point, he was the one who was strapped down, and Olivia hovered above him for a few seconds.

She ran the tip of her tongue along edges of her teeth. He stared at her.

More than that, Trevor tried to fight through her hold on his mind and body. He battled with everything he possessed, fighting hard to get the words out onto the air.

This was his talent and his ability; it was his capacity to control those around him.

Trevor closed his eyes and he started to exhale through his nostrils. He needed to focus. If he could sharpen all of his concentration, then maybe that would be enough to break that invisible hold. And after that, he would…not actually be able to do anything, he quickly realized.

She had tied him down.

Even if he had been free of her psychological control, she now had a physical one.

This wasn’t acceptable!

Despite that frustration, he couldn’t actually do anything to stop her. She had him, and she didn’t have to let him go. She had him, and she could play with him. She had him for as long as she liked.

Those facts beat down into him over and over again.

Despite his best effort, he couldn’t break free.

And now she was on top of him, and she said, “Open your eyes.”

He complied and she was right there, just a few inches away. She considered him. Her gaze slid from his hairline down to his brows, along his eyes, down his nose and to his lips.

Then she kissed him.

She pressed her mouth to his and she straddled him, her knees pressed against his sides as she enjoyed herself.

He didn’t kiss her back. Even as her tongue slipped between his lips, he refused to cooperate. He wasn’t going to indulge this girl; he refused to give her what she wanted.

Only then, she drew back, and she said, “Kiss me.” Olivia didn’t sound annoyed or offended. Instead, this was just a college girl who knew what she wanted. Just as importantly, she understood that she could make it this young man give it to her.

When she pressed her lips to his mouth, she strengthened her control over him because his lips pressed on hers, and it felt so good. Even if he tried to hate this, he couldn’t. There was that arousal pounding through his flesh, singing along his veins. His cock was hard, and the excitement refused to abate. It was right there, spiraling and spinning at the core of his being.

Then she made it even more intense for him. She extended her arm back, she brushed her fingers carefully along his scrotum, then his length.

“I’ve never been with a guy before,” she said, breaking away as she looked down at him. “I’ve kissed guys before, but that was it. Now I have you, and I can experiment as much as I want, can’t I?”

Before he had a chance to figure out whether or not he was permitted to speak, Olivia leaned down, closed her eyes, and kissed him again. There was the feel of her soft, damp lips against his mouth.

He grinned and pulled against those restraints. By this point, she had strapped down both his arms and legs. He was spread out and helpless. She didn’t even need to rely on his talent. Instead, she could just keep him right there, and he had no chance of escaping.

Then she moved her hand up from his scrotum to his length. She squeezed his cock, and he groaned. That passionate desperation vibrated all along his body. It riveted out from his core, and she pulled back a loose bang behind her ear.

“I can take my time with you,” she said.

His eyes stayed open wide.

Something about his expression must’ve made her laugh because she asked, “What is it, Trevor?”

Instantly, her compulsion dissipated, allowing the invisible muzzle to evaporate.

“Just get it over with,” he said.

“Why? I can take my time,” she answered. “I can do whatever I want with you.” Emphasizing that point, she scratched at his chest. By then, she had sat up, and now her nails slid from his shoulders to his chest then down along his flank. “I can do whatever I want with you. I can have as much fun as I want, and you can’t stop me. But if you want, you can struggle.”

At first, he told himself that he wasn’t going to give her that satisfaction. He wouldn’t allow this girl to see him squirm or fight, only to fail.

Only then, she said, “Struggle.”

Because it was a command, he had to obey. Because she had issued it, he had to do exactly what she wished. He satisfied her desires as he jerked against those bonds, pulling in twisting, fighting hard. He yanked, tugging on his right wrist, then his left. He pulled against those fabric restraints, and the material stretched, but that wasn’t good enough.

His heart started beating faster.

“You can do a lot better than that,” she said.” We haven’t even started to talk about your punishment yet. Come on. Don’t disappoint me, Trevor.”

She wasn’t supposed to be able to send that jolt of fear running down his spine, but he looked up at her, and he saw the certainty written across her face. This young woman knew what she wanted. More importantly, she knew she could get it, and he wouldn’t be able to fight her. He would never be able to stop her.

He tried twice as hard.

He fought! He battled with as much strength as he could muster. He pumped his arms and legs as he thrashed on the bed, making it vibrate and shutter beneath both of them.

It still wasn’t enough!

“Stop,” she said.

Immediately, his muscles relaxed. She put her hand over his heart and she chuckled. “That was a good effort,” she said. “But it wasn’t good enough, so you’re going to give me another orgasm, and maybe I’m going to touch you. Or maybe I’m just going to make you squirm before I make up my mind.”

“About what?”

“Your cock and the future of your pleasure,” she said.

Something about the way she spoke made it abundantly clear that she already knew exactly what she was going to do.

He shook his head, but it didn’t matter. This girl had already made up her mind. She started touching him. She slid her fingers along his shaft. She made sure that he wiggled. He tried not to give in, yet he still entertained her. He had no choice. He couldn’t stop it! He couldn’t stop himself!

That girl was just toying with him; she was playing with him.

At first, the arousal felt like sparks. Of course, she had ignited something within him, yet now it became almost unstoppable. That inferno blazed all along his body. His breathing sharpened, and he did his best to get himself under control.

She squeezed him.

“I’ve never really played with a boy before, “Olivia confessed.” It’s a lot easier than I would have expected.”

He glared up at her. He stared with all of the intensity he could muster, but this girl wasn’t intimidated.

If anything, she enjoyed the way he tried to scare her.

“Beg,” she ordered.

“Please. Please, don’t stop. Please, that feels so good. Please, just let me finish! Please, I can’t take this!” His eyes widened again, and he arched his back as he bucked his hips up, straining to get into that right position. If he could just enjoy that hint of pressure at the right spot, his cock would have throbbed, and he could have blown his load right there. He would have felt the wild rush of joy as it gripped him. One splash after another.

Trevor wouldn’t have cared about how it looked or what it meant.

With casual cruelty, she withdrew her touch.

“What are you doing?” Trevor panted.

That beautiful girl poised above him grin, “Whatever I want.” Then she reached down again, and she almost touched him. By this point, he had jerked his head up and he pressed his chin to his chest as he stared down along the contours of his torso.

Her fingers came close and the anticipation rushed along his flesh.

She didn’t make contact. She didn’t touch him.

“I’m sorry,” she said with mock confusion. “Is this driving you crazy?”

Trevor needed to tell her no. He had to tell this young woman that he didn’t care about what she did. He was in control of himself, and he could deny that longing that seemed to permeate every inch of his frame. His muscles tightened, and his fingers clutched, and he threw his head back down, only then she gave it to him!

There was a soft caress, followed by that tantalizing squeeze. The pressure was almost enough.

“Almost” quickly became the worst kind of torture for this young man.

“You did this to one of your girls, didn’t you? You just touched her again and again and made her beg. What did you tell her to say? That her education didn’t matter? That she was dumb? Was that it?”

“I don’t know! I don’t remember!” That was the wrong thing for Trevor to say.

Immediately, she drew her hands back.

Seething with fresh frustration, he jerked his head up, and he couldn’t help himself. He stopped thinking.

Olivia watched him, and she could almost predict exactly what he was going to say. After all, she was a young woman. Despite her beliefs as a feminist, she understood that evil fear so many young women experienced around men. Even if she argued for equality and fairness, she understood that guys had a physical advantage. She didn’t believe men were actually smarter, but they were stronger. They were generally taller and broader. They have those muscles that seemed designed to give them the worst kind of advantage. It made her think of one of her biology professors. That wasn’t exactly Olivia’s focus when it came to her studies, but she recalled the salient point, “When it comes to evolution, you should not personify or anthropomorphize the process. This isn’t about what nature wants or needs or anything along those lines. Nature is just a set of impersonal processes. If one animal survives, it’s based on a series of randomized, genetic mutations that happened to allow it to continue to breed. There is no logic. There is no aim. There might be individual desire, but when we talk about these large populations, it isn’t like one has been chosen over another.” Some of her classmates hadn’t understood. Others had argued for one reason or another.

But now, Sophia looked down at him, and she smiled because his strength didn’t matter. For one reason or another, evolution had given him more than just his talent. He had the ability to grab her and hold her down. Or at least, that would have been a possibility.

A little tickle of fear spread through her chest. For just a moment, Olivia imagined him breaking free from those restraints, reaching out, grabbing her, and maybe even being able to get his hand over her mouth. If he did that, she wouldn’t be able to speak. If she couldn’t speak, she couldn’t give him the commands.

“You’re never going to touch me without permission,” she said “you’re never going to stop me from speaking. If you see someone else is trying to keep me from speaking, you will fight them for me. You will make sure, by doing everything in your power, that I can talk whenever I want to.”

Frustration played across his faces, his lips pulled back, revealing even more of his teeth. He snarled at her and Olivia laughed!

She couldn’t help it, not when she understood exactly what he had been thinking.

On the one hand, she had complete control over him. On the other, he must’ve been fighting hard to think of different ways he could resist her.

That was why she leaned down, and she said, “I’m keeping you, Trevor. I’m keeping you, and I’m going to have a lot of fun training you.” At that moment, she understood what she wanted and needed.

When she had first walked in here, she had seriously considered simply punishing him. But now, there was another possibility, one that excited her far more. She could feel that thrill just below her belly. There was that tingling along her inner thighs, and fresh heat right between her legs.

In the meantime, however, she decided to make him feel it again: helpless.

She wanted him to soak in it. That sense of powerlessness needed to consume him.

So she touched him again and again, gliding her fingers along his length. She squeezed him, wrapping her digits around his cock before moving her hand up and down.

Olivia didn’t know a lot about male biology or psychology, but this seemed easy enough. Maybe it was because of their link; maybe she had an intuitive grasp of what he craved.

If so, she was going to use that information. After all, there was something so fun about seeing that look of desperation play across his face. He wanted this. He needed it. He was fighting for it, but he couldn’t get it.

Over and over again, his muscles strained as he yanked and twisted, thrashed and kicked and tried to punch his way free. Remarkably, those restraints held him down.

“You bought these for a girl, didn’t you?” Olivia finally asked him.

He bit down. He was trying not to answer.

“Tell me the truth.”

Her command broke him, shattering his defiance. For a few seconds there, he got to enjoy that privilege of holding out. But now it was gone, and there was nothing he could do. His mouth started moving and his throat vibrated as he surrendered to this young woman.

“Yes, I bought these for a girl. I bought these for a couple of my girls.”

“That’s right,” she said. “You built yourself a little harem, didn’t you?” Her bottom lip hardened as she considered that. More importantly, she remembered the videos. “I guess it’s a good thing you bought them, isn’t it? This is where you belong, isn’t it? Say it. Tell me that you are a stupid boy who needs to be tied down. Tell me that you’re not smart enough to make your own decisions. Tell me you deserve to be disciplined for everything you did. You want to make it up to us, don’t you?”

Us?

He didn’t know what that meant, only he didn’t have the opportunity to respond. He wasn’t going to get to talk about anything he wanted. His perspective and opinions had been rendered irrelevant. After all, his throat clenched as he felt her psychic pull on that leash. She used his stolen talent to compel him.

No matter how hard he fought it, Trevor couldn’t win. Maybe there was that growling frustration at the edge of his voice, yet he still called out to her, “it’s a good thing I bought them. This is where I belong. I’m just a stupid boy who needs to be tied down!”

He tried to revolt against those words. He fought so hard to rebel and resist. Despite his best efforts, his mouth kept moving. “I’m not smart enough to make my own decisions. I, I need to be disciplined for everything I did. I want to make it up to you!”

That was the moment when she slid forward. She stopped touching his shaft. Even if that longing and anticipation continued to pump through his body, it changed nothing, not when she positioned herself above him.

He opened his eyes just in time to watch as her pubis came down. Then her sex was braced against his lips as she pushed her palms to the wall. She was seated on his face, her legs spread.

He breathed in the aroma of her arousal.

It was familiar even if he hated it.

Right away, he was thinking about what this meant.

He understood, but it didn’t matter.

Olivia gave him a few seconds to start licking on his own. When he refused to cooperate, she said, “Serve me.”

Once again, he tried to fight it. Again, he failed!

The compulsion gripped him, so he raised his head, and he serviced this girl.

For her part, she lost herself to the sensations almost immediately. Of course, it wasn’t just the incredible physicality. All at once, she understood exactly why he had ordered one of his girls to purchase those restraints. There was something utterly delectable about having him trapped beneath her.

If anything, it was better for Olivia.

When he tied down a girl, it probably felt like some kind of accomplishment. He had captured his trophy, and now that young woman would service him. For her, she had this powerful specimen.

She had captured this animal, and now he was spread out and helpless before her.

Understanding this, she rode his face. She used him, claiming everything she wanted. At the same time, he still licked, using everything he had learned from his previous opportunity.

She smiled. She bowed her head forward, and that grin curved along her lips, even as her hair formed a curtain around her face.

Then she told him, “I love having you like this. I love knowing I can get whatever I want. I can keep you like this for as long as I want. I mean, it’s not like you were going to develop a conscience at some point, were you? I bet you wanted to keep those girls until you got bored of them. And what would have happened after that?” She shook her head. “Don’t worry, Trevor. I’m not going to throw you away. I’m not going to toss you aside. I’m going to keep you busy for a very long time!” She laughed, but then she didn’t get the chance to say anything else because the orgasm raced across her body. It danced between her nerves, singing out! The ecstasy flared all along her flesh, making her cry out. Her muscles tensed and then she finally threw herself back.

Then she looked down at his erection.

It was just as rigid as before.

As her mouth watered, she grabbed him. She adjusted his angle, and then she lowered herself down, inch by inch until she could feel the tip of his shaft against her opening.

She looked down into his eyes.

“Don’t come.”

For a second, he couldn’t comprehend that order. After all, she wasn’t going anywhere. He obviously wasn’t allowed to leave on his own. So what does that mean?

And then she mounted him completely, and his thoughts locked into place. He finally figured it out!

No…

Trevor didn’t want to believe it. He didn’t and couldn’t accept it, only now she lowered herself down, and he jerked up to her. He pushed his hips forward, straining against the pressure and solidity of her body.

Immediately, he should have been able to climax.

After all of the teasing he had endured, he was ready. His balls ached and there was that rush of satisfaction just waiting for him.

His mouth opened wide, and he sucked down a breath, only he couldn’t get it. He couldn’t get to that point. He couldn’t finish! He needed to! He wanted this so badly! He was supposed to get it!

His time with his other girls had completely wrecked his endurance. After all, he could have as much fun as he wanted with those girls. He had taught them how to please him.

This time, however, Trevor wasn’t in control. A young woman was now on top of him and she rode him. Worse, she was using him.

She treated him like he was nothing but a sex toy. He became a living dildo as she slid forward, then back, up and down again and again. She turned his manhood into a joystick, one only she could play with!

He opened his mouth and started talking.

“Quiet,” she ordered. Only seconds later, she growled, those primal sounds vibrating through her body. “Fuck…” she moaned.

At various points, Olivia had talked to some of her feminist, friends. Occasionally, they liked to go on and on about how much they enjoyed sex. Olivia had never really believed them. In fact, she had secretly wondered whether or not that was just a surreptitious way for those women to secretly surrender to the patriarchy.

Except now, she was on the receiving end of this incredible pleasure!  That heat and perfect completion flashed through her!

Then she was done and slowed down.

“I’m going to finish with you,” she said. “I’m curious, and I want to know exactly how it’s going to be when you get to enjoy this as much as I have. But next time, it’s going to be so much harder for you. Yes, it will. After all, I want you to forget this next part. Can you do that for me? Can you forget this next part? Yes, you can.” Olivia asked and answered those questions.

And then there was just blank.

He blanked, and she was bouncing up and down along his shaft again, sliding along his member with the deliciously tight contours of her pussy squeezing against him.

His heart was pounding, and every heavy breath brought another rush of anticipatory excitement. He wanted this. He needed it!

His fingers tightened into fists as she rode him. Trevor probably wanted to ask what she had just done.

Clearly, she had talked to him. She had implanted commands deep within his psyche, but she had told him to forget about them.

Perhaps he hadn’t even really forgotten about them. Rather, he just couldn’t think about them. At any given moment an individual could only be conscious of so many desires and drives. The human mind allowed an individual to shove aside other ideas and concepts. Someone might hold onto a memory for decades before remembering it again. They could forget what they actually knew…

“Now!”

He groaned and surrendered to those impulses as he arched his back, jerked up into her, thrusting hard. At the same time, there was that throbbing rush of ecstasy. This felt so good! This felt so perfect!

Then she drew away, she leaned down and she said, “Don’t worry. You can sleep on the floor.”

That night, he slept on the floor at the foot of her bed. He was naked and curled up into a tight little ball. He rested his cheek against his palm, and he tried to come up with something good. He did his best to strategize.

Despite those efforts, she asked him just a little while later if he was still awake.

“Yes,” he said, not trusting himself to speak another word.

“Go to sleep.”

Just like that, he closed his eyes, and he fell into the relaxed oblivion of sleep.

The next morning, Olivia decided to be kind. When she woke up, she saw her boy down on the floor, naked and curled up. He actually looked pretty cute. He reminded her of a dog.

For a moment there, she smiled. The relationship between animals and humans could always be so fraud, especially because people would work hard to “tame” a creature, sometimes overestimating exactly how much control they really had. After all, any animal could potentially turn and decide to fight back at some random moment.

She had had to be careful.

Olivia nodded to herself as she considered that point. In the meantime, however, she also had a responsibility to him.

When she had first arrived last night, she hadn’t wondered whether or not she was going to fix him and leave. Theoretically, she could have booked into his eyes and spoken those words, commanding him to simply follow her instructions for the rest of his life. She could have taken that strange talent of his and locked it down with a command like, “Never use your ability ever again.”

Of course, if she had done something like that, she would have lost her ability to control him as well. Strictly speaking, this wasn’t her power. Even if she could use him, she couldn’t actually control other people on her own. Not only that, he had been the one who accidentally leashed himself.

Olivia smiled. Part of her wanted to just laugh at this entire concept. Only a few days ago, she had been a regular girl at this regular school worrying about traditional politics.

But now, everything was different.

If she locked away his ability, she wouldn’t be able to use it.

Again and again she came back to that fact.

Online, she sometimes wandered around different forums and saw random discussions. Like so many others, she would pass her time talking about which superpower she might want if she ever had the opportunity to get them. Really, these were just hypothetical discussions and an easy way to waste some time. One of the more common questions that arose was what kind of superpower she might want.

Now she had a super power.

That morning, Olivia left him after tossing a blanket over the sleeping boy. Then she headed back toward the administration building. While there, she filled out the form to request a new dorm room. She used his phone, checked his account, and made the appropriate deposit.

He wasn’t going to need that apartment; it was going to be hers now.

Olivia grinned. After that, she headed back to class to deal with the regular details of her life.

In the meantime, he was going to wake up, and he was going to experience a new requirement.

When Trevor opened his eyes, he could feel the soft weight of the blanket around him. He didn’t want to get up, only then he could feel the soft carpet underneath him. It was a lot rougher than his usual sheets. Before his memories really came back, he stretched up one arm and he expected to find a girl there: Jocelyn, Tara, or Sophia.

At that moment, he didn’t care which of his girls he could play with. He just wanted to grab her, pull her clothes off and remind himself that he was in control.

But he wasn’t in control…

Trevor blinked, sat up, and realized that he was on the floor. He rubbed his eyes and reluctantly stretched his arms behind his back.

For a few more seconds, he tried to hold back those memories because he didn’t want to acknowledge them. Most of all, he didn’t want to believe them.

Since he was hungry, he got dressed and headed into the kitchen. There, he found some snacks that Sophia had left for him.

He ate, brushed his teeth and washed his face. At the same time, he started to think about her: Olivia.

“Obey Olivia,” he heard inside of his head. Those infuriating words seemed to reverberate along his eardrums again and again. He knew that his apartment was effectively silent, but then he came back into his bedroom and he saw the sheets.

Someone else had slept in his bed last night.

Olivia.

And she had…

All at once he grabbed his wallet and his keys, and he left the apartment. He headed out into the parking lot, and he got into his car.

From there, he started driving.

On some level, he knew exactly where he was going. He didn’t even make any mistakes. He had seen this shop on countless occasions, but now he walked in, and then he saw the girl behind the counter. She was cute. She had dark brown hair with a streak of bright pink. She asked him if he needed anything.

He shook his head and said no.

Then he walked around the store, and he started to pick out these different items, one after another.

He made those purchases. They cost several hundred dollars.

Distantly, he looked down and he saw them, but he couldn’t stop himself. Not only that, he understood that so much of this gear was intended for him…

Before this, he had brought his girls to the sex shop, and he always enjoyed having them try on different outfits. Occasionally, he liked to see the way they grinned or how the embarrassment flashed across their features. Jocelyn, in particular, was supposed to be a good girl.

Not only that, Sophia always wanted to be so modest.

For a moment, he started to wonder whether or not he could use those girls to get out of this somehow.

Too late, he finished making the purchase. That young woman bagged everything, and then he carried the package out to his car. He put it in his back seat and he returned to his apartment. Once there, he closed and locked the door behind him. He had the black bag, and he carried it into his bedroom.

He took most of the items and put them in the closet.

Then he retrieved one. When he saw it, he looked down.

This was what it was like to be programmed. This was how it felt. His arms and legs moved on their own.

He stripped naked, pulling off every article of clothing, and then he returned to the bag. He pulled out the small box, and he looked down at the picture. He saw a smiling woman on one side with a muscular man on the other.

On the front of the box, there was a picture of a curved, metallic tube. He saw the small opening, and he knew exactly what it looked like…

Trevor hated this idea, but he was going to do it anyway.

He opened the box, removed the different pieces, and he even reviewed the instructions. Then he brought that ring up underneath his scrotum, he took that metallic tube and he slid it along his shaft. From there, he took the other pieces and he connected them. He secured the ring to the tube, and then he lifted up the lock.

Within seconds, it was on. He pressed it down, and he heard that sound.

Click.

The moisture drained away from his mouth as he thought about this. His chest tightened, and he quickly looked around.

Maybe there were other programs and commands hidden away in his psyche, but he didn’t allow himself to think about them. Or it was possible that she didn’t want him thinking about them. He could theoretically know exactly what he was going to do, but if he couldn’t remember about that, it didn’t seem like that would count.

His nostrils flared, and he looked down. There was that strange, alien weight tugging against his genitals.

“What, what is this?” Trevor asked no one in particular. He hated the way his voice trembled, but he was alone.

He turned toward his mirror, and then he saw his naked frame.

He was in a dorm, his slim body on display, only now his hands moved down to that strange piece of equipment between his legs.

He brushed his fingers along the ring that stretched underneath his balls. Next, he brought his hand up to the tube.

He had taken his girls to that sex shop. He had specifically gone there to buy this item.

And then he remembered exactly what Olivia had told him. “Go to the shop and buy a chastity cage. Come back to your apartment, and put it on.”

He had done it.

He was wearing it.

“Screw this,” he growled out to the universe. Then he grabbed the key, he picked it up, and he tried to slide it into the lock.

At the last second, his hand stopped.

All at once, he remembered another command at that girl had given him, “Once you’re wearing your chastity cage, you won’t be able to take it off. You won’t even be able to slide the key into the lock.” She had purred those orders into his ear before telling him he had to forget all about this until the time was right.

Apparently, this was the correct time. He took that key and he lifted it up and he stared at it. It was almost like he wanted to frighten or intimidate that little chunk of metal.

Thinking that it may not be an issue if he moved fast enough, Trevor brought the key down, and he tried to slide it right into that opening so he could turn it, pop the lock open, and remove the different parts of the cock cage.

His hand stopped at the last instant.

Reluctantly, he started to think about his girls and how often they have been in a position just like this.

Then he decided that he didn’t care. They were girls, and they were vulnerable.

He was the one who had the beast. He was the one who had been born with this talent. He had this natural inclination, so it was his right to use. If anything, it was his destiny!

None of that changed what was going to happen next.

He pulled on some underwear and pants. Then he threw himself down on his bed. He rolled onto his side, and he breathed in. He caught the aroma of Olivia‘s shampoo. Or maybe it was some kind of perfume she wore.

He didn’t know one way or the other, but he decided that he didn’t really care.

He rolled onto his back, and then he looked up at the ceiling. She had been here. This bed had been warm with her body heat.

Trevor shook his head from side to side. That girl was a threat. She was incredibly dangerous. He didn’t even know what other kinds of commands she had given him.

He knew for certain that he couldn’t actually try to break her hold, nor could he influence her directly. No matter how hard he tried, he wouldn’t be able to look into her eyes or whisper into her ears and compel her. That talent had been walled off, at least as far as she was concerned.

But what about indirectly?

Trevor sat up, and he ran his fingers through his hair. Then he closed his eyes, and he nodded to himself. Actually, this might work…

Olivia was leaving another class, and she still marveled at the new dichotomy that dominated her life. Earlier in her academic career, she remembered some of her classmates talking about how it was strange to work and be a student at the same time. The rules were simply different…

And now, she faced the same kind of duality. In class, she raised her hand, and she answered questions. She took notes, and she tried to learn as much as she could about the War of 1812 before her professor was going to move on.

And then she left, and as she was walking through the hall, she was thinking about the boy she had left sleeping at the foot of her bed.

That was her bed now…

Olivia smiled to herself. Then she reached down, and she pulled out her phone, but this wasn’t her phone.

It was his. She had two phones now, all because he belonged to her.

At one point, Olivia stopped in the middle of the hallway between the different classrooms, all because she wasn’t sure what that was really going to mean. Not only that, she questioned herself.

Was she really going to keep him? Did she intend to enslave him?

“He deserves it,” she said.

“Hey, Olivia?”

Olivia turned back, and she saw this girl with pale brown hair. She wore tight jeans, a T-shirt, and jacket with a fuzzy liner.

“Yeah?”

“You’re in my Bio 10 class. Anyway, I’m getting some people together for a study night and pizza party. I was hoping maybe you would be able to join us?”

“Really?” 

“Yeah,” said the girl. “I mean, I’ve seen your notes and the way you answer the professors’ questions. You would be a huge help! Besides, I’ve always thought you had a really cool sense of style. Maybe we could hang out some more?”

“That, that sounds like fun,” Olivia said.

That other girl turned around and walked away.

For her part, Olivia smiled. There was that huge grin that just curved along her mouth. She had tried to fight it, but she couldn’t. Like so many young women, she could claim that she didn’t care about popularity, or whatever, but Trevor had known the truth, and now he could use it against her.

He needed to blow off some steam, so he opened his apartment door and he told himself that he was going to be able to figure this out. He exhaled, and he promised himself that he would be able to tear through her influence. He wasn’t going to let that girl control him. She wasn’t going to be able to own him!

When he bit down, clutching his jaw, he started to worry that the tension would actually cause some damage, but then he stepped out into the hallway.

It had been easy.

This time he didn’t face any kind of unseen barrier or unconscious programming.

Once again, he could leave.

On campus, he asked around, and he tried to figure out which of the girls were most popular. Then he figured out which of them actually had classes with Olivia. It only took a few minutes, especially when all of the girls were so eager to help.

Using his talent once again felt incredible.

He couldn’t use them to attack her, but he could distract Olivia. Over about an hour, he figured out exactly how these girls interacted and how they knew one another. Then he gave them a simple directive.

They all wanted to hang out with Olivia. They all wanted to be her friend. They wanted to impress her and keep her happy.

Most of all, they wanted to distract her.

Once he finished, he walked away. He wished he would be able to watch to see how all of those interactions would go down, but he didn’t even have his phone. Whether he liked it or not, he didn’t dare go close to Olivia.

At that moment, distance was probably his best defense.

“Hi there,” said a girl.

He turned around and saw that it was Sophia. She was just a few feet away in that corridor, and she held her hands demurely in front of her waist. She was swaying gently from side to side, and she wore a purple, plaid skirt with a white blouse.

For just a second, he was thinking about that girl and everything she could do. Instantly, the excitement flared through his body, and he could feel that tension right between his legs as his shaft expanded, only to find the boundaries of his cage.

The chastity cage…

Right away, he flinched, infuriated.

“What’s wrong?” Sophia asked as she slipped closer. By this point, she had been completely programmed. She knew that she was in love with this man. Most of all, she understood that it was her responsibility to make him feel good! If anything, her life couldn’t be complete unless she was down on her knees in front of him or on her back beneath him. She wanted him to enjoy himself. As a man, that was his right. As a girl, it was her duty to please him! She had to serve and submit. She had to worship him! He, he was so much stronger and smarter than she could ever be, which meant she had to be grateful for everything he did. (Earlier, she had tried to resist those ideas for some reason. At this point, she knew that it was just a waste of effort, so she allowed that stream of understanding to stretch through her pretty head.)

“Let’s go back to my place,” he said.

“Yes, please!”

He grabbed this girl by her hand, and he took her right back to his place.

He slammed the door shut behind her, and then he grabbed her, kissing her hard. He pressed his mouth against her, his tongue sliding along the edges of her teeth as she gave him everything.

Of course, fresh arousal pounded through his body, surging all along his skin.

As college students, they both had other obligations, but she couldn’t care about anything other than his libido, and this boy wasn’t thinking clearly anyway.

“Into the bedroom,” he said quickly.

He rushed forward, still holding onto her hand. Then he looked down, right there at the nightstand, and he saw it: the key.

Trevor knew exactly what he needed to say. The words were right there, on the edges of his lips, “I want you to take this key and use it on the cage I’m wearing. You need to take it off of me right now.”

In fact, Trevor was already rushing to loosen his pants and yank them down.

The words failed to form.

Instead, he spoke to this girl, but he said something completely different. “I’m giving you this key. You’re going to hold onto it, you’re not going to give it back to me, not even if I ask for it.”

“Really?” asked Sophia. But then she shrugged. “Okay.” as far as that girl was concerned, he was in charge, and that was what he commanded, so she took the key, and he searched for the words.

He had to contradict himself. He had to tell her that he was mistaken.

For some reason, he couldn’t do it! Almost instantly, he recognized the truth. It wasn’t some random glitch deep within his brain. Instead, this was a programmed compulsion.

That girl had the key and she looked right at him.

He stared back at her, his chest, pumping as he tried to figure out what he could do.

Nothing, Trevor quickly concluded.

This girl was right there, and she was willing to serve him. She was willing to give him whatever he desired.

He was about to dismiss her, but then he could hear Olivia‘s next order inside of his head. “I want to go down on you.”

That wasn’t true!

Behind his eyes, between his ears, and within the depth of his psyche, he hated this because it wasn’t true! He didn’t want to go down on this girl! He didn’t want to serve her!

Sophia blinked. She adjusted her glasses. “Really?” At first, she sounded adorably uncertain, like she couldn’t believe him.

Then again, that made sense. He had teased her and hunted her before. He had played with her, offering sex, or some other reward, only to withdraw it, especially if one of the other girls in his harem managed to do something particularly clever or attractive.

Again, the pre-programmed words jumped from his mouth. “I want to go down on you. I want to go down on you because you have worked hard, and you deserve this.”

She giggled. She glanced around. Then she slipped her feet from her shoes, and she yanked down her tights, and she pulled off her panties.

“Where would you like me?”

“Just sit on the edge of the bed,” he said. The complexity of these orders as they played out shocked him, but he had to wonder whether or not that girl had just told him to humiliate himself in front of this girl.

If so, it was working.

Though she still seemed uncertain, Sophia sat down on the edge of the bed, she spread her legs, and she gingerly lifted up her skirt, exposing her sex.

Then he dropped to his knees, and he looked up at her.

This wasn’t how it was supposed to work. Their roles were reversed and it wasn’t right. He was supposed to be in charge. He was supposed to be able to take command because that was how the universe was supposed to function!

Instead, he looked up at her, and he said the worst part next. “Thank you for this privilege.”

It wasn’t a privilege. He was a man. She was supposed to be the one who served him!

In fact, Trevor had never really been surprised that he was the one to wield this talent. It seemed natural. Women loved to complain about male privilege, one of which was the natural inclination to take risks, to strive, to push ahead and to win. Women may have been more conservative or whatever, but that just meant that they weren’t bold enough or brave enough to really strike out and leave their marks upon the world.

With his ability, he was going to be able to do anything…

…Even now, despite everything, Trevor refused to let go of that idea. He wasn’t going to succumb. He wasn’t going to surrender! That dumb little feminist thought she could make him do whatever she wanted, but he was going to prove himself.

In the meantime, he tried to fight.

It wasn’t just the fact that he was about to go down on a different girl.

It was Sophia.

She was supposed to be smart. She was supposed to have these amazing grades, but he had taught her the truth. He had shown her that she wasn’t going to get ahead based off of her intellect. Instead, it was going to be her obedience and her dedication to a man that would allow her to be successful over the course of her life.

Girls didn’t need to do math or engineering. They weren’t supposed to be reading or thinking for themselves. They just had to follow. They had to surrender and submit. Whether it was a religious or secular justification, Trevor didn’t care. As long as men were in charge, the world was working properly.

Only now, that girl was leaning back, and her knees were parted, and he stretched forward. He pressed his mouth up against her sex, and he started to lick!

For the next few days, Olivia was busy.

Every time she went to a new class meeting, it seemed like there were young women there who wanted to talk to her. They were interested in everything she had to say. At first, Olivia was skeptical. She wasn’t sure exactly what was happening, but then they started talking, and those girls expressed something very important: regret.

They were talking about how they should have listened to her. They were discussing how the patriarchy was a genuine threat. Only a few days before this, these young women would have laughed, insisting that they didn’t care about gender politics. In fact, they didn’t care about politics at all. They just wanted to giggle and laugh and have fun. They just wanted to party and have sex. They wanted to figure out the best friends for their makeup and outfits. Pleasing the guys around them had been their only real goal.

But now, they were listening to everything Olivia had to say. She made points about the patriarchy, male privilege, and the unfairness upon which society had been built. She talked about systemic oppression, internalized misogyny, and a variety of other issues as she tried to make them more aware of social justice, and how much better she honestly believed the world could be.

Little by little, she built this core of young women who were listening to her.

Olivia understood that it was superficial and she never tried to become an activist in order to get attention, but it still felt good. After all, they were paying attention to her. They were laughing at her jokes, nodding along and listening intently.

When they invited her to parties, she was originally reluctant, but then she started accepting. And even there, when there were guys and girls drinking and partying and flirting, Olivia still brought up her ideological beliefs and people kept listening. A few got bored. They wandered off. But so many seemed to be truly intrigued by everything she had to say.

After months and years of feeling like no one cared about these vital issues, Olivia started to hope. She truly believed the world could become a better place.

And in the meantime, Trevor kept working.

He stared into his reflection, he focused on his own eyes, and he did his best to break that leash.

It should’ve been easy. It should have been simple.

Her will persisted.

If anything, the chain of links of his beast’s leash seemed to grow stronger each day!

Trevor didn’t know how that was possible. He couldn’t explain any of this, but it didn’t matter. He continued to try, day by day. Not only that, he did his best to program those on campus. He couldn’t ask anyone to grab Olivia or tie her down or gag her, but he could still keep her distracted. Each day, he added a few more people to her clique.

Guys and girls were suddenly so interested in her. They fawned over her, insisting that she was smart and funny and that she was right about everything she said.

Realistically, however, he knew that this was only going to give him a little bit of time.

Although he still didn’t have his phone, Trevor made a point of visiting the school library. He sat down, logged in, and started to research. He did his best to figure this out.

Despite his best efforts, he failed completely and utterly. Just like before, there were lots of websites and social groups dedicated to hypnosis, mind control, psychic phenomena, and so much more.

None of it was useful; none of it was verifiable.

Worse, he would start to read something, thinking maybe it would lead to a real scientist or expert, only to discover within a few more minutes that the influencer in question was just trying to sell another class, special crystals, magnetic, motherboards, or some other nonsensical item.

Again, and again, he ran his fingers through his hair, tightened his palms against the sides of his skull, and grimaced with exasperation.

Occasionally, the librarian stopped by to check on him, asking if he needed any help.

At one point, he said, yes. He asked for assistance, and she helped him navigate the paranormal section. Yes, their college actually had one of those in the library.

This was infuriating! He scanned through those books, and he kept hoping to find something good or useful.

None of it was relevant, not to him.

Even as he tried, he couldn’t even find examples of people who might have been like him. He searched for those sensations, for the heat, for the grumbling roar of the beast, something or anything that might lead to a hint that could possibly be useful.

None of it worked.

None of it was relevant.

None of it was real!

(Okay, so he had to silently admit that maybe some of this might have been grounded in reality, but it was impossible for him to verify, which made it functionally useless.)

Worst of all, his arousal continued to drill into him.

Back before he made that mistake and uttered those foolish words to the wrong girl, he had been able to enjoy himself whenever he wanted for as long as he liked. If he wanted to take Tara and hold her down for long hours of stroking, kissing, groping, spanking, slapping, or choking, he could do it. He had been able to indulge in every single one of those fantasies. If he felt like seeing her dressed as a French maid, then that was an option. If he felt like sliding a collar with a bell around her neck and watching her jingle and prance around in front of him, then he could do that too. Or if he just wanted something quick and dirty, he could snap his fingers as and order a girl to her knees.

One of his favorite fantasies had been to play video games while a girl went down on him. He didn’t even have to think about it. He could just nod, point, or laugh. And maybe he would be losing on the screen as his concentration got split, but it wouldn’t matter because he was still the guy getting a blowjob while he played.

Even now, those desires still swirled through his head.

But when he thought about his girls, he thought about what he wanted to do with them. Inevitably, that made his shaft stiffen, only that wouldn’t lead anywhere.

He would grit his teeth, frustrated, exasperated, annoyed, and infuriated. All of those broken little sensations crawled just beneath the surface of his skin since there was nothing he could do.

Technically, he told himself that the chastity device wasn’t a big deal. He was a man, and he wanted to believe that he could control himself. Like so many boys, he thought he was in control of his emotions.

With each passing day, he discovered that wasn’t true.

There were those moments when he tried to remove the chastity device.

Trevor was developing this bad habit of waking up and reaching down to pull it off. Or maybe he would glide his fingers along the contours of the padlock. Then he would tug or pull, twist or try to wiggle free.

On those mornings or during those stolen moments back at his apartment, he would try to psych himself up. He would say something like, “Today is the day. Come on, man. You can do it. This is a test of your manhood. You can do it. You’ve got this.” With those affirmations ringing in his ears, he would try.

Inevitably, he would fail.

It never worked!

It was just a stupid little piece of metal! That was what he desperately wanted to believe. He was supposed to be able to fight it and win. He was supposed to be able to overcome this paltry piece of engineering!

Again, and again, he failed.

He didn’t know it, but he was running out of time. Despite his efforts to brainwash and convince different girls and guys to focus on Olivia, she couldn’t be distracted forever.

This had been amazing. For the past few days, Olivia had enjoyed herself, going from one party to another. And then, one of the boys tried to seduce her…

She had been talking about the importance of closing the gender pay gap when he leaned over and whispered into her ear, “This is so fascinating. Maybe we can talk about it back at my place?”

That guy was hot.

As a feminist, she didn’t want to buy into the heteronormative and patriarchal standards of beauty that infected American culture. Most of all, she hated the idea that she could be controlled by advertisers and the other purveyors of pop culture.

Still, he had listened intently as she spoke. Unlike so many other guys, he didn’t interrupt. He seemed to be genuinely fascinated by everything she had to say.

Olivia should have smiled at him and told him that she really needed to get back to her apartment.

By now, Trevor had moved out. He was now in his own dorm room once again. Olivia loved that idea. He could have his privacy, but he was going to be a regular student now. She, on the other hand, got to enjoy her private domain.

“That sounds like fun,” she finally said to the boy.

They left the party together, and he tentatively reached out, touching her hand and lacing his fingers through hers.

She could’ve pulled away; she could have drawn her hand back. She didn’t. Instead, she enjoyed that soft heat of his grip.

Along the way, he was asking questions.

That was remarkable.

Seriously, there were so many men out in the world who loved to lecture and talk. Even when she had read countless books on the subject, they had no problem interjecting with their own opinions. Lots of guys didn’t want to believe it, but “mansplaining” was just as real as it was annoying.

This guy didn’t make that mistake.

In fact, Olivia realized that she was doing all of the talking. At one point, she stopped, and she looked back at him. “What made you interested in feminism in the first place?”

He shrugged. He looked uncertain. “To be honest, I really just want to learn. This isn’t exactly my area of expertise, so I’m open to asking questions.” He paused for a moment, glanced up toward the night sky, and then turned his attention back to her. “Do you really think it’s possible to make the world a better place? I believe you. I get it. You point out a lot of problems. Can they be fixed?”

Others had asked the exact same question. In fact, Olivia had contemplated it on many occasions for herself.

Only now, she nibbled on the inside of her mouth as she tried to come up with a good answer. “I’m hopeful. I have faith in people.”

“Me too,” he said as he gave her hand a gentle squeeze.

It was almost romantic, only Olivia glanced back at him, and she realized something.

This boy listened, but he didn’t seem especially bright. He was willing to learn, but he didn’t offer any of his own ideas.

At some point, she wanted to find a partner, someone she could rely upon. She wanted someone amazing, someone she could trust, someone who could challenge her and help her to craft better ideas.

Even though this boy was willing to learn, that wasn’t really good enough.

Technically, that should have been the end of it. She should have instantly gotten bored of him, yet she glanced back and surreptitiously studied the contours of his jaw, his cheek bones, his lashes, his lips and his shoulders. He was taller than her by several inches, and there was something alluring about the way he held her hand.

When they made it back to his dorm room, he closed the door, and then he was standing in front of her.

“I would like to make this good for you,” he said, dropping his voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “What can I do for you? What would you like?”

This almost seemed too good to be true!

Then again, Olivia had her own vulnerabilities. Maybe she was smarter than a lot of her classmates, yet this was different. It was a new flavor of temptation for her, something she had never really confronted before.

It was probably easy to be idealistic when she didn’t have this kind of possibility or promise standing right in front of her.

And then he reached up, and he tentatively touched her cheeks, cupping them before tilting her head to the side so he could lean in.

It wasn’t romantic for her, but it didn’t have to be, not when his mouth felt so good.

Woah, this boy knew exactly how to kiss her!

A flurry of heated sparks seemed to race all along her body. She loved those sensations at those points of contact, down her neck, along her chest, and deep into the center of her body.

She was getting damp. She couldn’t even help herself.

Olivia didn’t care.

She pushed herself up against him. And in that instant, she made up her mind. She kissed him hard. She didn’t care if this guy reminded her of an eager golden retriever. He was enthusiastic and happy, so she enjoyed this.

Then she pushed herself over onto his couch and she dropped her jeans. She kicked them away, fumbling to get out of her panties as fast as possible.

Rather than pounce on her, he kissed her. He kissed her and pushed her to her back. And then he drew away after a several minutes of making out.

He had his head between her legs.

Everything was happening so fast.

She placed her fingers against his head, and she thought about Trevor for just a moment.

The thought surprised her.

Over the last few days, she had been so busy with so many different invitations.

A different thought tinged with a different kind of suspicion started to blossom behind her eyes and between her ears, but his tongue started to sweep along her pussy.

She tightened her inner thighs against his cheeks, all while she enjoyed every second of this.

He felt so good!

He licked enthusiastically, going down on her with those quick, dedicated movements.

This boy knew exactly what he was doing as he worshipped her.

He was bigger and stronger, but he gave her everything he had.

She came within the span of just a few minutes.

Then he drew back, and he asked, “Did you like that? Was that good enough for you?”

“That was amazing,” she said.

“I’m really glad. I want to make you feel good.”

“And why is that?” Olivia asked, her tone distant and dreamy.

Truthfully, she didn’t ask for any particular reason. The question just drifted out out of her mouth.

“I…”

All at once, her eyes narrowed, and she was staring at him. “What? What is it?”

That was when he told her the truth.

Trevor was on his back, in his dorm room, thinking about what he was going to do differently. Again, and again, he spiraled through the same strategies.

By this point, he had done everything he could to get through that chastity cage. Theoretically, there were a variety of very easy solutions. At that moment, he wasn’t even interested in freeing himself from Olivia’s grasp. Instead, he just wanted to touch himself! He just wanted an orgasm!

In high school, he’d been required to take a health class. One of the units had been dedicated to human sexuality. During those lessons, their teacher had looked out at the class and said, “Ladies and gentlemen, but especially for the ladies, this is going to be important. Blue balls are not a thing. They don’t exist because ‘blue balls’ isn’t a real medical condition. It doesn’t matter what he tells you. If he asks you to something because he is suffering from blue balls, he is lying. Young men can get aroused, and they can really want sex, but that isn’t the same thing as needing it. Never forget that. If a boy is pressuring you, then you need to politely excuse yourself from that situation or call for help.” A couple of the girls had giggled or laughed. A few of the guys had chuckled, apparently embarrassed.

Except now, Trevor discovered what that really meant: blue balls.

Whenever he went to sleep, he could feel it. That passion and lust and longing continued to cling to his body. It seemed to burrow just beneath the surface of his skin. It was like someone had implanted electrodes all along his arms and legs, sending a constant current of electric need and primal yearning into his body with every second of every day.

He could focus…barely.

For a couple of days there, he had tried to sublimate those urges into something else. He had done his best to concentrate on his classes and breaking that invisible leash.

None of it helped.

The compulsions remained. Worse, he had to wonder about those other programmed urges. He was sure Olivia had given him other commands, but he couldn’t figure out what they were.

At several points, he saw the girls of his harem on campus. Each time, Jocelyn or Tara or Sophia rushed over to talk to him. They wanted to beg for the chance to go down on him.

Sophia had his key, but he had told her to keep it.

Each time he tried to countermand that order, it didn’t work. And of course, the other girls couldn’t do anything for him.

Technically, they could have touched his balls, gently stroking him. They could have given him massages. Maybe they could have kissed him all over or touched one another. They offered those incredible possibilities because they belonged to him.

He had those toys, but he couldn’t play with them!

At first, Trevor balked at the idea of thinking of this as torture. That concept was ridiculous. He was a young man. He was a student at a university. Knowing all of this, he told himself that he was smart enough to figure it out. More than that, he possessed the willpower and self-control to render this denial irrelevant.

That was what he had told himself, except now he decided that he had to be wrong.

At several points, Trevor had even been tempted to go talk to Olivia.

He tried to be honest with himself. He did his best to figure out whether or not that strategy had any merit.

Worse, he fantasized about what he might say. Silently, he rehearsed the different options. Maybe he would try to be strong, saying something like, “I know this isn’t the best way to do this, but I want you to know I’ve learned my lesson. I’m going to be a better man from this point forward.” After that, he could try to negotiate with her. From there, he started thinking about negotiations, and then he imagined bribery. With his talent, he could probably make effectively infinite money. Up until now, he had resisted the urge to walk into a bank and to tell the manager to transfer huge sums to his account. Then again, he was sure a transaction like that would be tracked, and he’d get caught. Still, he could take the risk, especially if it meant winning his freedom. He itched to stand in front of Olivia, look into her eyes, and say, “I have money. I have a lot of it. If you release me, I’ll make sure you never have to work for a single day in your entire life.” As good as that sounded, he recognized the other danger.

If he got her to start thinking about how much money she could have, she could just force him to do it now…

Every time he came back to another one of those psychological blocks, Trevor wanted to bang his head against the wall. Or better yet, he yearned to tear it down with his bare hands.

As these thoughts tormented him, someone knocked on his dorm room door.

He stayed silent.

But then he heard her voice, “Let me in.”

At first, he thought her voice was neutral. But as he stood, she grabbed onto the handle and shook it.

After that, he picked up on the sound of irritation. It was that cold calculation.

He opened the door and saw her, and she had her hands on her hips now as she watched him.

“Tell the truth, Trevor. Did you send a guy out to seduce me?”

“Yes,” he said, unable to lie. After that answer left his mouth, he could speak clearly again. At this point, he knew he would only have a few seconds. “I did it because I wanted to make you happy. I wanted to show you that I’d changed.” Surprisingly, she didn’t stop him. She didn’t laugh, nor did she seem pissed off about this.

Maybe it was going to work.

Maybe if he told her exactly what she hoped to hear, she would believe it.

“I’ve learned a lot over the last few days. I know I messed up. I was a terrible person, but I feel like I have made a lot of progress now. When I sent him to see you, I was really hoping he could make you happy.” Trevor didn’t think of himself as an expert liar, but he was a young man, which meant he knew how to be shameless. At moments like this, he could think about the girl standing in front of him and work to tell her exactly what she hoped to hear.

He told himself it was going to work. He silently promised himself that it had to work.

Because if it didn’t, he wasn’t sure what he was going to do.

And yet, Trevor made an insanely stupid mistake because he had forgotten all about the ease with which she could doublecheck. “Is that true? Tell me the truth. Are you lying to me?”

If Olivia had addressed some other random boy, she would have had to deal with that frustrating paradox of asking a liar whether or not they were telling the truth. With Trevor, she didn’t have that problem.

“Yes,” he said. “I’m lying to you.”

Her eyes narrowed.

She must’ve known it. “Why did you send that guy?” Perhaps she already knew, but she wanted to hear it for herself.

“I needed to distract you. I didn’t want you to come back here or to think about me.”

“Why not?”

“Because I’m worried about what you’re going to do,” he said.

“Good,” she told him. “You should be.”

As she escorted him back across campus toward her apartment, Trevor tried to think of something he could say. Ultimately, it was a futile strategy, especially since she had silenced him. “Quiet,” she had commanded.

Just like that, she had slipped that invisible muzzle back over his mouth. Worse, the chains of his leash felt even stronger now. No one else could see it, but he could feel it. With every step, he understood exactly what he was doing.

He just had a different question in mind.

What was she doing with his phone?

For the first half of their journey back to her apartment, she had it out, and she was typing a lot. Again, and again, he tried to ask. Each time, he failed.

They made it back to her apartment, and she opened the door. Then she told him to strip.

Immediately, he obeyed, removing his shirt and shoes, pants, underwear, and everything else…everything except for the chastity cage.

She sat down on the couch that had once belonged to him, she leaned back, stretched her limbs and rested her arms behind her.

“How does it feel to be naked on your knees in front of me?”

Finally, he could talk again!

He tried to ignore her question and to say something else. Unfortunately, for him, it didn’t work. “I hate it,” he confessed.

“Good,” she said. “You tried to manipulate me, Trevor. That isn’t acceptable. I’m going to be honest. I haven’t thought about you a lot for the last few days, but now I’m thinking you need more of my attention. I don’t know what you’re going to get up to when I’m not around. And frankly, you are a threat.”

“I’m not a threat,” he shot back. It was probably a bad idea to adopt that kind of tongue with a girl like her, especially when she could casually control him with just a few words. Somehow, that didn’t stop him.

Olivia reached down and stroked the underside of his chin. She tightened her fingers and thumb right there on his jaw. “That’s exactly what you are. I’m sure you understand precisely what you could do with your ability. That’s why we are going to work on you. That’s why we are going to fix you. Frankly, the chastity cage was just the start. Maybe I was hoping that would be enough, but it obviously isn’t. You still think you can control everything and everyone.”

Although he stayed silent, she had no problem reading his expression. “That bothers you, doesn’t it? You honestly believe that this is your right, don’t you?”

“I’m a man,” he told her, every word a promise, both serious and vehement. “It’s my right to control girls just like you!” Instantly , the regret swelled in his chest.

It wasn’t like he actually felt bad or guilty about what he said. Rather, he regretted telling her the truth.

Olivia didn’t react. His owner continued to lounge there above him. Still, she considered this boy; she studied him, and her eyes narrowed slightly. Maybe there was a slight incline along her mouth as well as she suppressed the urge to smile.

“That’s what I thought,” she said. “Don’t worry. You can learn. I can fix you. I can make you better.”

Trevor didn’t say anything about how those words echoed some of his thoughts about the girls under his control. When he met Sophia and Jocelyn and Tara, he also viewed their programming as improvement. He was making them better. Even if he got bored and decided to discard them, they would still be better for all of the experiences they had shared with him.

Only now, he was on the receiving end, and he didn’t know what to do about it. He looked back up at Olivia, and he was about to say something, only someone knocked on the door. Then he could hear it, that giggling coming from the hallway.

“Come in,” Olivia called out even though she kept her eyes aimed at her trapped boy.

A nervous gulp dropped down his throat. Despite that trepidation, he raised his head, turned back, and he saw the young women standing there in the doorway: Jocelyn, Sophia, and Tara.

There was the cute girl, the smart girl, and the athletic girl. They had all pleasured him. They had all worked so hard to satisfy him on so many different occasions.

“What are they doing here?” Trevor demanded.

That was when she leaned down and stroked the underside of his chin again. “Free them. Free them and tell them the truth.”

“What? No!” Trevor wanted to shout those words back at her, only he couldn’t.

She tucked on the invisible leash, so he broke.

The power of that compulsion overwhelmed him. Immediately, he rose to his feet, and he walked over to those girls. He looked at Tara first.

With every fiber of his body and mind, Trevor tried to stop himself. He couldn’t do this! He couldn’t give up those girls! They were his properties; they belonged to him. They were his toys, his pets, and his slaves!

More than anything else, he wanted to look back at those girls and say something like, “Grab that bitch and hold her down! Tie her up and gag her!”

Of course, those words had been denied to him. Although he continued to fight, he instead looked at Tara, and he said, “I’ve been controlling you with an unseen power. I’ve been brainwashing you. Now I free you. I free you because you’re a person, and you deserve your own rights.”

Trevor didn’t even know where those words came from, but they were out on the air, so now he watched as Tara blinked. She blinked, and she glanced around, confused as though she had just woken up in a strange apartment. She still retained her memories, only now she had control of her mind and body…

She slapped him hard across the face! It stung, and the other girls squealed. They didn’t know what to do, yet Tara stepped back, and now Trevor walked over to Sophia. He did the same thing.

He told her the truth.

He shattered those invisible bonds that had held her to his will, forced her to love him, and turned her into his slave girl.

She was blinking. She stepped back, removed her glasses, and rubbed her eyes.

As the most intellectual of the trio, she was probably attempting to figure out exactly how she could explain all of this. To a girl like her, brainwashing, hypnosis, and mind control were all supposed to be impossible.

Except now, she had experienced it for herself…

Finally, he looked back at Jocelyn.

She was probably his favorite.

Despite this, he had to bend. He had to yield. Olivia owned him. Even as he opened his mouth, Trevor tried to fight it, only to feel those psychic links of that invisible leash tighten once again. She was choking him because he wouldn’t utter those words. He tried so hard to fight the impulse for several fractions of the second.

That was how long it took before he broke.

That was how long it took before Olivia’s will crushed his defiance.

“Jocelyn, you’re free now.” He said those words and so much more. Then he turned around, and he looked back at Olivia. He stared at her for just a second. He said, “I let them go. I did what you wanted. Now it’s your turn. Release me!”

Tara, Sophia, and Jocelyn were obviously confused. They were whispering back-and-forth. They had stepped away, leaving Olivia to deal with him.

The girl who owned his leash watched him intently for several more heartbeats. “Really? Is that what do you think is going to happen right here? Trevor, we’re just getting started with you.”

We?

Olivia had given him another set of commands. She ordered him to be silent and kneel.

Even if he didn’t want to do it, he saw no choice. Even if he thought he was better than this, he still obeyed. That compliance was required. It infused every inch of his body. Within moments, he was in that degraded position, only now he held his hands behind his back, he bowed his head down, and he stayed silent.

Olivia turned to the other girls. “You have been through something very difficult,” she said. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry for everything he did, but I’m going to give you an option now.”

“An option?” Sophia asked. “What does that mean?” This young man enslaved you. That was wrong. Now he has freed you, but here’s the thing. He is completely under my control. That’s why he’s naked. That’s why he’s wearing a chastity cage. Sophia, that is why you have his key. So now I’m thinking we do this. We train him. We tame him. We punish him.”

Still on his knees, Trevor tried to fight. He just wanted to jerk his head up so he could look back at those girls. At the very least, he had some right to defend himself!

Didn’t he?

No, not according to these girls. As far as they were concerned, he needed to keep his mouth shut.

No one answered at first. In those opening moments, Trevor started to hope that maybe these girls would pleasantly remember their time under his control. It was true he had used that compulsion on them, but he had also made sure that they enjoyed it. Technically, he could’ve been far more cruel. He could’ve been way more vicious! This had to count for something; that was what he wanted and needed to believe.

“Are you serious?” Jocelyn asked after just a few seconds, filling the silence.

“I’m very serious,” Olivia said. “Look, you don’t have to decide right now. Just think about it, okay?”

“I don’t need any time,” Tara said. “He brainwashed us? He messed with us, he used us.” Sneering, she shook her head from side to side. “For that, I think he has to pay. When can we get started?”

“Right now,” Olivia said. And then she turned back to Trevor who remained on his knees and kept his head bowed down. “Go get the paddle you bought. While you’re gone, my new friends and I are going to have a long conversation about you and your future.”

Trevor didn’t want to do this; he was supposed to be better than this. More importantly, he raged against the idea that he would actually participate in his own punishment.

As far as he was concerned, he didn’t deserve it! After all, he was a guy, and he had been tempted. No one else would have been able to do any better!

Besides, he had just been following his instincts as a man.

All of those excuses pounded to a repeating rhythm behind his eyes, but they weren’t good enough because they couldn’t save him. They couldn’t protect him, not when he had to get dressed and leave the apartment.

He went back to his dorm room, and he found everything he bought from the sex shop. Once there, he thought he would be able to stop. He couldn’t.

Instead of locking the door or even contacting the police, Trevor grabbed everything and then he returned it to the apartment. He didn’t hesitate. He didn’t slow down. He didn’t even pause.

Instead, he brought everything right back to Olivia. He opened the apartment door, shut it, and dropped to his knees once again.

“Ladies, do you think he should be naked for this?”

“Absolutely,” said one of the girls.

Trevor could hardly believe it, but it was Jocelyn.

She still looked so small, so cute, so petite and sexy all at the same time. She still had her hair tied back into pigtails. One glance at that girl was enough to make his cock strain against his chastity cage.

“Trevor, from now on, you’re going to do whatever these girls tell you. As far as you’re concerned, they outrank you. They own you. If they give you a command, you will obey it. The only person who can contradict one of their commands is me.”

The leash tightened again.

For a second, it felt like he couldn’t breathe, but then he looked up, and the girls were smiling at him.

“You know what to do,” Olivia said to the trio.

Tara stepped forward, so the other girls seemed to pause. They were deferring to her, at least for the time being. Then the blonde raised her head, and she looked right at him. “Trevor, I want you to get naked right now.”

That was what she wanted, and he understood the intention behind Olivia‘s command.

As such, his body started to move once again. He felt like a puppet. He felt like a prisoner within his own skin. His hands rose up, he grabbed his shirt and he pulled it off. Just like before, he gave those girls exactly what they wanted.

Layer by layer, he stripped!

For Olivia, this was normal. It probably seemed natural and easily predictable. For the other girls, however, this was a brand new experience.

“This is really happening,” Sophia said to no one in particular.

Still, Jocelyn looked at him. She stepped forward and she poked him. She poked him like she wasn’t sure he was real. “You’re right,” she said to Sophia. “This is really happening.”

“He needs to pay,” Tara said.

“Check out the bag,” Olivia told the girls.

It was Sophia, who quickly moved over, and she reached down. She rifled through the items as she considered their different options. While she was working, Tara asked, “What is that? What is he wearing?”

Arms crossed over her chest, Sophia commanded, “Tell them.”

His nostrils flared. In that microcosm of time between breaths, Trevor tried again to resist. On some level, he had to recognize the futility. He had already done so much, and he couldn’t even take command of these girls. He itched to turn to them. He yearned to call on his talent, to leash them once again. He wanted to feel those psychological reins bind their minds. He had done it before, and it had been so easy. He had done it before, and he had savor that power of control!

But now, Trevor tasted a different kind of subjugation, especially because he bowed his head down, and he saw it again. His eyes glided along the curves of the chastity device. “I’m wearing a chastity cage.”

“Why? How does it make you feel?” Olivia taunted him.

“I like it,” Jocelyn said before he could speak. “I think it looks cute on him.”

With every atom and his body, Trevor wished her interjection would have been enough to keep him from having to respond. And yet, that other question still hovered on the air. Because Olivia had ordered him to speak, he had to respond. Worse, he had to tell the truth…

“I’m wearing a chastity cage because you’re in charge, and you told me to put it on. I’m wearing this chastity cage because you want me to feel…” That hesitation felt like a long time for him. These girls probably didn’t even notice. “It makes me feel powerless. It makes me feel like I have to do as I’m told.”

“Does it make you feel like a pet?” Tara asked him, her eyes narrowing. “Does make you feel like you have to do anything we say?”

“Yes.”

“Good,” replied Tara as she turned to Sophia. By that point, the other girl had pulled the paddle from the bag. It was black and leather and embossed with a phrase: bad boy.

She picked up the paddle and swung it through the air. She slapped it against the palm of her hand. That sound clapped against the air, making Trevor flinch.

Immediately, he told himself that he wasn’t scared. There wasn’t any flutter of nervous energy racing through his body. His heart didn’t start skipping faster, and he wasn’t going to be scared of these girls, no matter what they did or said.

He had been in command of them. He had been their leader. He had been their owner!

…He would be again…

Even so, his breathing quickened and he gasped through his nostrils. While he tried to maintain that stoic veneer, Sophia focused on him. For her, this is probably just an experiment. For him, it meant losing another chunk of his dignity. “Put your hands on the wall. Spread your legs.”

At once, he obeyed. The command burned across his body, yanking on his arms and legs. In that next moment, he was in position and he knew exactly how he looked. His balls dangled between his legs, the cage imprisoned his shaft, his legs were spread, his butt out, and his arms were pressed against the wall.

This was vulnerability; this was helplessness.

Tara emphasized that point as she walked forward and she touched the paddle to the curves of his backside. His muscles tightened and his stomach has dropped. This felt like riding to the top of a roller coaster. He was already strapped in and he wouldn’t be able to escape. Whether he liked it or not, he was stuck, so this girl could do whatever she wished.


“You’ve been using us,” Tara said.

“I’m sorry,” he told her.

“Are you sorry? Or are you just sorry you got caught? Are you sorry you can’t play with us anymore?” Clearly, that was supposed to be a rhetorical question, one that didn’t need an answer.

“Answer her,” Olivia ordered, drawing on her influence once again.

“I’m not sorry,” he said. “I’m just sorry I got caught. You’re right. I’m sorry I got caught and I can’t play with you.” As he spoke, Trevor kept his eyes aimed at the wall right in front of him. His arms remained braced in position but he wanted to move. He needed to spin around and face his accuser.

Then again, all of the girls already knew that he was guilty. There wasn’t some third-party; there was no neutral jury he could convince. These girls knew exactly what he had done, and now they wanted revenge.

He had to fight; he had to stop them!

But how?

Trevor glanced over his shoulder.

Normally, those girls fawned over him because their programming had been clear. They wanted him. They needed his approval. Every time he smiled at them or told them they were good girls, that was going to be the best parts of their day. He had allowed them to enjoy their captivity. And yet, he was now on display, naked, and helpless in front of them!

For a moment, he thought about how this wasn’t fair.

For another moment, he wanted to fight back. He needed to spin back on those girls and reassert his control.

At some point, it would happen…

His cock strained in his chastity cage all over again because he was thinking about what he could do. He was fantasizing about collaring and leashing those girls, dressing them, degrading them, and humiliating them.

Most of all, he wanted to get back at Olivia. He fantasized about putting her at the bottom of that hierarchy. He could instruct the other girls to punish her thoroughly each and every day for this affront!

SMACK!

The paddle flew down, striking hard.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

Again, and again, the paddle struck, delivering one jolt of pain after another.

With that first blast, he told himself he could endure it. It wasn’t a big deal. After all, this was just a stupid sex toy. Besides, his girls had gotten spanked and slapped and paddled over the course of their subjugation and enslavement. If they could take it, so could he…

Every burst of pain was a fresh shock against his system. Each time the paddle came down, that girl was laughing, and the others were tittering behind her.

“What’s wrong? You can’t take it? I think we need to work on your endurance,” Tara snarled. She laughed louder. She swung harder!

The paddle flew down, delivering another blast. Each time it crashed against his naked ass, he could feel that heat and pain course along the surface of his skin.

Every time he tried to yank away from the wall, he failed. There weren’t any metal cuffs or shackles around his wrist or ankles, but he still couldn’t move!

That was a different kind of torment, an even more frustrating breed of frustration.

His defenses crumbled.

Tara stopped for just a moment. Then it was Sophia who asked him, “Why? Why did you do this?”

Right away, he came up with a good lie. He wanted to say something about how he had been lonely and how he never learned how to interact with young women like them. He could have said something about how they were so beautiful and he wanted to be with them so badly. Truthfully, Trevor had absolutely no idea whether or not that tactic would have worked, yet he was sure it was going to be better than the truth…

“Be honest,” Olivia commanded.

Instantly, his mouth started to move, but he didn’t get to deceive them. This time, he wanted to come up with something better. He could theoretically tell the truth while trying to reshape what that might be. Maybe he could come up with something that would just sound better…

But that wasn’t how this worked.

Because he was bound by that command to obey Olivia, he had to abide by the spirit of her command. If she told him to be honest, he couldn’t equivocate; he couldn’t attempt to deceive her by reframing his answer into something positive.

Instead, he had to give her genuine honesty. For a guy like Trevor in this situation, that had to be the worst part. His breath shook, but he started talking again. The words came out, one after another. He couldn’t control them. After all, she had the ability to force this kind of honesty. The truth came out as he told her, “I did this because I was horny, and you’re hot.”

“And?” Olivia demanded.

“I liked being in control!”

“And?” Olivia still wasn’t done with him.

He was panting, gasping from one breath to the next as he tried to fight this. Again, he channeled every ounce of willpower he possessed. Just like before, it was crushed under the full weight of her authority.

“I liked humiliating you. I liked demeaning you! It felt so good because I know that a man is supposed to be in charge. You dumb feminists come out into the world, and you try to change everything, but there is a right way to do things. Women are supposed to submit to their husbands and boyfriends! Girls aren’t supposed to make their own choices! We are better. We are stronger!” The more he spoke, the louder he became.

But then he stopped. He had given his answer, so he was still panting and the other girls were looking back-and-forth at one another.

Braced against the wall with his arms trapped in place, Trevor didn’t speak. The other girls remained silent; Tara stepped forward again.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

She swung hard and fast, delivering a flurry of blows. The paddle cut down through the air and every burst of sound meant another rush of pain!

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

The agony swept across his skin! He didn’t want to admit it, yet his eyes watered and he grunted. He grunted as the sounds were torn from his lungs.

Then it stopped, but Tara had something worse planned for him.

“I’m sorry, okay? I messed up. I never should have done any of those things to you. I’m so sorry, and I swear I’m never going to do anything like that ever again.”

“No, you’re not,” Sophia agreed.

Now it was Tara who asked the question that came so close to shattering this boy. “Who’s next?”

Next? What does that mean?

“Me!” Jocelyn chirped. She stepped forward and she took the paddle as she weighed it there on the palm of her hand. Then she wrapped her fingers around the handle before she came forward. That was when she grabbed onto his hair. She yanked, sending a spike of pain down into his scalp. “I just want you to know that we understand exactly what you did to us. We remember all of it, and we aren’t going to forget. We aren’t going to let you get away with any of this, Trevor. You thought you were in charge, but you’re not. We’re going to break you. We are going to break you again and again!”

That was the cute girl, the girl who wore her hair in pigtails, the one who giggled and wore adorable little dresses. He had picked her because she was supposed to be a little more than a doll, yet now her body vibrated with a different kind of frustrated rage.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

“I’m sorry!”

“Not good enough,” Jocelyn sneered.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

At this point, his backside must’ve morphed into a shade of bright red, but the girls were still watching.

“I never did anything like this to you!” Trevor howled out. At that moment, he meant it. Then again, he didn’t really understand what this entailed. He couldn’t process exactly what he had done to those girls.

“You were worse,” Sophia said, her calculated tone cutting across the distance between them.

“But don’t worry,” Tara promised him. “I think we can make it better. You don’t mind, do you?”

“That’s why I brought you here,” Olivia said. “As women, I firmly believe that we have an obligation to work together. We need to help one another.”

“Thank you,” Sophia said. “That means a lot. That means a lot more than you can even understand.”

The punishment had come to a stop. Even so, the remnants of that agony continued to throb along his butt cheeks. At that point, Trevor didn’t try to move. Instead, he worked to block out everything.

He didn’t want to think about those girls, the cage, his unseen bonds or anything else. Really, he just wanted to climb into bed and fall asleep. A different kind of exhaustion seemed to sweep across him.

But then it was Sophia who said, “I haven’t had a turn yet.”

“What? No. Please. Please, I can’t take it!” He hated how he broke. He raged against that desperation. Not only that, he had to deal with that dual perspective. On the one hand, his mouth was moving, and none of those girls had actually ordered him to beg. He was doing it on his own. At the same time, he knew he was supposed to be better than this. As a young man, he wanted to believe in his own strength and endurance. “Please. Please, I can’t take it. Please, this is too much! Please!” At that point, his voice was shaking. His eyes were wet, yet he refused to cry in front of them. For that, at least, he could be grateful.

“You can take it,” Sophia said. “As far as I’m concerned, this is just the start.”

“No,” he started to say. Trevor had so much more he wanted to add, but this girl wasn’t interested in anything he had to say. After all, she already knew the truth. He had admitted it.

Just like the other girls, Sophia adjusted her grip, she stepped behind him, and he wanted to make her stop. He needed to force her to pause just for a little while so they could talk about this. Given a few seconds to catch his breath and organize his thoughts, Trevor probably believed he was going to be able to convince these girls.

After all, he had teased them and tamed them, but he had done more than that. He had poisoned his own mind with promises and justification. He had been able to toy with these girls, which seemed to prove everything he had already wished to believe. (Conveniently, he forgot about his supernatural talent for compulsion.) He had been in charge, which justified his sexist ideology.

Although he had so much more to say, she didn’t give him the chance!

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

It kept going! She paddled him again and again, delivering one blow after another. Every strike meant another constellation of sparkling jolts of pain. The agony twisted along his nerves, drilling through his defenses. It felt like he had nothing left!

Then she stopped, and she turned back to the others.

“Let’s figure out what he does next,” Sophia said.

When he stepped out, he was wearing his pants and shirt, shoes, and socks, and even his underwear. Not only that, he had his wallet and his keys. Those details seemed so important, like they meant something. At the same time, he had to recognize the situation he was in. He had to understand that he was utterly trapped. Even at that moment, they hadn’t simply freed him. He wasn’t allowed to return to his new dorm room.

Instead, he had to go fetch drinks, pizza, and other snacks. He would pay for it, of course.

And in the meantime, those girls would get to know one another. They would be talking and planning…

At several points, Trevor did his best to resist the command. He didn’t want to go to the pizza parlor down the street, nor did he want to stop by the grocery store.

Not only that, he found himself looking around. It was getting late, but there were still lots of college students out. The town’s other denizens were about as well as older couples sauntering along the street, headed toward the theater, or trying to figure out what they wanted to do for dinner.

To Trevor, it all looked so mundane and normal.

Before his mistake with Olivia, Trevor had looked out at those other people and marveled that how simple their lives could be. After all, none of them had that talent. None of them had that ability.

Only now, he looked like a regular young man, but there was that invisible leash on him. He could feel those links weighing down his neck.

At one point, he wanted to just stuff his hands into his pockets, raise his head and gaze up at the mix of dark and stars and clouds overhead.

He couldn’t.

Those girls had given him a command, so he had to obey. He had this task.

At the grocery store he picked up their drinks, their snacks, and more. After that, he went to the pizza parlor and paid. He carried it all back to Olivia’s apartment.

In the meantime, he had to wonder exactly what they had planned. What were they going to decide to do with him?

Despite everything, Trevor still yearned to hear that good news. He still fantasized about the possibility that they were just going to let him go. Maybe those girls would have an attack of conscience.

Even if Olivia looked at him and told him that he wasn’t ever allowed to use his abilities again, that would have been an improvement. At least then it would mean that he could get back to his old existence. (Just as importantly, he secretly suspected he would be able to overcome her conditioning if he tried hard enough.)

Finally, he found himself back in front of that door. He had two pizzas, several bags, and he knocked gently.

The door opened, and there was Jocelyn.

She still had her hair tied back into pigtails, and she looked so cute.

“Thank you, delivery boy,” she said to him.

The other girls were behind her, laughing. Immediately, he saw this, and he thought of a slumber party, like they were a bunch of high school girls who just wanted to sit around, listen to music, watch videos, gossip and chat.

“Go back to your dorm, get some sleep, and get ready to serve us,” Olivia called out.

Get some sleep and get ready to serve them?

He heard the command, so he closed the door, and he turned around. But even as he walked away, he could still hear them laughing from the other side. That forced him to wonder exactly what was going to happen next.

By her command, he went back to his dorm room and he went to bed.

Under his blanket and sheets, he closed his eyes and he instinctively reached between his legs. After all, those desires were still there.

Without trying, he could imagine all four of those girls teasing him.

He thought of Sophia, leaning forward and asking, “What’s wrong? Is the arousal bothering you? I imagine it must be very distracting.” Even at that point, he could hear that clipped and precise tone she often adopted.

Or maybe it would be Jocelyn who just giggled at him and said, “I bet you don’t like it, but that’s okay because you’re a boy, and boys are dumb, and boys deserve to be locked up! You need to wear that cage like a good boy, don’t you?”

Tara would have just stared at him and said, “You deserve this.”

Technically, she wasn’t as beautiful or attractive as the other girls, but it was Olivia who sent that spasm of fear racing down his spine and straight into his stomach. “I can keep you locked up for as long as I want. I can give you every command and you’re always going to obey. You feel that leash around your throat? I’m not letting you go. I’m going to keep you locked up until I’m sure you are tamed and broken.”

In the dark of his dorm room, he exhaled slowly, “I’m not going to break. She’s not going to break me.” As hard as he tried, he wasn’t sure whether or not he could even believe himself.

He had to.

Trevor couldn’t let these girls win. He couldn’t let them control him. He couldn’t surrender or give in.

He had to keep fighting! He had to fight back until he had them back where he wanted them.

All four of those girls would be under his command once again. Given enough time and strength and will power, he could do it!

He was breathing faster as he considered those possibilities. Then, that other temptation overwhelmed him, and he started to think about what he would do once he had them under his thumb again.

This boy still loved that concept of forcing Olivia to serve the others. He could play with Jocelyn and she could humiliate Sophia, and Tara would be tied down, but it would be Olivia who endured the worst treatment. She would be used again and again. They would force her to cook and clean. She could be an actual maid.

Her status as a servant wouldn’t protect her from those worst kinds of indignities.

As far as Trevor knew, women could be the worst when it came to degrading and humiliating one another. If so, these girls were going to get the opportunity. He would train them and program them to hate Olivia. They would want to degrade her on a daily basis.

She would serve them, going down on them, licking their feet, and prostrating herself over and over again. There would be no escape for that bitch!

At the same time, he wanted to program her with this huge dose of guilt. He wanted to see Olivia down on her knees in front of him, her head bowed down as she begged, “Please, forgive me. I’m so sorry I messed up. I messed up, and I don’t know what I was thinking. I was just a stupid girl, but I can do better. I swear, I can do better! Just give me the chance to serve you and to please you! I can go down on you. I can do whatever you want!” Again and again, she would tell him that she had always been wrong about feminism. It was a dumb idea. Women weren’t supposed to be the equal of men. They were inferior. They were smaller and weaker and dumber.

Those would become the guiding principles of her new existence; one she wouldn’t escape…

Along the way, the guilt would persist. Wracked with regret, she would spend so much time thinking of the mistakes she had made. He would reprogram her to look back constantly on her old life, and to hate herself for everything she had done. In turn, she would do her best to make it up to him.

Previously, he had programmed those girls so they wanted to please him. They wanted to degrade and humiliate themselves for his satisfaction.

He had to get back to that!

Trevor needed to get back to his old existence.

(It never occurred to him that he was supposed to feel guilty. He never contemplated the possibility that maybe he deserved this kind of punishment.)

Of course, he thought of those girls naked and on their back or on their hands and knees or down in front of him, ready, and eager to suck him off. He thought about those girls squirming and begging, and pleading for more attention.

There were all of those incredible possibilities, but…

They made him so hard! At least, that was what he ached for the chance to experience.

As those thoughts played out behind his eyes, he could get excited, but he couldn’t get hard. He couldn’t even enjoy the simple pleasure of an erection.

Before this, he had never really thought of how that was going to feel. He had never really contemplated what the tension between his legs could mean.

By her command, he tried to sleep.

He did his best to keep his eyes closed and to relax.

Instead, he rolled onto his right side, then his left. He tried to stare up into the darkness of his dorm room.

Torn between frustration, desire, and anger, this boy was stuck. Again, and again, he clenched his jaw without even understanding why.

And across the campus, those girls were still laughing. They were thinking about him and what they were going to do with him. They were thinking about exactly how they were going to tame him.

Jocelyn had always been honest with herself. She knew that she wasn’t going to be the smartest girl in the class. She wasn’t going to be tall in statue either. Maybe she was cute, but that was really going to be her greatest strength. She was adorable.

She had those pink cheeks, those big eyes, that small nose, and she understood exactly how people saw her.

She knew that she could dip her head down or pout out her bottom lip, and people would want to help her. She still did her best. She thought about what kind of career she wanted, and she genuinely tried hard to earn good grades in her classes.

But now, she kept thinking about how he had grabbed her pigtails and pumped her face.

Over the course of that night, they had talked about what they could do.

Jocelyn understood that this wasn’t clever or creative.

She didn’t care.

She found him in his dorm room. She knocked early the next morning. Technically, she had been up late over the course of the night, but she didn’t care about that, not when she had that fresh adrenaline pumping through her body.

After all, those memories were still there.

At one point, Olivia had offered a simple solution to all three of the girls. She had looked at his former slaves told them, “If you want, I could make it so you don’t remember any of this anymore. You could just go back to your old lives.”

Sophia, Jocelyn, and Tara had all looked back at for at one another. They had considered exactly what the other girls were going to do.

Then, at the same time, they shook their heads.

“I understand exactly what happened, but I don’t want to just let it go. I don’t want to forget about it,” Tara said decisively.

“If he did something like that, we want to get to punish him,” Jocelyn agreed.

It was Sophia who said, “I don’t know about the rest of you, but I’m still curious about where this is going to go and what is going to happen next. He has an ability which we don’t really understand. We should figure this out.”

After that, they kept talking, and it was Jocelyn who volunteered. When she had raised her hand, she had blinked, apparently surprised by her own boldness.

“I want to do it first,” she had told them. “I think it’s important for me.”

Now she was waiting for him to open that door.

She had knocked, but he didn’t answer.

For a second, she started to wonder whether or not he was even there.

“Trevor,” she called out. “It’s me. It’s Jocelyn. Open the door right now.”

She felt silly, especially because another couple of college students just happened to walk by at that moment. They were headed down the hallway, probably off to their classes or something. Maybe they wanted to hit the cafeteria to grab some food. They glanced in her direction and she tried not to feel silly. When they saw her, they probably assumed that she was a girl with a crush on him or something.

The door opened.

She narrowed her eyes, especially because she could see the reluctance play across his features. Even if she already knew the answer, she still wanted to hear it. “Why did you open the door?”

“You ordered me to,” he said.

“And you have to do everything I say, don’t you?”

“I do. I have to do everything you say,” he answered.

“Good.”

She ordered him to step out of the way, so he obeyed. At the same time, he tried to think of the fact that this was Jocelyn. She was supposed to be the cute girl, the naïve girl, and the dumb girl. Of the three members of his harem, she was the one who he should have been able to bend the easiest.

And they sent her.

They sent her alone.

Although he kept his expression neutral, he started to wonder whether or not she understood the kind of danger she had put herself in.

He opened his mouth, and he wanted to give her a command. The words were right there, and he would’ve been able to own her all over again.

Something stopped him; right away, he knew that it was Olivia. He had already been ordered to strip these girls of their commands and to free them. Worse, he had to do anything and everything they said.

Still, there had to be some loophole!

He searched.

He tried so hard to think of something good, something he could use.

Staring into a mirror and countermanding that command hadn’t worked. He had hypnotized himself once, but he didn’t know how to remove that leash.

He couldn’t talk to his girls, so now he seemed to be trapped.

Even if he didn’t want to accept it, perhaps he didn’t get any choice. Maybe every avenue of escape had genuinely been cut off.

It seemed impossible.

For so long, he had wielded so much power. Fuming, he hated the idea that maybe it was just gone now. Perhaps he really was just at her mercy forever.

Even if that was true, they would get bored at some point.

Trevor had to believe that. He tried so hard to cling to that idea.

But now, Jocelyn stood in front of him.

She placed her hands on her hips, and she rotated her torso from side to side, making her skirt swish around her thighs. She was almost dancing right there in front of him.

Trevor didn’t know how to respond. He watched her, and then he asked, “What are you doing here?”

“I wanted to enjoy myself. I wanted to see if I could play with you for a little while.”

“Or…” Trevor started to speak. He said that word, and now he was waiting. On some level, he expected a hidden command to kick in, like he had to drop down in front of her and beg or plead or apologize.

He did none of those things.

Ridiculously, this thought had occurred to him before, but now he looked at this young woman. Immediately, he assessed the different possibilities and he came to a conclusion: it had to be her. Sophia was too smart, Tara too brazen.

But with Jocelyn, he had a chance…

He exhaled slowly, and he looked right into her eyes. “If you help me get out of this, I swear I can give you whatever you want. Do you want to be rich? I can make that happen. Do you want power?” Somehow, he managed to maintain a serious note in his voice as he spoke. It was almost impossible to imagine this petite girl with her pigtails taking over the world. Then again, he could tell her whatever she needed to hear if it meant she would help him. “I can do it. I can do whatever you want. If there’s a guy you want, I can make sure that he’s in love with you for the rest of your life.”

“You’re trying to bribe me.”

“Yes,” he said, hoping that naked admission of the truth would be enough to win her over. “I’m trying to bribe you. Olivia isn’t like you. She’s a different kind of woman. She isn’t interested in the same things you care about. If you don’t let me go, you’re never going to get this opportunity again. But you can help me, and we can both win!”

“Trevor…” She stepped closer, and he started to wonder if she actually had developed feelings for him. He knew that he had toyed with her and played with her, and he was still one of those arrogant boys who didn’t understand how women thought. It was so easy to overestimate his own importance…

“Jocelyn, I can give you whatever you want,” he promised her again.

“I want you naked and kneeling. I want you to shut your mouth.” Then, almost like that wasn’t good enough, she added, “Do it.”

Trevor stripped, and he fell to his knees, and now he shut his mouth. He couldn’t talk!

That cute girl crouched down. With her knees bent, she rested her pants on her thighs, and she looked right at him. “Trevor, Trevor, Trevor. You’re just like everyone else.”

He didn’t understand; he wanted to ask what she meant. Of course, that wasn’t an option, not after she had silenced him.

It was just like before when Olivia had issued that same order. Although he didn’t wish to acknowledge it, he couldn’t deny the truth. His lips were sealed shut, his jaw locked. He had to remain silent as this girl reached out, and she brushed her fingers through his hair, down the side of his face, and along his cheek. “You want to underestimate me. You look at me, and you think I’m just a little girl. I’m not. I’m just as smart as any of them. So guess what? I’m going to make sure that you really suffer.”

His eyes grew big. He couldn’t speak, but Trevor could still frantically shake his head from side to side as this girl laughed at him.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I have something special planned for you. I’m thinking about one of those games you used to play. You loved it. I’m sure you’re going to enjoy it all over again…” Her voice trailed away as her eyes shined. She was watching him while suppressing the urge to laugh.

Once she had him naked and kneeling in front of her, she stepped back. Then she said, “Get up, put your hands on the wall, spread your legs, and get ready.”

Get ready? Get ready for what? Even if he longed to ask, he couldn’t do it. That option had been denied to him.

Within moments, Trevor was in position. Once again, he moved automatically. Feeling like a puppet, he positioned himself. He was bare, and on display with this young woman standing behind him.

It wasn’t going to be so bad.

Sophia was clever, and Tara was an athlete. Those were the kinds of girls who knew how to push themselves. They could be ambitious and aggressive.

Even at this point, he still wanted to believe that Jocelyn was a girly girl, meaning she was timid and reserved. Even if she told herself she could punish him, it would probably be nothing but a light spanking. She would imagine herself to be some kind of vicious tyrant when her hand barely clapped down against his backside.

But then, she stepped away.

Trevor listened to her footsteps.

That young woman returned only a few seconds later, and then she let something dangle. She traced it from the small of his back, up between his shoulder blades, and along the neck of his neck. At first, he couldn’t tell what those dangling caresses actually meant. That wasn’t her finger. It felt so much more solid.

“I’m going to give you three guesses. If you can get it right, I might be nice.”

He had three guesses, just three.

Immediately, he closed his eyes, he opened his mouth, and he could feel that lock release. Although he wanted to negotiate with her, Trevor instinctively understood that wouldn’t work. This young woman had already dictated the parameters of this “game”. If he didn’t play it correctly, the command wouldn’t allow him to play at all.

“Is that a pen?”

“No,” she replied.

Trevor searched for a better answer. Truthfully, he thought it was going to be a pen. He thought she wanted to write on him or something. Maybe she would doodle or try to humiliate him with a few demeaning words along his biceps or down his chest.

But if it wasn’t a pen, it had to be something else.

She said she wanted to use it on him…

He scrambled to come up with a good answer.

“If you don’t get it, you’re going to regret it,” promised the girl. She practically sang out the words as she enjoyed the attention along his shoulders.

Trevor hated this kind of game. After all, he was the one at her mercy. She could dictate the rules and change them if she felt like it. In the meantime, he didn’t get to argue or complain or protest.

It was a different kind of helplessness.

Playing with them had been one thing. Back then, it had felt so right and natural. Exasperation clawed at his arms and legs. Fuming, Trevor kept hunting through the different possibilities, yet he couldn’t come up with a good response.

“Is it a credit card?”

“Nope,” she said “It’s not a credit card. Trust me. This is something you care about way more than that. Would you like a hint?”

Then she made it so embarrassingly obvious as she reached down. Her fingers and knuckles slid past his side before she reached down, and she traced one digit along the length of his chastity cage.

As she caressed his balls, fresh anticipation blasted through his body. Up until now, he had been able to forget about it despite her proximity, despite her pretty hair, full lips, and the curves of her breasts. She wasn’t naked or on display, but that didn’t matter.

He had seen this young woman strip on countless occasions. Back then, it had started to feel mundane, like he could just order that girl to get on her hands and knees to scrub or mop his apartment. She would vacuum, serving him, however, he saw fit.

But now, he yearned to see her again! He ached for that chance!

That wasn’t going to happen.

In fact, he had tried to push aside those possibilities. He didn’t want to imagine some scenario where she was going to stroke him, caress him, tease, or stimulate him.

That was precisely what she gave him. Her fingers played along his balls.

His cock strained. It pushed against the inner contours of that metal tube. He could feel it again and again. Every twitch was a promise, desire, and some silent, psychological cry for stimulation.

She almost gave it to him.

Worse, this girl still remembered what it had been like to be his slave, so she knew exactly how to tease him. He had guided her, giving her strict orders about what he enjoyed most. Unlike other girlfriends, she didn’t need to fumble or guess. He didn’t have to worry about hurting her feelings if she did it wrong. Instead, he could just make his demands, so she knew exactly how to entice him.

It worked!

Trevor tried so hard to ignore those sensations, but it wasn’t long before he was groaning.

“It’s not a pen, and it’s not a credit card,” she said. “Can the dumb boy figure it out?”

Trevor tried to answer, only if became almost impossible as her fingers continued to slide along his balls. She manipulated his scrotum, gently massaging him, gently stroking him, and constantly teasing him. His breathing quickened, and it was almost impossible to get a word out.

“It’s a key! It’s the key to my chastity cage!”

“It’s the key to our chastity cage,” she corrected him. “That lock belongs to Olivia. She’s sharing it with us.”

“Fine! It’s the key to your cage!”

“And everything in that cage belongs to us,” she said. Jocelyn had clearly made a statement; she wasn’t asking a question, nor was she interested in his opinion.

Even so, he still had to respond. Really, there could only be one possibility. “Yes! Yes, everything in that cage belongs to you!”

This went against everything he believed. Even if he hadn’t truly embraced any kind of gendered ideology before coming to college, he had thought it; more importantly, he had the opportunity to practice.

“Good,” she said.

His trainer pulled her hand away, and he shut his eyes as he tried to hide.

After that, he braced himself for the spanking. He honestly believed that was what she had in mind.

Instead, this young woman had planned something else, and it was going to be so much worse for him.

She used the key.

He felt that little tug of resistance, and then he heard something pop open.

She had just opened the padlock on his chastity device. Opening his eyes, he glanced down.

She wasn’t done, not yet, but he could still watch as she slid the key from the open lock. Next, Jocelyn slid the hasp from the device, and then she started to pull away the different parts. She removed the fasteners, sliding them free from their grooves, one after another. Palming them, Jocelyn slid the ring out from around the root of his scrotum. Then there was just one more piece.

Silently, he wanted to beg her to do it. After all, he was holding his breath, the anticipation was right there. He felt like he was on the edge of something important, something unstoppable. His mouth watered as he ached for the chance to feel it again.

Then again, he understood that this could be some cruel joke.

“You’re worried I’m not going to do it, aren’t you?”

Because she hadn’t commanded him to tell the truth, he could have tried to lie. Instead of making that attempt, he just nodded frantically. “Yes. I, I really want you to take it off of me.”

“Say please,” she ordered, making it sound so childish and easy, like he wasn’t about to give up something important.

Drawing in a breath, he braced himself. It wasn’t the embarrassment that bothered him the most. He could handle that rush of shame that seemed to spin and swirl there behind his rib cage. Rather, it was the knowledge that she didn’t have to do this.

He could beg and plead and offer up everything she craved, only need to lock him up again…

“Please. Please, take it off of me. Please!”

Distantly, he remembered that Olivia had played with him. She had ridden him hard. Even so, there was that span of time between that moment and this one.

Worse for this boy, he had developed that ravenous desire for arousal, for completion.

This girl had to understand that.

Her eyes sparkled as she watched him, and she very generally extended her hand, lighting her fingers along the exterior of the cage. Her fingers brushed along the smooth and glossy metal of the tube.

Finally, she squeezed it, and she gently slid it away, freeing his cock!

He was hard!

The excitement flooded his system. It wasn’t just the freedom. It was everything it meant.

As another example of masculine arrogance against freeing part of him, he wanted to smirk and turn back to her and say something obnoxious like, “I always knew you needed that vitamin D.” He could have smiled at her, and maybe the expression would have seemed genuinely intriguing for this girl.

Wisely, he kept his mouth shut! Trevor couldn’t take any unnecessary risks.

“You like this, don’t you? You like getting out of the cage?” Although she tried to speak with as much confidence as a girl like Tara or Olivia would have managed, Jocelyn still sounded so insecure.

“Yes, yes. Yes, that feels so good,” he said.

“What about this?” Jocelyn asked as she came up behind him, and she pressed her body to his. Although he could only enjoy the rough texture of her clothing, he didn’t care. It still felt incredible! She rubbed herself against him, and then she slid her arms past his side.

Of course, she had told him to place his hands on the walls, so he was trapped, just like before. Naked and powerless, he couldn’t move. Maybe he could squirm; perhaps his muscles could jerk and tense, but that was it. Ultimately, it wasn’t enough.

And now she had her petite hands gliding along his scrotum, the base of his shaft and along his length.

It felt so good!

Those sensations were beyond comprehension for this boy.

He experienced them, they robbed him of every coherent thought and idea. He couldn’t articulate himself, not after everything he had already experienced.

More importantly, Jocelyn didn’t ask for anything at that moment. She wasn’t teasing him or taunting him. There was her warm breath against the edge of his ear, her gliding caresses, those gentle squeezes, and the pounding arousal that flooded through his system.

He was so hard!

Excitement gripped him. It trapped him.

Even if he understood this, he couldn’t worry about it. He couldn’t care about what any of this meant, not as long as those sensations continued.

As such, Trevor should have been able to understand exactly what Jocelyn was going to do next.

She splayed her fingers, pulled her hands away, and giggled right there in his ear. There was that playful, feminine sound that vibrated against his senses as she asked, “What do you want?”

She had freed him. That seemed like a good sign. She had laughed at him. That made him think this was just going to be another game.

“I want an orgasm,” he said. Understanding exactly how that sounded, he tried again. “Please. Please, can I have an orgasm?”

When he had been the one to control the beast within him, Trevor had never asked. He had never needed to plead for permission. It had never been a request.

But now everything was different, and this girl could taunt him.

“Maybe,” she said.

Maybe. That word boomed in his ears, all because he believed her. If this had just been a synonym for “no,” then he would have been able to endure it. But now, there was that hope, and it blossomed behind his rib cage. Every petal seemed jagged and sharp, scraping against his insides, especially because she said, “I want to play with you. I love having you just like this, especially because it seems so familiar…” Jocelyn’s voice trail away, leaving him uncertain of what she meant.

But she wouldn’t do something like that…

She couldn’t!

He didn’t want to believe that he had been cruel, but he was different. There was a fundamental gulf between them because he was a man, and she was a girl, and that meant he had those impulses. Someone else might’ve called them sadistic. As far as he was concerned, he had just been aggressive, but that was fine since that was what women secretly craved. At least, that was what he’d learned online.

“What, what are you saying?” he finally forced himself to ask.

“You’re a smart boy,” she said. “You can figure it out.”

Just then, she made it so much harder for him to think because her hands darted and slid and danced along his shaft and his balls. She toyed with him, gently squeezing the tip of his cock. Then she moved her fingertips along the middle of his manhood. At the same time, her other hand continued to stroke and caress him. Then she remembered what he really liked as she pushed up underneath his balls. She massaged him, fondling and groping him.

With every breath, he wanted to call out for her to stop. At the same time, the excitement continued to build. That anticipation expanded deep within him, surging along every inch of his flesh. His skin was hot, and he felt like he was about to lose it!

Trevor was about to come so hard!

She drew her hands back. She pulled away, and he groaned. He moaned. He braced his forehead against the wall, pressing down until it hurt.

While he tried to get his thoughts back under control, Jocelyn didn’t say anything; she didn’t tease him or talk to him or mock him.

With his eyes closed, he didn’t even know if she was still standing there, just a few inches behind him.

He didn’t dare check.

Only then, at some random moment, she started to touch him and fondle him all over again! His breath stopped, and she squeezed. She stroked him, her fingertips, just barely making contact. There were those tingling sensations as she stimulated him.

In other relationships, other girls still had to guess what their boyfriends wanted. Those young women, if they were going to put a lot of effort into their relationship, would listen intently and try to pay attention.

For Jocelyn, it was different.

He had never worried about hurting her feelings. When it came to sex with this beautiful girl, he had owned her. He had enslaved her. As such, he had made his demands. And if she didn’t satisfy him, he punished her!

But now, she could use that information against him. She understood exactly what it took to make him squirm and moan.

Those sounds resonated from the depths of his lungs, all because she had learned.

Then she pulled her hands away.

“I want you to know something,” Jocelyn explained. “I haven’t made up my mind yet. Maybe I’m going to let you have an orgasm. Maybe not.” Although he didn’t dare look back at her, it was so easy to picture that girl just shrugging. For her, it wasn’t going to matter. To her, it wasn’t a big deal either way.

“Please…”

“No,” she said casually, like this wasn’t an important consideration, one way or the other. “I’m not interested in hearing you beg right now. I’m thinking I want something else.”

“What? What do you want?” He practically shouted out those words. His voice sounded so much louder as every note ricocheted against the wall right in front of his face.

Trevor glanced to his left, then his right. He studied his arms and his fingers. They were spread and pressed against the wall. He pushed against that solid surface, yet he wasn’t going to break through. Worse, he couldn’t even pull his hands away. His arms and legs were fixed in place. He could squirm and twitch and shiver, that was it. Beyond those shudders, he was completely trapped, and she knew it.

“Tell me about boys,” she said.

“What, what do you want to hear?”

Jocelyn chuckled with just irritation. “This isn’t what I want to hear. Remember, if you are going to do this, you have to make sure it’s authentic. You have to make sure it’s real.”

Instantly, he understood what that meant; he was supposed to sound sincere. “Fine. Yes. I can do that. I can do whatever you want! Just tell me!”

“Don’t you remember? We used to play this game. I mean, you probably thought of it as an important lesson or something, so I guess we can do that too. Think of this as an important lesson, Trevor.” As she spoke, it was obvious she had something specific in mind. At the same time, she was willing to enjoy herself. She wasn’t in any rush. After all, she wasn’t the one who had that cock with the little droplets of excitement right there at the tip. Her heart wasn’t pounding with frantic desperation.

“What do you want me to learn?”

She didn’t answer right away, which only poured more fuel on that fiery exasperation burning deep at the center of his being. “We’ve been talking about you. We’ve been talking a lot, in fact. We’ve been talking about how the world is supposed to work. We’ve been thinking about different possibilities. Olivia is a little bit ambivalent.” It still sounded strange to hear a girl like Jocelyn use a term like that. “She’s still leaning on feminism. She thinks that you’re just an exception. She wants to believe that there are other guys out there who are better than you. What do you think?”

“Please. Do we really have to talk about this?”

Jocelyn smacked his ass, delivering a sharp snap of pain.  His teeth snapped together as his jaw locked.

“Yes,” she said. “This is exactly what we are going to talk about. You don’t have a problem with that, do you?”

This time he gave her the right answer. “No!” Then again, if she really didn’t want to talk and expected him to listen, she could simply order him to be silent. There was nothing to stop her from leaning forward and whispering every word right into his ear.

“Olivia still wants to believe in feminism. Tara is pretty uncertain right now, and Sophia is still making up her mind. I think she wants to do more research. Personally, I think we should use something a little bit more aggressive. I think extreme situations call for extreme measures.”

“Please. What are you talking about? What are you saying?”

“You learned about how women and men interact by going online, right?”

Trevor had never lied about his so-called “research”. He was the kind of boy who thought a Google search for a few minutes with ChatGPT was the same thing as talking to an expert. He didn’t understand, or even really believe in nuance. As far as he was concerned, the information was out there, and he could get it. He never even noticed how that information he found almost always corresponded with what he had already believed and secretly hoped to confirm anyway.

It was very possible that a girl like Jocelyn had engaged in the exact same kind of research. Still, Trevor didn’t really know what that meant. He wasn’t sure how to react or respond.

His chest tightened as he considered all of this. He pressed his lips together into a firm line, and then she leaned forward and whispered again. “Tell me all about women and men. Tell me all about how girls are smarter than boys.”

“They’re not!” Right away, Trevor regretted that choice. He knew this wasn’t the “correct” answer. That wasn’t what she wanted to hear.

Before he could try to come up with something else, she smacked his ass, her hand flying down, five times in quick succession. She went for the same spot, delivering blow after blow as those flashes of pain rippled all along his nervous system.

Then it was done and she smiled. He could hear it in her voice as she said, “I know you’re just a dumb boy, but you can figure this out.”

“I’m not a dumb boy. Look, I’m sorry. I messed up. I wasn’t supposed to say something like that, but I’m not about to betray my gender.” Perhaps he thought he was about to say something diplomatic.

After everything he had endured, Trevor enjoyed that thrill of pride, all because he was able to endure this. It didn’t matter if he was naked and on display. It didn’t matter if this young woman spanked him.

He could still think for himself.

He was still able to resist her influence.

The moisture drained away from his mouth, but she just laughed. “Girls are smarter than boys. There’s a reason why girls routinely get better grades. They mature more quickly, they enroll in college in greater numbers, and they are taking over. Maybe you don’t want to see it, but it’s happening. Personally, I think that’s why so many men are getting so angry. They’re upset because they can sense that shift. They know that something is different, but they don’t want to believe that they are losing at the games they originally built.”

A girl like Jocelyn was supposed to giggle and titter. She was supposed to look cute and sweet and innocent. She wasn’t supposed to speak with that kind of scholastic certainty.

And now, she made it clear what she wanted. “Say it. Tell me the girls are smarter than boys.”

“I won’t do it,” he promised her. Among college boys playing video games was common and routine. The same held true for this young man. That meant he was supposed to be good at strategizing, except he wouldn’t violate that belief. After all, this had been the main pillar of his justification for enslaving those girls. Again, and again, he had told himself that he had the right to do it because of his sex. On the basis of his gender, he had the right to tell those girls what to do. He was supposed to be smarter; he was supposed to know what they really needed.

“That’s fine,” she said.

It was?

Only then, she leaned forward again and she pressed her chest to his back as her arms reached past his side. Then she had her fingers gliding along his cock all over again.

Trevor shut his eyes. He tried to block out the sensation. He fought to control himself but it was almost impossible. As fresh excitement rushed along his body, he didn’t know what to do. He wasn’t sure how he could be.

Deep down, he already knew exactly what she wanted to hear, but he wasn’t going to make that kind of mistake.

“Boys are dumb,” she said. “If I get you turned on, I’m sure I can make you say whatever I want. And how about right now? Do you like it when I do this?” That was when she started rubbing him harder and faster. Her hand moved up and down along his length with one eagerly quick movement after another.

For a second there, Trevor actually wanted to believe that she enjoyed doing this, but she was just playing with him because it was all part of the game. In fact, he almost lost himself to this fantasy, where he had never encountered a girl named Olivia and had never accidentally given up his power.

“You know the truth. You know what you want to say. You know what you need to tell me,” she cooed at her trapped boy. “Go on, Trevor. Go on and tell me the truth. You know you want to. You know you have to.” As she used that sing-song tone, another dose of irritation shot through his veins, but it didn’t matter, not when her fingers continued to play along his shaft. She was fondling him and teasing him, delivering one fresh taste of desperation after another.

“Fine! Fine, girls are smarter than boys!”

“And what are you?” She touched him a little faster now.

“I’m a boy!”

“Does that mean you’re dumb? Does that mean you’re just a dumb boy who should be taught to obey? Because that’s the thing. Our friends are trying to figure out exactly how we should treat you and what we should do. Maybe we will just make you forget? We could make you forget and let you walk away? Or maybe we need to try something else? Maybe we need to make the world a better place?”

Right then and there, he didn’t understand. Trevor couldn’t assemble those different ideas into some kind of coherent idea, but it didn’t matter, not when this girl continued to touch him and play with him. With one hand, she caressed his balls. She continued to stroke and glide her fingers up between his legs. Then, with her other hand, Jocelyn squeezed. She brought him so incredibly and deliciously and perfectly close to release. At that last instant, each time, she relaxed her grip.

It wasn’t fair!

She knew all about his body because he had taught her. He had forced her to learn.

“I don’t understand,” he told her, probably hoping to delay the inevitable for a little while longer.

“Okay,” she taunted him. “Consider this possibility: we use you. We use you, and we reprogram all of the boys to be humble and obedient. We use you, and we teach all of the girls that they can take control. What do you think of that?”

“You wouldn’t.” Trevor exhaled. “You couldn’t!”

Again, Jocelyn demonstrated that she wasn’t just a cute girl who liked to keep her hair tied in pigtails. She wasn’t just a girl who loved ribbons, little pieces of jewelry and flowery sundresses. She could be just as tough as any of the others!

“Tell me we could do it. Tell me we can do whatever we want.”

That was a direct command which he couldn’t resist or demand. He couldn’t ignore her either. Even as he tried to keep his mouth shut, his body betrayed him. That beast forced him to yield. Even if there was that chain of command from him to Olivia and now to Jocelyn, he still yielded. “You can do whatever you want. If you want to take over, there’s nothing to stop you!” Trevor especially hated admitting that last point, but now the words were out on the air and she came up behind him. She stroked his ass.

“Tell me you can’t wait for a future where women are in charge. Tell me you can’t wait for a new order.”

“I can’t wait for women to be in charge. I can’t wait for a new order.”

“I learned about what it’s called,” she said. “There are a couple of different terms. Are you interested in learning?”

No, he wasn’t, so he stayed silent.

Of course, that girl didn’t care. She was playing with him. For her, this was more than just revenge. It was a game and her opportunity to have some fun!

“The most basic term is a matriarchy. That refers to any society where females hold most of the power and authority. I think we could do that. Of course, there’s another option. Have you ever heard of a gynarchy? It’s very similar. Now, I don’t want to quibble over definitions or semantics, but there’s another term. This one is my favorite. Can you guess what it is?”

Again, he didn’t answer.

Jocelyn didn’t seem to mind. That cute girl giggled again, and then she uttered those two words, “Female supremacy!”

Female supremacy. He heard that phrase. He absorbed it. It seemed to spread into him like a poison. Even so, he still didn’t really understand what it meant. He wasn’t sure what he was supposed to learn from a concept like that. As far as he was concerned, it still sounded improbable and impossible.

If anything, it was going to be some fringe concept, something that could never really be employed or adapted for the real world.

But then, the standards of his existence were different. If he had just been a regular guy trapped in a regular school, where he was confined by anything he could learn, then maybe that would’ve been true.

But he had the beast on his side. Or at least, it had been on his side until Olivia slipped that leash around it, trapping it and controlling it. That had all been before she learned to control him.

“Don’t tell anyone else, but I think female supremacy could be the future. If you really stop and think about it, it was probably going to happen anyway. Just think about all of those companies who ironically said that the future is female. They were right. And guess what, Trevor? You get to help things along. It won’t just be based on merit, although I’m sure that’s going to happen as well. Instead, you can speed things along.”

“No. Please. Please, don’t make me,” he said. He was begging now. Only a few minutes before this, he had tried so hard to resist, yet it was easy for him to imagine all of it.

At the same time, he tried to tell himself that someone would be able to stop these girls. Maybe the government or some overpowered corporation would come along and discover his talents. Consequently, they’d finally be stopped.

Men were supposed to be in charge!

In spite of that certainty, societies could change. They could fall, grow, adapt, and evolve.

Except now, he wasn’t sure that any other society had faced something like the beast within him.

“You’re going to do this on your own,” she informed him. “Right now, you’re going to tell me that women deserve to rule. Tell me that you believe in female supremacy. Tell me that you’re smart enough to give in.”

Maybe she did it on purpose or maybe not. Either way, she had issued those words as a series of commands. As she stroked him, Trevor had to give in all over again. He had to tell this girl exactly what she wished to hear. “I believe in female supremacy. I believe that women deserve to rule! Women should be in charge, and men need to be obedient. We have to obey. We should be obedient and humble. We should be slaves!”

Slaves. As far as a guy like, Trevor had always been concerned, that was a historical classification, one that couldn’t possibly apply to someone like him. It was just a theory or an idea.

Except now, he felt it.

And she was touching him.

“If you want an orgasm, you’re going to tell me exactly what I want to hear. Go on. Tell me.”

This time, he flashed back to those other games when he’d held her and touched her. But at that moment, his hands were bound by those spoken commands.

This time, she wasn’t specific, so the impulse to obey her didn’t awaken. Even if he could still feel that compulsion to obey her sliding along every muscle, her slave still didn’t have to do anything.

Still, she touched him. She stimulated him. With every moment, she delivered fresh arousal. That desperation rushed all along his body. He could feel it there along the tips of his toes, up into his legs, swirling at his core, and straight to the top of his head. Deep within his brain, those urges were right there, growing stronger and stronger.

She knew how to tease him. She knew how to caress him. She knew exactly what it took to keep him right there!

“I’m feeling generous. Tell me what I want to hear. Because if you don’t do it in the next few seconds, I might get bored. Maybe I’m going to decide you don’t deserve an orgasm at all. Maybe I’m going to decide it’s more fun to just play with you this way.” She could tease him; she could deny him.

He didn’t want to believe it. He couldn’t accept it.

Despite that longing to fight back, he couldn’t do it!

“Please. You’re right. Boys are dumb, and women should be in charge.” Immediately, he understood just how juvenile that sounded. Then again, this was what she desired and expected, so he had to give it to her. His mouth kept moving. At the same time, he tried to tell himself that he wasn’t a traitor, yet he understood the truth. “We should have a matriarchy. Women should be in charge. They should rule. Men have had their chance, and we messed up. We messed everything up. Please, just don’t stop. Please, don’t stop. You’re right. Women are supposed to be in charge. They should rule. Men shouldn’t be allowed to vote. Men shouldn’t have any rights at all! We shouldn’t be allowed to drive or to own property. We should only do as we’re told. We should help. We should be servants and slaves!” The words gust from his mouth, flooding the air.

At the same time, he could hear her laughing. For her, it was still a game, yeah he also had to wonder whether or not she would believe him.

Maybe this was approved…

Then she squeezed again, and he was still trapped and helpless. This time, she moved faster. There was that incredible rhythm, that perfect speed, and the pressure he needed.

It felt so good!

All of his regress disappeared. But frustration vanished, to be replaced by something inexorable. The pleasure burned all along his flesh. The satisfaction swarmed through him. That perfect pleasure filled him until he wasn’t thinking at all. He paned, cried out, gasped and moaned. Every sound reverberated through his body as she drained him. She continued to squeeze, sliding her hand up and down again and again.

Once he was spent, she stepped away. “Clean that up, get dressed, and get ready for Sophia. She’s going to want to spend some time with you.”

Sophia. She was the smart girl. She was the one who wore glasses and focused on her grades.

Of course, he had enjoyed degrading her, telling her that she never really deserved those scores. On some level, he had known the truth. Even so, he had still wanted to believe that there was some of their explanation. Maybe the teachers gave her better scores because she flirted with them, or maybe she had cheated in some other way. Maybe those award-winning projects she had completed had really been done by someone else. Whenever he contemplated her achievements, he had always needed to find some sort of excuse.

After all, it just seemed illogical to think that a girl could win.

If she was competing against boys, then she had to be defeated. It seemed logical and inevitable. Whenever he considered some other possibility, he got angry. It was probably the same reason why so many guys raged against movies that had too many female actresses. And if those movies did well, those same guys would try to come up with different excuses about politics, timing, or maybe they would raise old conspiracy theories about how the data was actually corrupted anyway. The numbers could only be relied upon when they proved what those guys already needed to believe.

But now, Trevor was thinking about her again, only it wasn’t jealousy that simmered beneath the surface of his thoughts.

As he made his way around campus, he told himself that he wasn’t actually scared.

But that wasn’t true.

He went to his classes, and he tried to answer his questions, but he kept looking around. He kept waiting.

Days went by.

In the darker corners of his brain, he kept hoping that maybe the girls had simply forgotten about him. As impossible as that sounded, he wanted to believe that they had decided to move on. Maybe they had all started dating someone else or something.

Then again, he went to sleep at night, and he had to wonder whether or not he woke up, performed some action, and climbed back into his bed without knowing the truth.

Simply knowing that Olivia could manipulate his memory was enough to mess with his understanding of the world. It was infuriating and annoying, and more than a little scary, but he couldn’t do anything about it.

Then there was that point that Jocelyn had made.

Sophia was coming for him.

After Jocelyn had toyed with him, he had been forced to clean up his mess. By that point, she had already locked him up again.

So as each day went by, he had to contend with that rebuilding frustration.

From an intellectual perspective, he told himself that the device wasn’t supposed to matter, especially since he had been allowed to climax. There had been that rush of satisfaction, only it didn’t leave him sated. Of anything, the desire was still there. Simultaneously, he had to wonder what was going to happen later on as he was forced to wait all over again.

Sophia was coming for him.

At some point, she was going to show up. Maybe it was going to be in his dorm room. Maybe she would just find him during one of his classes and require him to step outside.

Then he thought about Jocelyn and how he had taunted her. He had forced that girl to insist that she didn’t care about her education.

What if those girls did that to him?

Technically, he had never been especially interested in his degree. At that point, he wasn’t even sure if he cared about his major. While some of his classmates were truly passionate about their fields of study, he couldn’t find that same kind of intrigue. The assignments were there, and he did them, and he did his best, but it wasn’t the same and he knew it.

Where was she? What was she doing? Was she messing with him?

Again, he thought about those missing minutes. He thought about how those girls could have told him to do something, only to force him to forget. Maybe it didn’t count as “forgetting”. But they could tell him to stop thinking about one particular memory. It could still be there, lodged somewhere in his psyche. But if that part of his brain was suddenly off-limits, he wouldn’t be able to tell the difference.

He no longer knew what he couldn’t remember.

Although he was tense for the first few days and walked between his classes while glancing around and searching for her, he eventually started to relax. He couldn’t help himself.

Then he was talking to one of his friends when someone tapped on his shoulder. It was a gentle gesture, but now his body tightened.

“Hello, Trevor,” Sophia said. “Introduce me to your friend.”

Trevor had been relaxed. He had been having fun. He’d been talking about video games, kill accounts, and the best way to use the meta against their opponents.

Now this chill ran down the nape of his neck, between his shoulder blades, and along the small of his back. He turned around slowly, stepping away.

There she was.

That girl watched him from behind her glasses. She looked so normal in that sweatshirt and those jeans. She wore a pair of sneakers. She was just another cute college girl, maybe a little bit more geeky or brainy than some of the sorority girls, but she was still just another young woman.

“Daniel, this is Sophia. Sophia, this is Daniel.”

“Hello, Daniel. If you don’t mind asking, do you have a girlfriend?”

The question was awkward and maybe a little bit uncomfortable, but Daniel still glanced over at Trevor. Frozen in place, Trevor didn’t say anything. Maybe he wasn’t bound by a particular command, yet he remained unsure. He didn’t really understand what could happen next.

Most of all, he didn’t want to find out.

“Yeah. I do,” Daniel said. “I’m not sure if it’s going to be really serious.” He stopped as though he had already said too much. Then again, he obviously wanted to brag about how his girlfriend was obviously in love with him while he could just mess around.

If she was offended, she gave no sign of it. Instead, Sophia said, “Daniel, I need to talk to Trevor for a little while. Do you mind excusing us?”

Daniel glanced back at Trevor, like he was searching for some kind of confirmation. Trevor forced himself to nod, if only because he had to behave himself. At the same time, he thought about that same strategy he had tried with Jocelyn. It hadn’t worked on that one girl, but maybe it would work with this one…?

He had to hope (because he didn’t have any other strategy available).

Daniel started to walk off.

Then Sophia leaned forward, and she whispered, “I think I want to do a little experiment right now. Call him back and use your power on him. Tell him that he needs to take his girlfriend out for a nice dinner tonight. He needs to go down on her and to make her feel like a queen.”

Trevor struggled so hard to fight it.

If he could just hold out for a few seconds, that would give Daniel enough time to get away.

Just like every other time, Trevor worked to resist that compulsion and failed. He started speaking. “Daniel, can I talk to you for a second?” His friend came back, looking confused just like before. “Tonight, you will take your girlfriend out on a date, and you’re going to make sure she has a good time. You’re going to buy her a nice dinner, and you’re going to listen to her. Then, at the end of the night, if she wants it, you’re going to go down on her. You’re going to make her your top priority, and you’re going to treat her like a queen.”

There. He had done it. That was supposed to be good enough; that was supposed to satisfy her.

Daniel nodded and left again. He walked away.

And as he was leaving, Trevor dipped his head down. He wanted to walk away. Clearly, he couldn’t control himself. He glanced back at Sophia. “There. You did your experiment. Can I go now?”

“What? No,” she said, giggling. “You and I are just getting started.” That was when she took him by his hand and escorted him out of the building. They were headed back to her room.

She held his hand and escorted him. As he walked with her, Trevor could feel that frustrating irony: a couple of other guys glanced in his direction. They were obviously jealous. They saw him with this girl, and they must’ve assumed that they were dating.

He glanced back at Sophia. Even now, he could feel that twinge of desire. Even if it was blocked out by those other anxieties, he knew better than to say anything. He wasn’t going to argue or resist—not yet.

Instead, they were walking across the grass and headed toward her dorm when he made his next attempt.

“Have you thought about what you’re going to do when you all let me go?”

Sophia didn’t respond. Instead, she glanced over her shoulder, and she smiled at him. She really was beautiful. She wore her glasses and kept her hair tied back in a simple ponytail. Her outfit didn’t highlight the curves of her frame, but she was still pretty. He could see it.

It definitely helped but he knew what she looked like on her back, naked, on her hands and knees, and begging for more.

That wasn’t going to happen again. Instead, he needed to concentrate on this.

“What are you talking about?” Sophia asked, sounding genuinely curious. “What makes you think we’re going to let you go?”

Nervous energy flooded through his body, even as he tried to think of what he was going to say.

Within a few more minutes, they made it back to her dorm room. It was a private bedroom with a lock on the door. More importantly, this was her space. She had a small desk, a chair, and her bed. She walked over to the mattress, sat down, leaned back, and looked at him. “What do you think I want from you right now?”

“I don’t know,” he told her. It was the best he could do.

“Guess,” she ordered.

Trevor spoke automatically. “You probably expect me to go down on you.”

“Cute,” she said. Then she smiled and wobbled her head from side to side. “No, I don’t think we’re going to do that, not right away anyway. Instead, there’s something else I want. This.” That was when she reached into her pocket and took out her phone.

Her phone.

He missed his own device. He remembered what it was like to be able to reach down into his pocket to access anything and everything. For so long, he had taken his phone for granted, probably because he never assumed anyone would be able to steal it away.

Olivia still had it. She was keeping it, and now he was jealous of this other girl.

“First off, I want you to stand there with your hands behind your back, and I want you to talk about female superiority.”

“What?”

“I’m making a little video. I think I’m going to post it later,” she told him.

“But I can’t do that,” he told her.

She stepped forward, invading his personal space. “Why not?”

“Because it would be wrong,” he said.

“Do better,” she instructed. Instantly, he understood what Sophia meant. This girl with her glasses and her ponytail, her sweats and her sneakers, demanded the perfect truth from him.

He could sense her intention, so the beast roared, and the compulsion gripped him all over again.

“I’m not going to betray my sex,” he told her.

“Yes, you are,” she said as she stepped back. She lifted her phone, and the camera lens was now aimed at him. That was when she touched the screen, and he recognized what was about to happen. “Don’t worry. I’m going to edit this later. Just make sure I get everything I need. Talk about female superiority. Tell us all about how girls are smarter. Tell us how girls deserve to be in charge and that’re are grateful that you have friends like us. Tell us that you love doing as you’re told because you want to be a good servant.”

That was the script.

Her enslaved boy struggled to keep up as he tried to track each requirement. Even so, there was the compulsion. There was that fundamental and primal need. It flared through his body, lancing down into the core of his psyche. Words were dredged up from his subconscious, and he had to give her exactly what she wanted.

Even as he started to speak, he recognized the truth.

This was treachery.

This was betrayal.

This went against everything he needed to believe. Jocelyn had touched him and teased him, but it had been private! This time, it was going to be recorded. And once it went online, he knew that those images could remain there forever. Perhaps he would get lucky and this data would be lost on some random server that would get scrapped in a few years.

More likely, it would be controversial. It would be fun.

His mouth started to move. Just like before, he became nothing but a puppet. He was a programmed toy, which meant he now had to perform. “The truth is that women are the superior sex. Girls are smarter, so they deserve to be in charge. Really, I’m just grateful for all the training I have received. Over the last few days, several of my friends have taken out upon themselves to tame me and correct me.”

Sophia paused the recording just long enough to say, “Explain to all of our followers exactly what that means.”

Right away, he knew what that meant. “As a young man, I’m kept in chastity. They have me locked up, and I don’t like it, but I know it’s really good for me. As a young man, I shouldn’t be allowed to make my own decisions. Too often, I’m impulsive, and I have stupid beliefs. It’s better when these girls can tell me exactly what I need to do and how I need to behave.”

Sophia paused the recording again. “Thank us,” she commanded.

His eyes widened as he processed to that command. On some level, he wished that he could come up with something clever and defiant, something that would allow him to resist her control. Despite his best efforts, he failed completely. “I’m so grateful that these girls tell me what to do. As a man, I’m just not smart enough to make my own choices. I don’t study when I need to. I don’t work out often enough. It’s hard. My phone was a huge distraction, but one of my friends took it away from me, and now I’m much happier!”

Again, she paused the recording. “Smile. Make sure that everyone knows how much happier you are now.”

When the recording resumed, he had to speak.

He tried to hold back that primal drive to serve and obey.

Up until now, Trevor had never really understood how the command to “smile” could be so incredibly trying and aggravating at the same time. Of course, he’d listened as young women complained about that expectation. If a guy didn’t smile, it wasn’t a big deal. He was serious or solemn. When a girl didn’t smile, she could be criticized as unfriendly or bitchy. Except now, it was his turn.

The corner of his mouth rose, and he revealed his teeth, and he looked genuinely enthusiastic about all of this!

He hated it.

That boy concentrated to sharpen his rage into something visceral, something capable of cutting through the invisible leash around his neck, the one that led to Sophia’s hand, then finally back to Olivia.

“I’m so much happier now,” he said, sounding genuinely cheerful! There was that wild joy that seemed to ripple across every word. “I love, knowing I don’t get to make my own choices.” He tried to inject some note of sarcasm into that next point, but it didn’t work. “As a young man, I know I’m not capable of making my own choices.” He had uttered those words before, only that didn’t matter, not here or now. At the same time, he longed to flinch because he remembered exactly what he had told Jocelyn to say as she touched him and teased him.

Sophia didn’t have him naked (not yet).

“Good,” Sophia finally said. She set her phone aside, and then she leaned down and studied him. “For this next part, I want you naked. But if you like, you can beg beforehand. Would you like that?” She spoke with the easy confidence of a girl who knew she was going to earn an A in each of her courses.

Trevor didn’t want to take advantage of this opportunity, but he couldn’t let it pass by either.

His nostrils flared, his breath sharpened, and he spoke. “I made the video for you. Please, you can let me go now. You don’t have to do this anymore. Just let me go. You can share that with anyone you want.”

“Of course, I can. I’m in charge because I’m a woman, and you’re a slave because you messed up.”

No matter how much he wished otherwise, this specimen of masculine subservience couldn’t argue or disagree. Technically, it was an option, only he already knew he would fail. There was no way for him to argue with her. Even under the best of circumstances, she was probably smarter than him.

“Please,” he said, trying again. “Please, you don’t have to keep me like this. You’ve already proven your point. You have that information, and now you can use it to blackmail me for as long as you want.”

“True,” she said. “But this isn’t really about blackmail. You understand that, right? This is about evidence. This is about proof. I want to be able to show that to other girls. I want them to see it, and I want them to think about how the world works and what it could be. I want them to think about how much better things could be.”

“How?” Trevor suspected he already knew the answer, yet some nervous curiosity clouded his thoughts and forced him to ask because he needed to hear it for himself.

“Female supremacy means that women are in charge.” She smiled. “It means that the default assumption is that we are right and you are wrong. It means that you have to do as you’re told. I’m going to be honest. I’ve been thinking about you, Trevor. I’ve been thinking about what we can do to you and with you. I’ve been thinking about how you could make the world a better place. You might be the key.”

“No…”

“Yes,” she said, casually contradicting him. “Think about how you could influence politics. Think about how you could influence the economy and business.”

“Olivia won’t let you,” he said. “She still believes in equality. Right?”

“People change,” Sophia said with a smile. “Speaking of which, I’m not actually interested in debating this with you. Instead, I want you naked now. Oh, and before you ask, I am going to remove your chastity cage. Aren’t you a lucky boy?”

Although he didn’t believe her, Trevor still embraced that rush of hope. It was automatic and undeniable. Even if he tried to hate it, he couldn’t. The possibility that he could be freed, if only for a little while, was intoxicating.

Still, he faced that same thought from before: how could his libido be so powerful? Why did he still crave her touch? Both Jocelyn and Olivia had freed him for a little while. Both of those girls had given him more orgasms.

And yet, the desperation still hovered there beneath the surface of his skin.

In one dark corner between his thoughts, Trevor even wondered whether or not he would have been obedient simply for the chance to get out. If Sophia didn’t have control of his mind, maybe he would have served willingly, so long as she could keep him locked up while offering the tantalizing promise of release.

It made him think about some of the guys he had seen around campus. Before he had started to exert his influence to make the boys more aggressive and the girls more pliant, Trevor had noticed that there were lots of young women who knew how to flirt and tease the boys around him. Maybe that was one reason why so many misogynists online got so angry at the men who seemed willing to serve the women around them. Those guys secretly understood just how much influence the female half of humanity could have. If they wanted to, and if they ever recognized their power, maybe the fairer sex could become the ruling class just by giggling and teasing the boys around them. Lots of young men, it seemed, melted under even just a hint of female attention.

Trevor didn’t want to accept the notion that the men around him could be that vulnerable, but the possibility persisted.

As those thoughts flashed behind his eyes, he followed Sophia’s command. He had made one recording, and now it was time for another. Only this time, he would have to be naked for it.

Trevor stripped.

He pulled off one layer of clothing after another just as he had done for the other girls. He had done it in front of all of them. Although he closed his eyes and tried to hide from the reality of his situation, he couldn’t escape it. Within moments, he was down to nothing but the device around his balls and along his length.

She stepped forward, and she looked into his eyes. “Hold your hands behind your back, keep your chin raised, close your eyes, and enjoy it when I touch you.”

The brainwashed male didn’t think that last part would have any kind of impact on him, but she reached up, and there was something almost tender about that first moment of gentle contact. That girl just barely touched him, yet it was enough to deliver those quick shots of delight. Then she caressed his shoulder, his forearm, his hip, his thigh, and she brought her hand up.

Immediately, he twitched with yearning. Although he obeyed all of her commands, and kept his eyes closed, she touched him.

The stimulation was incredible!

“Remember, this is amazing because you’re locked up.”

His cock raged! It shoved against the inner contours of the device, but he couldn’t break free!

Almost hypnotic, she told him, “I know what you want. You want me to let you out of this cage, don’t you? Do you want to get on your knees for another video? Do you want to tell me how you are so grateful? You want all the girls to know that this is the best way to train a boy. You want to tell them that they should lock up all of their boyfriends, their brothers, their husbands and any other male in their lives. You want all of the guys to be locked up because you know this is the best way to go.”

“I’ll say it!”

“Yes, you will,” she said as she stepped back.

Sophia wasn’t gone for long. She came back only seconds later. He still had his eyes locked shut.

She worked the key. She removed the device. She was quick and efficient.

“Bow down before me,” she said. “Get ready to say it.”

Seconds later, she told him he could open his eyes. He raised his head, and then he saw her standing above him.

His erection was prominent and pointed forward. It was a visual declaration of his arousal, his desire and need.

When he looked up, he was unsurprised to see the camera aimed at him. She had her phone out, and the lens was locked on him like a malevolent eye.

Trevor wasn’t even sure whether or not it was the compulsion that forced him to speak. Maybe it was something else entirely. At this point, he had been locked up for days. The girls enjoyed playing with him, but they were also taking their time. They forced him to wait; they made him wonder what was going to happen next. That meant he soaked in his own desire. The anticipation built, growing stronger and stronger with every passing day.

In turn, that made him pliable. It made him obedient.

“Tell us about your life, Trevor. Tell us about how you live and how you feel. Tell us all about what should happen and what would make the world a better place,” she ordered. Maybe she would leave that order in the video. After all, he was naked, but no one would be able to understand exactly what kind of power she wielded against him.

“My name is Trevor, and I’m a slave. My name is Trevor, and I honestly believe that men should be owned and tamed. We need to be trained.”

That was when she surprised him. “Touch yourself, but you’re not allowed to come.”

She had given him a direct command, so he had to obey.

Still, his eyes got big as his hands moved along his balls and over his length. Before, these girls had been the ones to touch him and tease him. This time, he was allowed to enjoy himself, at least in theory.

At this point, his fingers moved along his length. He squeezed, fondling his balls, massaging his cock, and stimulating every inch of his body. He didn’t know how that was possible. Those sparks of evanescent desire morphed into something else as they echoed and ricocheted all along his nerves.

That felt so incredible!

“Keep talking,” Sophia commanded.

“I’m a boy, and I should be a slave. Men should all be slaves. We should all be locked in chastity. We need to be owned. It’s so much better when we are owned!”

“Stop. Place your hands behind your back.”

Again, she issued those words as a command.

Frustration cut through the center of his being, but he still obeyed her. He jerked his finger free from his cock, and he crossed his wrists behind him.

“Thank me,” she said.

“Thank you. Thank you for the denial.”

“Tell me all about how chastity training has turned you into an obedient slave who will do whatever I say.”

“Chastity training has turned me into an obedient slave who does whatever she says,” he told the unseen audience.

At that moment, he legitimately had to wonder how many hundreds or thousands or even tens of thousands of people would watch this.

Worse, he knew that many of them would be women.

Maybe they would touch themselves to images of him on his knees as he masturbated. Maybe they’d love seeing this boy stroke his cock, all while he was compelled to do everything the other girl told him. She was in charge. She was in command.

That had to be a frustration for lots of women all across the world. They were annoyed with the freedoms their husbands, boyfriends, and brothers enjoyed. Maybe they were just annoyed at the stupid decisions men seemed to frequently make. Perhaps it would be a question about wearing some ratty old shirt, going to the doctor, or making sexist comments.

One way or the other, it wouldn’t matter since this girl had clearly cured Trevor.

“Touch yourself and tell us all about how you love being locked up. Tell us how you are so grateful for your chastity device.”

He wasn’t wearing it at that moment, yet this detail didn’t matter. She had removed it, but those phantom sensations remained. Not only that, he was fully aware that she could have replaced it at any moment. He wouldn’t have been able to argue or fight back. He never would’ve been able to stop her, not when she had that leashed beast on her side.

Although he understood the futility of fighting, Trevor still yearned to come up with some good strategy. He had tried to bribe these girls. For some fraction of a second, he wanted to threaten her. He wanted to jump to his feet, to rush into her personal space, to grab her into force her against the wall as he insisted that she had to let him go.

His muscles didn’t give him any kind of advantage. His strength meant nothing. He could have been taller or more articulate, yet those details had been rendered irrelevant. His own power had been turned against him, and he still didn’t know how to fix it!

“I’m so grateful for my chastity device,” he said. “When I’m locked up, I know exactly how to behave. I know what I need to do. These girls tell me what to do, and I always obey. I don’t question their authority because I know they’re smarter than me. They keep me locked up, and that’s good for me. I should always be locked up!” As he spoke, the brainwashed specimen touched himself because she had ordered him to. Even so, that pleasure still ran all along his body. Each time he tried to squeeze harder to achieve that wonderful rush of an orgasm, her previous command also kicked in, halting him.

He couldn’t climax, not on his own, not without her permission…

It wasn’t fair!

Trevor continued to speak, “I think all men should be owned. I think all men should be slaves. All men should be locked up or tied down. We should be obedient. We should have to obey. It’s so much better when we obey,” he said, panting out those words.

At the same time, he had to wonder exactly how many porn clips had been created just like this one. Of course, those were all reversed. Some men eroticized misogyny, enjoying the idea that they could integrate and humiliate women for their pleasure.

Down on his knees, he learned what it felt like to be the object, humiliated and used. As a toy, he couldn’t stop this girl from playing with him!

Apparently, Sophia couldn’t help herself. She was still holding onto the phone, but she told him, “You’re a good boy. A good boy is an obedient boy. A good boy understands that he should be naked and on his knees in front of a girl like me. What am I?”

“You’re superior,” he told her, panting, hard and fast, he said those words even as his shaft continued to twitch while his fingers slid up and down again and again. With frantic rhythm, he squeezed and fondled himself. He was so ready to climax! Little droplets of ejaculate dribbled down the side of his cock. Droplets hit the floor.

He didn’t care. He just needed to climax!

Every inch of his body ached for that release, but she still didn’t give it to him.

This was the worst kind of pleasure and the best kind of torture!

“That’s right,” she said. “I’m superior. And why is that? What makes me superior to you?”

Trevor had indulged in those kinds of thoughts before, only the relevant details were supposed to be reversed. Despite all of this, and everything had forced his girls to say to him, he bowed his head down, and he looked up at her. In that moment, he realized that this wasn’t a game for her. It wasn’t about sex or arousal or anything so base. Instead, Sophia really believed it.

The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he swallowed anyway. Then he found himself speaking. Understanding that this was the only way he could possibly get what he needed, he said, “You’re superior to me because you’re a woman. As a woman, you’re smarter and stronger than me. You know how the world works, and I should listen to you. I should always listen to you and do everything you tell me.”

There may have been a small irony in that declaration.

“Good,” she said. “And if you really believe that, then you get to finish right now as we watch.”

Trevor didn’t understand the idea of a conditional command.

And yet his heart was already hammering away, the excitement was there, powerful and undeniable, and so he yielded. He gave into that need, and he squeezed, gliding his fingers up and down faster as the passion burned all across his skin. He arched his back and there on camera in front of this girl, he lost control because he gave it up.

Again, and again, he squeezed until he had completely drained his balls, and there was that small puddle in front of him. Later on, she would make him clean it up.

For now, she chuckled and said, “I guess that makes it clear. You really do believe in female supremacy. Everyone who is watching this should remember that. Men can be trained. They can be tamed. Just think of them as stupid animals who need some extensive discipline. If you give it to them, you can have them. You can own them so completely and perfectly.”

Finally, she turned off the camera.

This time, the girls didn’t make him wait, but they didn’t allow him to get off either. He had been lucky with those first couple of sessions. At this point, Jocelyn, and Sophia, Olivia and Tara all played with him.

They didn’t call or text him because he still didn’t have his phone. Instead, he would be walking along with his hands braced against the straps of his backpack, and they would shout.

The moment he heard his name, he would want to run, only to recognize the utility of that act. He couldn’t flee; he couldn’t escape.

After all, those girls could just yank him back with another order.

At one point, Tara brought him back into the library. They snuck down into the basement, and she found a quiet corner where she could study while he went down on her.

Jocelyn decided she wanted to have some fun with him in one of the empty classrooms. Again, he was on his knees with his head braced underneath her skirt. He looked frantically, worried about what would happen if they got caught, especially since it would be so easy for her to blame him. With just a few words, she could make sure that he volunteered for any of the requisite punishments.

Trevor didn’t really want to acknowledge it, but his academic career had suddenly become the most important part of his life. Before this, he had truly believed that his ability to compel obedience meant that he didn’t actually have to learn anything. Perhaps he could be curious about different aspects of the world, but it was ultimately up to him.

Now, however, he had arrived at a very different conclusion.

There was a good chance that his degree would be his only option, especially if Olivia decided to bind his abilities.

Day by day, he started to hope that would be the actual outcome.

At another point, Sophia decided that she wanted him there for one of her marathon study sessions. She was reading across the different texts, writing out her papers, jotting down her notes, and occasionally issuing her commands. She always sounded distracted as she told him to go, fetch her some water, get her something to eat, massage her back, or lick her pussy.

Frustratingly, she used the exact same tone for each of those orders. As far as she was concerned now, each command warranted the same amount of effort.

At moments like that, he really did feel like he was nothing but a tool to be used.

And in the meantime, those girls kept him locked in chastity!

The semester progressed, he did his assignments, completed his readings, and answered his instructors’ questions.

Along the way, those desires got stronger and stronger.

He tried to ignore them. He didn’t want to admit the truth. Most of all, he did his best to channel his efforts into other tasks. Maybe his grades got better. That was cool or whatever, but he really wanted out of his chastity cage.

At one point, Olivia taunted him by telling him to do his best to remove it. He had been naked in front of her all over again. While that fully clothed girl sat back and watched with her legs crossed and that little smile on her face, he had stood in front of her, squirming. He had tried to wiggle it off.

Nothing worked.

After that, she said, “Don’t try to take it off without my permission ever again.” Just like that, he had felt the command bind him. It trapped him, just as she had known it would.

As he walked across campus, a different kind of temptation tore at him. There were all of these beautiful girls around him, some of whom he had actually slept with. He saw these girls with blonde or dark hair, bright blue eyes or big smiles. He would hear them giggling or laughing, and he would wonder what he could do to get with them.

Those thoughts were automatic. As a guy, when he saw different girls, he immediately assessed them. He thought about their hair, their lips, their faces, their breasts, their hips and their waists, their butts and their legs. Every detail seemed important to him.

But as he watched them, he would feel that flare of arousal. His libido would roar through his body, only to be constrained, both physically and psychologically.

His mind and thoughts remained under her control.

Theoretically, Olivia could have fixed this for him. At one point, he had been tempted to ask. Then again, he was still a man, and he wanted to believe in his own power, strength, and virility.

Most of all, he didn’t want to encourage her to make changes to his personality.

Then one day, it only got worse. He was about to get an orgasm, but he was going to have to earn it in the worst way possible.

He got out of his class, and then he saw her on the other side of the hallway, leaning back. Her legs were crossed, and she was playing on her phone. The moment he emerged from the classroom, he wanted to bow his head down and scurry off before she glanced up to see him.

Too late, Tera spotted him.

She didn’t say anything. She didn’t issue or need to issue commands. Instead, she walked over, and she wrapped her fingers around his wrist. She grabbed him and tugged, guiding him right back to her dorm room.

They walked in silence. Then she unlocked the door in front of them, and she shoved him inside. After that, she threw her backpack to the floor. She grabbed his bag and dropped it as well. Then she shoved him onto her bed, where she pushed him down and started to kiss him. She grabbed him by his wrists and forced him into place.

She was stronger than the other girls. That was obvious.

But more than that, he felt the inability to fight her. Technically, he could have tried to wrestle this girl. He wanted to believe that he would have been able to overpower her.

But she had words on her side. With the power of language, she could have completely tamed him within the span of a few seconds. One breath and a few carefully chosen syllables would have been enough to imprison him all over again.

So she was on top of him, and she kissed him, and she scratched his wrists. She played with him, her tongue flirting with his. He kissed her back, and there was that one desire that drenched every other thought and impulse. He was imagining this girl pulling out the key, yanking down his pants, and unlocking him!

It was this glorious fantasy that seemed to overwhelm everything else.

But then she pulled back, and she looked down into his eyes. “I’m going to have sex with you, Trevor.”

“Do you want me to go down on you?”

“Yes,” she said. On that particular day, despite the cold and blustery atmosphere outside, she had worn shorts. But now she pulled them off, yanking them away, and throwing them onto the floor along with the discarded bags. Her panties followed it, and she didn’t care about being half naked in front of him, not when she had complete control over this scenario.

She was in charge, so she could play with him.

Other women under other circumstances had to be nervous when they were alone with a guy. Even when it came to men they technically loved, they had to be worried about what might happen or what could go wrong.

Tara probably wouldn’t have been scared on her own because she was strong and fierce. She was the kind of girl who knew how to kick, punch, bite and scratch.

Even so, she loved turning Trevor into a victim as she continued to kiss him.

Then she broke it off again and she sat up. She pushed forward, and she positioned herself right above his face. Her damp slit rubbed along his mouth as she toyed with him.

Then she gave that inevitable command. “Lick.”

Each of those girls had given him the same command on multiple occasions, but it wasn’t getting any easier. If anything, he had to endure this. Worse, he understood what it meant. He was giving in. He was giving up. He was focusing on their pleasure and satisfaction. At that moment, he was utterly selfless. Although he hated it with every fiber of his being, he licked anyway. He slid his tongue along her pussy, going in deep.

She came within just a few minutes!

Then she ordered him onto his stomach and she tied his wrists and ankles to her bed posts. From there she ordered him to close his eyes. After that, she started to get dressed. He heard the small closet open and close after she rifled through it to find exactly what she needed.

At this point, Trevor didn’t know what she was doing.

“Look,” she commanded next.

He opened his eyes, and he turned his head, and he saw her standing there. Above her waist, she wore just a tank top with the straps of her bra revealed along her shoulders. Below her waist, she wore the harness. It looked like a pair of leather panties, only there was a dildo sticking out from between her legs.

It already glistened with lubricant.

“No. Please. Please, don’t. No, you can’t! You can’t do that!”

He started struggling.

Of course, he understood that she could have forced him to stop at any moment but the girl liked the way he struggled and fought.

Then she climbed on top of him, and she positioned herself, aiming the tip of her fake cock right there against his opening. She shoved it down.

His muscles tightened and clenched, but there was no way for him to defend against that invasion. The toy penetrated him, sliding along the walls of his opening and deep into his crevice. She drew back, only to plunge down again.

She was moaning and laughing. She was enjoying herself.

“You wanted me to have sex with you,” she whispered into his ear, almost laughing again. “This is what you get. You need to be fucked slow and hard then fast and hard, and maybe I will slow down again after that!” Her breath was hot against his ear, even as she continued to penetrate him.

He squirmed, jerking, and bucking against his restraints. He fought as hard as he could, but this girl had fun with him. She loved the way he fought!

More than that, she loved the way he failed!

She was laughing, and those sounds continued to echo all across his body as she forced him to take every inch.

She rammed him harder and faster. Then she slowed down. He kept fighting it.

Worse, he told himself that he was a man, so he wasn’t supposed to endure that kind of indignity. Even if that was true, it didn’t change the reality of his situation. This girl had him, and she kept using him, plunging down and pumping harder and faster as she forced him to accept every inch. She went in deeper.

“It’s okay,” she taunted him. “I know. I know you want to be someone else, but that’s okay. Remember when you used to have sex with me? Remember when you thought you could be in control? That’s over now, isn’t it? This is where you belong. You are our toy now. You are going to do whatever we want. That’s why you’re going to beg for it. Tell me how much you like getting fucked!”

Her irresistible order drilled into him, bypassing all of his defenses. On his own, he could think clearly. He could make his own choices.

With this girl in the room and mounted on top of him, she shoved into him, invading one of his most private openings. She used him, taking him hard as she showed him exactly how helpless he could become.

“I like it. I like getting fucked!”

She rode him hard. Worse than that, she didn’t allow him to climax.

That night, she never released him from the chastity cage.

By the time he made it back to his dorm room, he closed the door and locked it. At the same time, he sat on the edge of his bed, and he contemplated what this meant. Again, and again, he thought about those phantom sensations.

He didn’t think he would be able to escape them. More importantly, there was that other twitch between his legs. Even at that point, his cock strained. He flexed his fingers as he tried to work some of the tension from his body, yet it didn’t really work.

Whether he could face it or not, some part of him had enjoyed that. It was primal and biological. Intellectually, he told himself that he hated it because he knew he was better than this. Even so, he couldn’t deny that longing and that yearning.

At the same time, he thought about those words.

This girl had used him. She had taken him, overpowering him, and even tying him down.

Worst of all, he knew she could do it again.

By this point, it wasn’t supposed to be unusual, yet Olivia still paused at these different moments and looked around her life. On the one hand, so much of her existence seemed ordinary.

She was a young woman, a college girl, and an activist. She was someone who wanted to see the world become a better place. Online, she was still the same person she had always been, posting and liking, sharing and responding to different clips, some political, most funny. From an outside perspective, nothing was different.

And yet, she had all of these friends. On any random night, Olivia, could pull out her phone and send off a series of texts and DMs. Within a couple of hours, she could be at a party or in someone’s room, at an apartment, or hanging out at a bar downtown. Distantly, she was aware that Trevor probably preferred those nights since they didn’t involve him.

Occasionally, she had considered dragging him out and showing him off.

Somehow, that seemed dangerous.

She had that boy and he was leashed, but she didn’t want to test her luck. She didn’t want to push him or provoke him.

After all, his ability was controlled, but she didn’t pretend to understand it. She didn’t act like she was in complete control. He was a dangerous creature or some new element. At the same time, she didn’t mistake his obedience for genuine compliance or loyalty.

She owned him, and she had him, but that could change.

Olivia spent a lot of time considering exactly how she was going to keep him locked down. But as those days turned into weeks, she settled into the relatively easy confidence of knowing he would have fought back by now if he could. Her commands bound him. On the most basic level, he couldn’t use his abilities on her, directly or indirectly, not without her direct permission.

Still…

He was dangerous.

At different points, she thought about simply ordering him to never use his abilities again. Then, after that, she could have expelled him, exiling him to some other school. After that, he could have lived his life in obscurity, returning to his old existence.

But that seemed like such a waste!

Seriously, she had the super power at her disposal. Maybe it wasn’t hers to wield directly, but that didn’t change the fact that she could do whatever she wished.

Tonight, however, she wasn’t going to go party. She wasn’t interested in making out with guys or girls, dancing, laughing, or joking around. Instead, she wanted to talk to the other others.

The others…

Olivia had always enjoyed the idea that women could unify far better than men. She saw that in so many different aspects a reality. Men, it seemed to her at her outside perspective, were always reluctant to get close to one another, like there was some inherent distrust between members of the male sex. Guys could have friends or whatever, but they didn’t open up. They were never truly intimate or honest with one another.

That always seemed so sad to her.

It often made her wonder if that was why so many men were so toxic and angry. Perhaps it was just a question of loneliness. At her most empathetic moments, she wondered if maybe she could help them with that.

Then again, those angry boys still voted. They still went online and spewed out their hatred or fear of women (take your pick).

After a while, she got tired of trying to see things from their perspective. Instead, it became a question of what she could do to minimize their influence and keep them from oppressing the women around them.

For her, the worst part had to be that those guys didn’t even acknowledge what they were doing. When they laughed about taking away a woman’s right to vote or own property or whatever, they could casually shrug and say it was a joke. At the same time, no one was actually serious about taking away their privileges or their rights. They were men, so they enjoyed this default status. As guys, they could talk, and they routinely expected people to take them seriously. They never took a few minutes to stop and think about what the girls on campus experienced between obnoxious requirements and double standards. No one ever told those boys to smile.

But now, Olivia could maybe fix all of that…

If so, she wasn’t going to do it alone.

For a while there, the college had become toxic. It was this poisonous miasma of reactionary beliefs. She had looked around to see guys sneering and laughing, confident as they pushed their chests out and strode from one class to the next.

At the time, she hadn’t really understood what was going on.

But now she knew the cause: Trevor.

Trevor…

On one hand, she was still mad at him. She thought about his immense talent and how he had used it.

Except now, it was time to figure this out.

She wasn’t going to do it alone.

This time she didn’t call on all of her new friends or old acquaintances. Instead, she texted Tara, Jocelyn, and Sophia.

Within minutes, all three of her co-conspirators responded, promising to come over that night. They would visit Olivia at her apartment, and they would talk about this.

They would figure it out. More importantly, they would plan.

Olivia was seated on her couch, her legs crossed. She held onto her phone and her thumbs kept swiping or sliding, but she wasn’t really paying attention to the feed.

Then someone knocked on the door and she got up, opening it for Tara first. A few minutes later Sophia and Jocelyn arrived.

Theoretically, Olivia could have commanded their enslaved hypnotist to serve them at that moment.

But really, this wasn’t a game and Olivia didn’t want to risk any kind of distraction.

Under normal circumstances, these poor girls probably wouldn’t have been friends. Tara was the athlete, Sophia the intellectual. Jocelyn was adorable, and Olivia was this advocate for women’s rights and equality.

Was she still an advocate for equality?

That was what she wanted to talk about.

“Thank you everyone for coming,” she said.

“That sounds formal,” Jocelyn said with a little smile at the other girls.

“It sounds ominous,” Sophia pointed out.

“This isn’t formal,” Olivia replied with a soft smile “and it’s not ominous either. I just wanted the four of us to talk. Between us, we are the only ones who really understand what’s going on at the school, so I wanted to take some time. I wanted us to try to figure out exactly what we wanted to do.”

“What do you mean?” Tara asked, looking right at Olivia.

“I have some ideas,” Olivia said. As she spoke, those words almost felt like a confession. On some level, she knew that was silly. If anything, they had contained a dangerous animal. As each of those girls knew, he had taken this immense power, and he had decided to mess around. He had proven that a college boy couldn’t be trusted. Perhaps he had even proven that no man could be trusted. “But first, I want to hear what everyone else has to say. You know what we can do. So here’s the question. What should we do?”

As she spoke, Olivia remained vaguely aware of the threats this kind of power presented. She was fully aware of that silly cliché about the relationship between power and corruption.

More importantly, she recognized that platitude and that it wasn’t going to give them the guidance they needed when it came to making real decisions, hence this meeting.

“What are we thinking about?” Sophia asked the others.

“Control. Power.” That was Tara. By now, all four of the girls were seated on the couch or the nearby chairs. They were looking back-and-forth at one another as they considered this.

Olivia smiled to herself as she wondered whether or not this could be a historical moment, something significant and meaningful that could rip out across the entire future. That seemed pretentious, yet she also understood exactly what kind of influence a boy like Trevor exerted. Through him, they could do so much…

“Whatever we do, we need to be careful,” Sophia said. “This could blow up in our face very easily.”

“I don’t want anything to blow up,” Jocelyn quickly added.

“None of us do,” Olivia agreed.

“But there’s also a risk of doing nothing,” Sophia pointed out. “This is an opportunity. So I guess we come back to the question, what do we want to do with it?”

“What are the options on the table?” Tara finally asked.

It was Sophia, who suggested, “I think there are a couple of things we could do. First, we could lock away his powers. If we decide we don’t want to make this decision, we don’t have to. We could decide that we walk away. He is ordered never to use his abilities again, and hopefully that is enough. If we want to be extra certain, we could probably tell him to forget that he ever had these powers in the first place, so he wouldn’t even try.”

“Or?” Olivia.

“Or we could keep him the way we have him,” Sophia said. “We could play with him whenever we feel like it. We could use him for small but personal gains.”

“That sounds like fun,” Jocelyn told the others.

“It is a relatively low risk strategy,” Sophia told the others. “As long as we don’t do anything brash or ostentatious, I don’t think anyone would really understand what was going on.”

“That’s definitely an option,” Olivia told the others. “But you’re thinking about something else, aren’t you, Sophia?”

“I am.” She reached up and adjusted her glasses for just a moment. Then she looked back at the other girls. “We could start making political changes.”

“Political changes?” Jocelyn asked.

“Is that something we really want to mess with?” Tara said. “Right now we are pretty safe. But if we start making big changes, people might notice.”

“That’s a chance we would have to take if we decide to go with this route,” replied Sophia.

“What kind of changes?” Jocelyn asked again. “Are you thinking we would want to get people in power?”

“That would be an option,” Olivia answered, even as she considered the possibilities. “We could go into politics. Trevor would be able to influence anyone. Technically, we wouldn’t even have to run any elections. We could alter the perspectives of the victor, whoever he or she happened to be. And along the way, we could change whatever we wanted.”

“That could be very dangerous,” Tara said. “It also sounds pretty illegal.”

Sophia smiled for a second as she stared off into the distance. Then she looked back at her friends. “Actually, I’m not sure that would even be illegal. I don’t think the judicial system has any precedent in place for mind control.”

“Whether it does or not, I wouldn’t want to find out,” Tara told the others.

“As a fair point,” Olivia pointed out. “We need to remember that we aren’t vulnerable. We have this amazing option, but it wouldn’t mean anything if Trevor got arrested or if we were just separated. If we can’t talk to him, we can’t do anything. If he can’t talk to other people, he can’t do anything.”

“So what do we want to do?”

“There’s another possibility,” Olivia said. As she spoke, there was that little rush of hope swirling between her heart and down into her stomach. “We don’t have to go big right away. We don’t have to try to affect local or even national politics. Instead, we could start right here. We could start right here, and we could plant some seeds.”

“Plant seeds?” Jocelyn watched her. At the same time, that girl started to nod along. She understood exactly how this could play out. “You’re talking about making a few small changes just to experiment and practice?”

“Exactly,” Olivia told her friends. “Right now, we can play around here at this school. Look around. We have lots of guys and lots of women and we could just make a few modifications. We could start with the boys. We could also go back and make sure that Trevor reverses all of the damage he has inflicted.”

None of the girls said anything for the next few seconds. Although they kept their eyes open, it was clear that they were all intent on trying to stare into the future to figure out exactly what would happen next.

None of them; none of them could know.

But at the same time, they wanted to figure this out. They needed to plan and decide. None of them wanted to let him go. None of them were willing to ignore the delicious possibilities of what the future might hold if they decided to take a risk.

Right then and there, they could rewrite the future. No one outside of their tiny group needed to realize that this was a moment that could redefine what it meant to be male or female. For so long, the boys had been in charge. They’d been given these incredible advantages from one generation to the next.

Those privileges could be revoked; they could be removed. All at once, being a boy could become a disadvantage…

Olivia‘s mouth watered. She didn’t want that kind of eager excitement to play out across her face, so she waited. She fought hard to keep her expression, neutral, and she looked back at her friends as she wondered what they were going to suggest or decide.

“So it sounds like we have a lot of different options,” Sophia finally told the others. She glanced around. “How much control do we want to take?”

“It might be safest to just let this go,” Tara pointed out again.

“No.” That single word slashed across the air. Everyone turned. They were looking at Jocelyn. That girl pursed her lips. She then turned and looked at each of her friends, one after another. “No. We can’t just let this go. We can’t just drop it. We can’t just pretend it never happened! I mean, this is amazing. We have this chance to make the world a better place. We have to take it!”

Olivia blinked; she hadn’t expected that kind of vehemence or passion from this girl. Even now, Jocelyn kept her hair tied back and in pigtails. Not only that, she was smaller and shorter than the others. Between her petite build and those big eyes, she almost looked more like a doll than a real person. Of course, that wasn’t entirely fair. Although Jocelyn may have enjoyed that aesthetic, Olivia wasn’t supposed to waste her time critiquing it, especially when it obviously made the other girl happy.

“We need to use this,” Jocelyn continued. “We need to use it, and when I look around, I still see lots of boys acting like jerks. I bet that was Trevor. He probably manipulated them into thinking they were better or whatever. So we need to stop that. We need to make it so those boys are better now.”

“I can do it,” Olivia said. Then she exhaled, and she was waiting for a consensus. “If you want, I can talk to him, and I can make sure he’d undo all of the damage.”

“Is that what all you want to do?” Sophia asked Olivia, yet the question was obviously aimed at each of the young women assembled here.

“No,” Olivia answered with a quick shake of her head. “I think, if you all agree, we should make Trevor fix things for some of the individuals as well as the teachers here.”

“Do it,” Jocelyn said.

Then the last two agreed and Olivia now understood exactly what was going to happen next. A big smile emerged as she thought about the future and everything it could be.

The cafeteria buzzed with the hum and chatter of conversation, the clatter of trays, and the faint hiss of soda machines. Trevor sat at the far end of the room, a fork in one hand. His hair was unkempt, his face tight, especially since he hated being exposed like this. He was fully clothed, yet he knew those girls could come after him. At any moment, Jocelyn or Sophia or Tara or Olivia could sit beside him, and…No. He stopped that thought. 

He ate mechanically, as if the act of chewing required more concentration than it should.

Olivia spotted him before he saw her. She stood in the doorway and studied him for several moments. He had once carried himself like a man who owned the world. Now he looked smaller, quieter, and strangely lost. If anything, that was sweet and pretty adorable. She felt a twinge of satisfaction. Then she felt something else. It almost tasted like pity, but she pushed that feeling away before it could take root.

Trevor’s owner walked toward him. Her steps were deliberate and calm. Several students turned their heads as if sensing that something unusual was about to happen. Olivia stopped across the table from him and sat.

“Trevor,” she said.

He glanced up. His eyes flashed larger for an instant, then narrowed. “Hi,” he said, sounding timid.

“Hi,” she replied with a smile.

“I didn’t think you’d come here.”

“You were wrong,” she said. “I have some things to say.”

He sighed and set his fork down. “I’m sure you do.” He worked so hard to sound nonchalant, but that girl could see through him.

“Are you ready?” Her voice was steady, but something in it carried weight. The sound seemed to press against him. He straightened in his seat without realizing why.

“What do you want?” he asked.

“I want you to admit what you did to Alexis,” Olivia said. That wasn’t a command. It might’ve been, yet the chained beast could sense her intentions. It knew how and when to compel those around her.

Trevor froze. “I didn’t do anything.”

Olivia leaned forward. “Yes, you did. You used your power on her. You made her believe she was inferior. You turned a confident, intelligent woman into someone who parrots your beliefs about obedience and weakness. You twisted her mind until she believed the world through your eyes.” Olivia spoke clearly. She didn’t raise her voice, and she was sure no one else paid attention to her, but she didn’t care if they did.

Trevor’s jaw tightened. “You don’t know what you’re talking about.” With every word, he fought to sound convincing and believable. Instantly, he knew it wasn’t working.

“I do,” Olivia said. Her voice was softer now, but the tone carried authority. Trevor blinked and looked at her more closely. “You will admit it. Say it.”

Trevor opened his mouth to argue, but the words that came out were not his own. “I turned Alexis into what I wanted her to be. I made her into a dumb slut.” His face went pale. His hand trembled against the table.

“Good boy.”

“You made me say that!”

“I didn’t make you,” Olivia said. “You told the truth.”

Something flickered in Trevor’s eyes: fear, recognition, and something close to disbelief. “This isn’t fair. You can’t make me confess.”

Except she could.

“I can do whatever I want. Remember,” she said. “You gave it to me. You said the magic words. What were they again?”

“Obey Olivia,” he repeated.

“Good boy. That’s right. It’s best when you obey, isn’t it? Speaking of which, I think it’s time for us to talk about some reparations.”

Trevor grimaced, “What does that mean?”

“It means I’m going to fix what you broke. You’re going to start with Alexis.”

Trevor shook his head. “Please, don’t do this.” He thought about the work he had completed and how he had truly tried to make this school better. Only now, those decisions weren’t his to make. His voice was lower, yet he hoped she would listen. “You shouldn’t play games with people.”

“That’s exactly what you did,” she said.

“I made mistakes,” Trevor said. “I went too far. I know that.”

“No,” Olivia said. “You didn’t make mistakes. You revealed what you are. You believe in playing and enslaving girls. You believe that people are toys. I’m not like you.”

Trevor’s eyes darkened. “That is what I thought too.” He tried so hard to appear empathetic. With someone else, that deception might’ve worked.

Olivia ignored the warning in his tone. “You will go to Alexis,” she said. “You will undo what you did. You will return her to who she was. You will make her remember that the patriarchy is dangerous and toxic.”

Trevor flinched. “You can’t just command ideology into someone. It’s not that simple.” Of course, he knew it was.

“You will,” she said. “Say you will.”

“I will go to Alexis,” Trevor said slowly. His voice trembled with resistance. “I will tell her that the patriarchy is dangerous and toxic.” Her enslaved boy spoke with the mechanized cadence of a programmed slave. He didn’t have to do it…not yet.

Then he stopped, then shook his head hard, as if trying to shake something loose. “This is wrong. You’re forcing me.” As he spoke, Trevor already knew appealing to her conscience wouldn’t work.

“Obviously,” she sneered. “I’m giving you the chance to make up for your mistakes,” Olivia said.

He leaned forward. “No. You’re giving yourself power. That is all it ever becomes.” He tried again, “C’mon. I’m sure you know this is wrong!”

She frowned. “Don’t moralize at me, Trevor. You lost that right.”

“I know what corruption looks like. Don’t you want to be better than me?”

The word “corruption” lingered between them. Olivia folded her hands together and peered at him across the table. “I am not corrupt. I am righting a wrong.”

“That’s what I told myself,” Trevor insisted. He kept hoping he’d find some way in, some way to convince her. “The first few times I used my power, I told myself I was fixing people. I was making them see reason. I told myself I was opening their eyes. That’s how it starts.”

She shook her head. “You used it for selfishness.”

“Everyone thinks they’ll be different,” he said. “You will not.”

Olivia’s voice hardened. “Go. Go to Alexis.”

Trevor exhaled through his nose. “If I do, you will make her believe something that does not belong to her. You will overwrite her.”

“I will free her,” Olivia said. “You’re the dumb who enslaved her.”

Trevor’s expression turned hollow. “And what will she be when you’re done?” It didn’t seem like this strategy would work, but he didn’t have anything else to use.

“She’ll understand,” Olivia said. “She will be strong again.”

Trevor looked away. “You just want her to be a different kind of puppet.”

Olivia’s voice dropped to a whisper. “You’ll do as I say.”

His hands clenched against the edge of the table. He could feel the invisible grip around his mind. It was not pain exactly, but a tightening, a command written into his nerves. His will bent against it, but he knew the outcome before it arrived. He had done this to himself. Somewhere, in the arrogance of his experiments, he had bound himself to obey her. He had written a rule he never meant to create.

He spoke slowly, each word dragged from his throat. “I will go to Alexis. I will undo what I did. I will make her a feminist again.”

Olivia nodded once, satisfied. “Good.”

“Please…just think about this.”

Olivia stared at him. His tone carried too much defiance. It irritated her more than she expected. “You’re stalling.”

“I am trying to make you understand,” Trevor implored her.

“I disagree,” Olivia said. “You want to wait for as long as possible, but I can make you go whenever I like.”

“You think caution will save you.” He tried to sound serious and ominous. “It won’t. It will only delay what happens next. The line will blur. It always does. One day you will command something cruel and call it justice.” He sneered. “You think you’re better than me, but you’re already messing up.”

Her hand twitched. “Enough.”

Trevor’s voice dropped to a whisper. “You already feel it, don’t you? That little thrill when I obey. You just love the satisfaction when your words sink in.”

“You’re wrong,” she said sharply.

He smiled without humor. “I remember what it felt like. I loved it, and you do too. You’re going to mess everything up.”

Olivia’s breath grew shallow. “You will do what I told you to do. That is all.”

Trevor looked at her steadily. “And when Alexis believes what you believe, will you be happy? Will that prove you were right?”

“She’ll be free,” Olivia said. “She’ll be a feminist and see how the world is supposed to work.”

“No,” Trevor said softly. “She’ll be another voice echoing yours. You have me for turning you into a toy? Fine. What are you doing to her? Whatever you’re giving her, it’s not freedom.”

Olivia rose from her seat. The chatter of the cafeteria had quieted. Several students glanced toward them but pretended not to watch. She leaned across the table, her voice low and deliberate. “You’re done arguing with me. You will go to Alexis, and you will change her.”

Trevor stared at her for several seconds. His breathing slowed. “How do you want her changed?” he asked.

“I told you,” Olivia said. “She will believe that the patriarchy is dangerous and toxic.”

Trevor nodded faintly, then looked at her with weary eyes. “And what if that is not enough for you later?”

Olivia hesitated. “What do you mean?”

“What if one day you decide that equality isn’t enough? What if you decide that balance is not power? What if you decide that revenge feels cleaner?” He was daring her, and this was dangerous, but he thought of Jocelyn and that other phrase she had used: female supremacy.

The thought came to her unbidden. She saw Alexis in her mind’s eye: strong, confident, and unbending. She imagined her not only free from Trevor’s influence, but beyond it. She could be superior and above the old systems.

“Okay then.” She felt a strange warmth spread through her. “You will not make her an ordinary feminist,” Olivia said slowly. “You will make her believe that women are smarter. You will make her believe that they deserve to lead. You will make her understand that the world belongs to them.”

Trevor stared at her in silence. Then he spoke, almost gently. “You’re doing it. You’re letting this power corrupt you.”

“Do it,” Olivia said.

He opened his mouth, but no sound came. His body stiffened. His will collapsed under the command that wrapped around him like chains. He bowed his head slightly, as if acknowledging a silent decree.

“I will make Alexis believe that women are smarter,” he said. “I will make her believe that they deserve to lead. I will make her understand that the world belongs to them.”

The words hung in the air like a verdict. Olivia felt a pulse of satisfaction. Then she sensed a quick spurt of unease, only for it to pass quickly.

Trevor slid his chair back and stood.

“Go now,” Olivia said.

He nodded once. His eyes did not meet hers. He turned and walked toward the exit; he needed to go find Alexis…

Outside, he paused. He didn’t know exactly where he’d find her, but he knew she would be around. He just had to wander.

It didn’t take long. After he checked the library, the quad, and the park by the Anthropology Department, he saw her.

He found Alexis near one of the fountains. She sat on the edge of the stone rim with a fashion magazine open in her hands. Her hair caught the last rays of sunlight, a pale shimmer of gold that framed her face. She looked calm, serene, and unaware that her presence. He stopped several yards away and simply watched her.

There had been a time when he admired her spirit (even as he intended to tame her). She had spoken with clarity and conviction, unafraid to challenge him or anyone else. Then he had broken that fire. He remembered the moment too clearly: the slight tilt of her head, the vacant calm that had replaced defiance, the way her sentences had shifted to please him instead of confronting him. He had convinced himself it was better that way.

He still thought it was better.

Trevor forced himself forward. His mouth was dry. When he spoke, his voice came out quieter than he expected. “Alexis.” He spoke based on a compulsion of his own.

She looked up. For a moment, confusion flickered across her face. Then she smiled faintly. “Hi, Trevor! It’s, like, so good to see you! What’s up? Are you here to talk to me?” Hope rippled through every excited word as she pushed her magazine aside.

“I am,” he said. “I have something to say.”

That girl closed her magazine and rested it on her lap. “About what?”

He hesitated. His instincts urged him to turn away. Every fiber of his being resisted what Olivia had ordered. Even so, he could feel the compulsion beneath the surface, a roaring pressure at the back of his brain.

“I wanted to ask how you are,” he began.

“I’m fine,” she said. “I have been studying makeup and fashion…just like you told me!”

Trevor sat beside her. The stone edge of the fountain was cold beneath him. Water rippled behind them in soft, rhythmic splashes. “Do you remember what you used to believe?” he asked.

“I believe in smiling and being girly now,” she said. “I believe that everyone should understand their place!” That was exactly what he’d told her.

Trevor winced. “Your place? What does that mean?”

“It means obedience and finding a man like you and listening to what he says,” Alexis said. “When people know who they are, there’s less chaos.”

“You used to believe in equality,” he said.

She looked at him calmly. “Equality causes confusion. Someone always has to lead.” Then she flashed another vacant smile. “Besides, I’m just a dumb slut!”

Trevor shut his eyes for a moment. Olivia’s command pressed harder. He felt it coil around his thoughts, reshaping them until they aligned with her will. The words that came next felt rehearsed, as if whispered to him by an unseen presence.

“Alexis,” he said quietly. “What if balance means something different now? What if you have been following a pattern that was never fair to you?”

She frowned slightly. “I don’t understand.”

“You were never less than anyone,” he said. “You were never beneath anyone. But you believed that, did you not?”

She hesitated. “I know that I should do what men tell me.”

“No.”

Her gaze drifted toward the fountain. The reflection of the setting sun danced across her face. “Silence can be peaceful. I’m pretty when I’m quiet and smile.”

“Can you think of something else?”

She turned toward him. “You sound angry.”

“I am not angry,” he said. “I am guilty.”

Alexis looked puzzled. “Guilty of what?”

Trevor met her eyes. “Of teaching you to forget yourself.” He hated how trite that sounded, yet the words felt right.

She blinked slowly. “I don’t think I forgot. I only changed.”

“Change isn’t always choice,” he said. “Sometimes it is something done to you.” He was drawing on his power again. There was the low rumble from that distant beast as he called on those powers. This was happening. Maybe it wasn’t like before, but it was still happening, and he couldn’t make it stop.

Her expression softened. “You make it sound like I was forced.”

“You were,” Trevor said. His voice trembled. “By me.”

She studied him in silence. The water behind them rippled again, the sound like a heartbeat. “You can’t force someone to believe something,” she said.

“Yes, you can,” he whispered. That other command echoed at the foundation of his mind: obey Olivia.

Alexis smiled faintly. “Then maybe I trusted too much.”

Trevor felt a chill run through him. Olivia’s words pulsed like static in his skull. He had to continue. He could not stop. The compulsion demanded completion.

“Alexis,” he said slowly. “I need you to listen carefully.”

“I’m listening,” she said.

He exhaled. The tone of his voice shifted, low and steady, each syllable deliberate. It carried the weight of suggestion, the rhythm of a calm wave meeting the shore. “You are strong,” he said. “You always were. You do not need to follow anyone. You don’t need to listen to men. You don’t have to do what we say.”

Her breathing slowed. Her pupils dilated slightly. “I see the truth,” she repeated softly.

“The world has lied to you,” Trevor said. “It told you that your strength was a flaw. It told you that your mind was something to soften. It told you that others knew better.”

“They don’t know better,” Alexis said faintly.

“No,” Trevor said. “They don’t.”

“I have always known that,” she murmured.

Trevor’s throat felt tight. He wanted to stop. He wanted to shout at himself to break the rhythm. But the words kept flowing, guided by an unseen force. His voice sounded almost detached, like it belonged to someone else.

“You have no reason to bow to anyone,” he said. “You do not need permission to speak. You do not need validation to lead. The world needs your certainty more than you need its approval.”

“The world needs my certainty,” she whispered.

“You understand what others do not,” he said. “You know that leadership belongs to those who see clearly. You know that strength lies in compassion, but also in conviction. You know that you were meant to guide.”

She nodded slowly. Her eyes unfocused, reflecting the dying light.

“Say it,” Trevor said gently. “Say that you see it now.”

“I see it now,” she said.

Trevor hesitated. His mind wavered between resistance and obedience. Olivia’s voice echoed again, faint but sharp.

He swallowed hard. The words emerged against his will. “You know now that the world belongs to those who understand it best. And you understand it better than most. You’re a woman, so that means you’re smarter.”

“I understand it better,” Alexis said. “I’m a woman, so that means I’m smarter.”

“You see truth more clearly,” Trevor said. “You think faster. You feel deeper.”

“I feel deeper,” she repeated.

“You’re not just equal,” he said softly. “You are exceptional.” Maybe it was a little easier for him when he spoke like this. He didn’t simply reprogram her. He was talking to her, yet those ripples of power still emanated from him.

Her lips parted slightly. She did not speak.

“You’re different. You’re smarter.”

“I’m a woman. I’m smarter,” she said.

Trevor stopped. The sound of water filled the silence between them. He could feel the compulsion fading slightly. He had done what Olivia commanded though every word left him with the bitter aftertaste of defeat and failure. The suggestion had taken root. So now he had to wonder just how far it would go.

Alexis blinked and looked around as if waking from a dream. “What were we talking about?” she asked softly.

Trevor forced a smile. “Nothing important.”

She frowned. “You look pale. Are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” he said.

“But I’m smarter,” she whispered. “I’m smarter because women are smarter.” There. She made the jump. She knew the truth.

Tentatively, Alexis rose, and Trevor watched her walk across the courtyard. The afternoon light wrapped around her, and for a moment she seemed distant, untouchable. Olivia had won again, not through strength, but through inevitability. He had become her instrument, and Alexis had become the mirror that reflected both their sins.

When Alexis disappeared into the dormitory, Trevor sat back down. The fountain gurgled behind him, indifferent. The compulsion had lifted, but the shame remained because that girl was going to go out and work to change everything.

“Fuck,” he growled to himself. He had fixed Alexis, making her smarter and better. But now, he could see what she would do.

After this, Olivia would want to use him again and again and again because she had plans. She had ambitions, and he would be the only one who could stop her.

For several days, he was free once again. Aside from ordering him to help with getting a few dates here or there or invites to some of the exclusive parties on campus, none of the girls played with him.

That felt like a respite, except he knew they would come after him again at some point…and it would probably be soon even if he didn’t know when.

Olivia found Trevor outside the library at seven on that random night. The sun had already set, and the lamps along the walkway gave the air a faint golden haze. He leaned against a bench, his eyes distant, his posture heavy. He looked more like a shadow than a man. When he saw her, he straightened instinctively.

“You’ve been busy,” Olivia said.

“I’ve done what you wanted,” Trevor replied. His voice was quiet. “Alexis believes every word you told me to plant.”

Olivia studied him. “Good. Then you’re ready for the next step.”

Trevor’s eyes narrowed. “Please. No. there doesn’t need to be another step.”

“There has to be,” she said. “You set this in motion. Now you’ll help me finish it.”

He rubbed his hands together slowly. “What do you want this time?”

“There’s a party tonight,” Olivia said. “Alpha Delta Rho is hosting it. A lot of the girls who used to follow you will be there. You remember them.”

He looked away. “I remember them.” Although he never kept any of those girls as toys or pets, he had played with the sororities. More importantly, he had programmed them.

“Then you’ll understand why this matters,” Olivia said. “You’ll go to that party. You’ll interrupt it. You’ll talk to them. You’ll make them see.”

“See what?” he asked.

“That they deserve to think for themselves,” she said. “You’ll make them see how they should question every word a man tells them. You’ll tell them the truth. Tell them that women are smarter and better. They should be in charge. Every girl should believe this”

Trevor gave a small, bitter smile. “You want me to fix them.”

“I want you to free them,” Olivia said.

“This isn’t right,” he said again.

She took a step closer. “Don’t pretend to lecture me about morality. You’re the reason they aren’t thinking for themselves in the first place. Now you’ll change them back.”

Trevor’s expression collapsed. The defiance in his eyes dimmed. The invisible pull returned, subtle but absolute. “I could refuse,” he insisted.

“You won’t,” Olivia said. “You can’t.”

He lowered his head. “You’re right.”

“Then you’ll go,” she said. “You’ll use your ability to help them. Not to control them, but to wake them up. You’ll make them see what you once refused to see yourself.”

Trevor exhaled. “And if they hate me for it?”

“They already hate you,” Olivia said. “At least now you’ll give them a reason that matters.”

Trevor nodded once.

“Good,” Olivia said. Her voice softened for a moment. “This is your chance to prove you’re still human.”

He looked at her, searching her face for sincerity. He found none. “Maybe I don’t want redemption,” he said.

“You don’t get a choice,” she said. “Go.” Just like that, she dismissed him.

Trevor turned and walked away.

The music from the Alpha Delta Rho house carried across the lawn, a steady thrum of bass and laughter. Colored lights flickered through the windows. The scent of perfume and spilled drinks hung in the air. Trevor stood at the edge of the porch and listened. The last time he’d been here, those girls had crawled, stripped, kissed and touched one another. He’d made those girls entertain him.

Without waiting for an invitation, Trevor pushed open the door. The sound hit him all at once, loud and bright. Dozens of voices mixed together, too quick to follow. The living room was full of people dancing, talking, and shouting above the music. Some noticed him right away. The laughter faded.

“Ladies,” he called out. “Ladies, give me your attention.”

The room quieted enough for his voice to carry. He looked around. The faces he saw were familiar. Some had once smiled at him. Others had looked away in fear. Now they watched him, and it was clear his influence remained.

He was a man, so they wanted to please him. He was a man, so they viewed him as superior.

He spoke slowly, each word deliberate. “I’m not here to hurt anyone. I’m not here to repeat what I’ve done. I only want to tell you something important.”

Someone laughed sharply. “Are we going to serve?” Remarkably, none of the guys or girls seemed phased by this. The men could be ordered to leave while the girls would be made so serve.

A strange calm came over him then. The sound in the room softened as if drawn inward. His voice seemed to stretch beyond the space it occupied, reaching through the noise.

“Ladies, you need to listen. Women of this sorority,” he started, only to pause. “You’re better. You’re better than your boyfriends, husbands, brothers, and fathers. You’re better than the men around you. Listen to me and believe. Women deserve to rule and men deserve to obey. You can make them. Manipulate them. Force them. Take control.”

The beast’s claws extended into their minds.

Several girls exchanged glances. Someone turned down the music slightly.

He turned toward the door. No one tried to stop him. As he stepped into the cool night air, he heard soft murmurs inside. The girls had started to talk about their new future…and their new vision of what the world could be.

He walked down the steps, his body trembling. He had obeyed Olivia’s command.

He had to do it again. She was making him. Although he tried to resist with every step, he knew what would happen. That inevitability returned because Olivia owned him.

Trevor sat outside Professor Lang’s office, his hands clasped together, the edges of his thoughts fraying. The hallway smelled faintly of chalk and coffee. Olivia’s voice still echoed in his mind. You’ll go to her. You’ll talk. You’ll change her mind. You’ll fix the damage you caused. Show her the truth. Convince her that women should be elevated, and men need to be demoted.

Trevor had not argued this time.

When the office door opened, Professor Lang looked surprised to see him. She was in her mid-forties, tall, with careful posture and calm gray eyes that usually softened when she spoke to her students.

“Trevor,” she said. “I wasn’t expecting you. You disappeared last semester.”

“I needed to figure some things out,” he said vaguely.

She nodded. “Everyone does sometimes. Come in.”

Her office was lined with books, a small plant on the window ledge, and a framed picture of her class from last year. Trevor stared at it for a moment. He remembered the project she had led about equality and fairness. She had been one of the few who still believed those words meant something…until he decided to “improve” her.

“I wanted to talk to you,” Trevor said. “About your new classes.”

Professor Lang smiled politely. “They’re going well. The students are engaged.”

“They respect you,” he said. “But they don’t understand what real respect is. They don’t know what authority looks like anymore.”

Her smile faded. “What do you mean?”

“You try to treat everyone the same,” he said. “But they’re not. Things need to change.” As he spoke, he drew on his talent. He didn’t want to. Even now, he tried to resist, but Olivia’s order still compelled him.

She frowned. “Imbalance doesn’t sound like a lesson I want to teach.”

Trevor looked at her carefully. “Maybe it’s not a lesson you want to teach. But maybe it’s the one they need to learn.”

He spoke slowly, each word carrying a faint rhythm. His voice softened, threading through the quiet of the room. “You’ve seen it, haven’t you? You’ve noticed the way the boys in your classes talk over the girls. You see how they treat your patience as weakness. You’ve tried to reason with them, but it doesn’t work. They don’t change.”

Professor Lang hesitated. Her lips pressed together. “Sometimes they do. I try to guide them.”

“You guide them,” Trevor said. “You’ve been fair your whole life, and what has fairness given you? You’re exhausted and sick of giving the guys extra chances. You shouldn’t. They need to be tamed and taught to be quiet.”

She looked at him with uncertainty. “You sound like you want me to abandon my principles.”

“I want you to test them,” he said. “For one semester. Give the girls every advantage. Let the boys learn what it feels like to be second-class. Give them the smaller projects, the harder deadlines, the harsher grades. Make them sit in silence for once.”

“That’s wrong,” she said. “That’s not education.” She worked to resist the beast’s control even if she didn’t comprehend what she was doing.

“Do it,” he said. He pushed his power forward.

Professor Lang’s hands trembled slightly on the desk. “You’re asking me to betray my students.” Then she blinked and something broke in her. “I can do it. The boys need to fail. The girls should succeed. They’re smarter anyway…”

“I’m asking you to show them the truth,” he said. “The girls need to see what strength feels like. The boys need to see what fear feels like. Only then will they understand what you’ve been trying to teach.”

Trevor watched her expression change. Her resistance softened into confusion and then a new kind of certainty.

“You don’t have to fight this,” he said gently. “You just have to test the lesson. One week. No one will even notice at first. But you’ll notice how it feels to hold balance in your hands and tilt it.”

Professor Lang’s breathing slowed. Her eyes flickered toward the window, then back to him. “One week,” she said quietly.

Trevor nodded. “Yes. One week.”

She turned away for a moment, as if something inside her was rearranging itself. “If it’s wrong, I’ll stop.”

“Of course,” he said. “That’s what makes you a good teacher.”

The silence that followed was heavy. Outside, students laughed as they crossed the courtyard. The sound was bright, distant, and uncorrupted.

Trevor stood. “Thank you for hearing me out.”

Professor Lang’s gaze drifted to the framed photograph again. “You always had a strange way of convincing people, Trevor.”

He gave a hollow smile. “It’s not convincing if it’s already true.” When he left the office, the hallway felt colder. 

That afternoon, Professor Lang walked into her classroom. She greeted her students with the same calm tone she always used, but something in her expression had changed. The boys noticed first. She called on them less. She interrupted them when they spoke. She praised the girls more openly, gave them longer extensions, better projects, more patience.

At first, it seemed small. The boys assumed it was a coincidence. The girls accepted it with confusion that soon shifted into satisfaction.

By the end of the week, the balance in the room had shifted completely. The atmosphere was tense. The boys whispered to one another. The girls spoke louder; they got bolder.

Professor Lang felt it too. She felt power. She told herself it was only temporary, only for the sake of understanding, but the sensation settled deep. It felt good…so she changed her mind. One week would become two, then three and a month or a semester. She could try it for an academic year. Along the way, her students would learn a new approach to the world.

As an educator, it was her job to show her students a new set of perspectives. It never occurred to her that this newfound sense of women’s superiority came from a leashed boy.

Trevor walked out of his class, and he was busy thinking about different equations and calculations. It was another one of those days where he just wanted to master the material, if only because that meant ignoring the psychological tug of that leash around his neck.

Only then, he glanced up and saw her.

She had her bag hanging from one shoulder until she shrugged and let the strap fall to her palm. Then she lifted her arm and held it out.

“What do you want?” Trevor asked, fighting hard not to let the panic leak into his voice.

Even now, he was trying to hide exactly how this girl could make him feel.

Olivia smirked. She stepped forward, and she brushed her fingers along his cheek, down the curve of his jaw, and all the way to the line of his throat. He shivered. The casual touch scraped against his psyche.

Worse, his cock twitched in the cage they still made him wear.

He’d done everything they wanted, but they still held the key and kept him locked up.

“Trevor, I wanted to have some fun with you. Or maybe I wanted to reward you.” She shrugged. “Does there have to be a difference.”

A reward. That phrase made his mouth water all over again.

It had been a very long time since his last release.

“I’ve been looking around, and I can tell that you have been working hard. Good for you. You’ve undone so much of the damage inflicted before. So now it’s time to come with me. Take my bag.” He was holding onto the satchel already, but now she turned, and she walked away.

As Olivia made her way across campus, Trevor watched as she smiled and waved at some of the other girls and guys.

Over the last few days, he had been busy altering, and rewriting the personalities of different girls, guys, teachers and administrators.

When he looked around, he could see it.

Only five of the students on campus actually understood what was happening. For everyone else, it was a mystery.

Trevor had to wonder if any of them could even explicitly notice the alterations. And yet, the guys bowed their heads down. The girls enjoyed themselves, laughing loud as they ran around, joked and flirted.

It was spreading.

Before, Trevor had made those other alterations, and he had watched as the girls stopped being so ambitious. By his design, those young women started to embrace their natural inclinations as women.

Except now, they desired something new: control. It was twisted and wrong, but he couldn’t change anything.

In so many of the classes, the boys had been loud. Now they were quiet. They had raised their hands. Now they timidly stood or sat off to the side, worried about attracting the wrong kind of attention.

He had to fix it.

Trevor wanted to focus on that, only Olivia had laced her fingers through his, and now she brushed one thumb along the palm of his hand.

His shaft strained all over again.

He thought about the other girls.

It had been three days since any of them had played with him.

It had been more than a week since his last orgasm.

A week…

When he had been in control, Trevor never would’ve gone that long. Even now, he endured the physiological effects of his denial. Maybe “blue balls” didn’t exist as some kind of medical diagnosis, yet he could still feel that fuzzy, energized tension that never left his body.

“How are you feeling?” Olivia asked as they made their way across campus toward her apartment complex.

“Frustrated,” he said, fully aware that lying would be a waste of time, especially since she could just demand the truth.

A boy like Trevor wasn’t entitled to secrets.

“What kind?”

“Please, do I really have to say this?”

“Yes, you do,” she replied.

Based on her intent, the compulsion allowed him a few more seconds to consider exactly how he should respond. He pursed his lips together, he contemplated this, and he glanced at a variety group of girls as they were whispering and walking by. Those college girls seemed so confident. At the same time, he had to wonder how many of them had boyfriends and what would happen when those girls decided to embrace female supremacy.

If he had been in charge, then the men would have had the confidence and strength take control.

But that wasn’t how it worked, not anymore.

“I’m frustrated because I’m leashed. I’m frustrated because you keep me locked up!”

“Good,” she said. They continued to walk for a minute or two, and then she asked, “What about your new workout routine? How is that going for you?”

Each day, he had to spend an hour at the gym. Technically, that wasn’t cruel or vicious. On the contrary, she had told him to do something that actually made him a healthier person.

Still, he didn’t want to do it. He especially didn’t want to do it so he could look better for these girls!

“It’s fine,” he said.

“And you’re going every day? You’re making sure to alternate between lifting weights and cardio?”

“Yes,” he said, practically growling out that single syllable.

His tone couldn’t scare her. Nothing about this boy could scare her, not while the beast remained trapped.

“Good boy,” she said, reaching back and patting his ass casually, just to prove she could.

A few minutes later, they made it back to her apartment. When she closed the door behind him, she turned and smiled.

“Strip, boy,” she told him. “I had a dream last night, so there’s something I’ve been thinking about all day, something I’ve wanted to try.”

Because she had given him a direct command, Trevor had to comply. He pulled off each item of clothing, one after another until he was naked. Then he glanced down, and he desperately wished that the instructions would apply to that device. He was still locked up.

“Hold your hands behind your head and stay still.”

Since she hadn’t ordered him to stay silent, he could actually talk. “What is this?”

“An inspection,” Olivia told him. After that, she touched a finger to his mouth. He took that signal, and he obeyed. He went quiet.

Chuckling, Olivia started to circle him. Then she casually reached down, and she smacked his ass. From there, she tugged at his flank. Finally, she stepped in front of him, and she slid her fingers down from his throat to his pectoral. After that, she watched as his muscles tightened. “You’re definitely getting some better definition,” she told him.

“I don’t care.”

“Liar,” Olivia said with another bright smile. “It’s okay. You don’t have to try to hide it from me. There’s nothing wrong with being a vain boy. I mean, I want you to look good for us. And look at you right now. All locked up. Nice and tight.” She pinched his cheek. “If you want, you can beg right now for the chance to be an obedient sex slave.”

Right away, he sneered. “You’re joking. There’s absolutely no way I would ever ask for something like that.”

Then she surprised him. Olivia shrugged, turned away, and smirked. Finally, she glanced over her shoulder. “Stay down on your hands and knees. Whenever I throw the ball, you’re going to fetch it. And when I say so, you’re going to perform tricks for me.”

Each word hit the air. Instantly, he could feel the compulsion rush through his body. Those unseen bonds tightened, forcing him down.

Olivia walked over to one of the nightstands by the couch, and she opened a drawer. Then she pulled out a blue rubber ball. She tossed it into the air before wrapping it again between her fingers.


He dropped to his hands and knees.

“I dreamed about you last night,” she said. “I dreamed about you as a good and dumb and obedient dog. I think that’s how I want to see you, at least right now. What do you think of that, boy? Would you like to be a dumb dog for me?”

“I’m not a dog!”

“No more talking,” she said, wagging her finger from side to side. “Just barking.”

He opened his mouth; he wanted to speak. Instead, he barked like a dog! “Wruff, wruff!” Those rough sounds jumped from his mouth, and he blinked. He looked down as heat simmered along his cheeks.

By this point, Trevor desperately wanted to believe he was immune to shame or embarrassment. Maybe there was that sick and twisting feeling of betrayal, especially each time he stripped the boys around him up their authority and gave it to the women. Still, that wasn’t his choice.

This wasn’t his choice either.

Again, he tried to talk. Again, he barked!

“Who’s a good boy? That’s right? You’re going to be a good boy for me. And right now, you know what you want to do. You’re going to act like a dog, so I’m going to throw this ball, and…” Rather than finish her sentence, she lifted her arm, and she threw the ball, and he watched it as it flew through the air. It bounced against one of the walls and hit the carpet, rolling.

For several fractions of a second, Trevor fought hard not to embrace that new drive. It was right there, this tantalizing temptation. It was overwhelming. It was overpowering.

It broke him.

By her command, Trevor bounded forward, crawling on his hands and knees. He couldn’t even jump to his feet to run across the small apartment.

Then he saw the ball, and it was right there in front of him.

Again, he had to fight this.

“Go on, boy. Fetch.”

Every ounce of his existence, her brainwashed dog tried to tell himself that he was stronger than this. He was better than this.

But like so many other people he had manipulated, Trevor couldn’t deny her ability to control his mind. It was too strong!

It broke him, so he bowed his head down, he opened his mouth, and he bit into the ball. The edges of his teeth pressed against the yielding rubber, and he lifted it up.

When he saw her again, there was that bright smile curving along her lips. Her eyes shined, and she hopped up and down, even as she clapped like there had been some question of his dedication.

“Come here,” she said, slapping her thigh. “Come here, boy!”

He wasn’t an animal. He wasn’t a dog!

Despite those promises to himself, Trevor certainly acted like one.

At that moment, she could be silly. Olivia could play with her pet, and he would act like a literal canine as he came bounding toward her.

Then she surprised him. As Olivia leaned down to grab the ball, she reached out with her free hand, and she started to stroke him. Her fingers brushed through his hair, down his neck, and along his back.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I forgot all about your collar. That’s not very good, is it? I need to be a responsible owner and keep you collared. What if someone finds you? They need to know how to bring you back to me, don’t they? Yes, they do!”

None of that was necessary.

Then again, it was part of her game, and she was the one who’d decide how they were going to play…

She hopped back up onto her feet, returned to that same drawer from before, opened it, and pulled out the collar. He saw the blue and white band. There were little bones decorating the surface. And she said, “Sit.”

Just like so many other times before, he tried to fight that urge to obey. He battled against the need to give this girl exactly what she craved.

Trevor failed before, and he yielded again to her captured authority. Like a good boy, he sat, and she extended her hand, and she took the ball from him. Then Olivia slid the collar around his neck, and he couldn’t block out the sound of that click. The clasp engaged.

“Since you’re a dog, you can’t use your hands anymore. But if you want, you can try.”

No, he told himself. He wasn’t going to give in. More importantly, he wouldn’t offer her that display of his own helpless subjugation.

Olivia dropped the ball in front of him. “Go ahead and pick it up.”

Reflexively, he leaned down, and he attempted to use his hands. Trevor couldn’t. Then she placed her fingers against the back of his skull as she nudged his face toward the floor. His lips moved along the rubber ball. He opened his mouth, and he picked it up between his teeth, just like before.

“Good boy,” cooed Olivia. She took that ball again, and now she threw it.

It rolled across the floor, and he didn’t want to go after it.

Even so, something from before seemed to rush through his body.

Trevor tried to fight it; he did his best to deny it.

And yes, this was a different sort of desire. It wasn’t real, he told himself. She had programmed it into him. She had told him that he was a real dog. She had told him that he had to behave like an actual canine.

As such, he wanted and needed to chase the ball!

He ached for the chance to rush after it, bow his head down, and pick it up between his teeth. He longed to return to his owner and wag his butt!

As he struggled with those urges, Olivia enjoyed herself. She had her hands on her hips, and she resisted the urge to burst out laughing again.

She wasn’t sure which was her favorite part: his futile defiance or that look on his face. After all, he was concentrating so hard right until the moment when he broke.

That boy sped across the floor on his hands and knees; then he grabbed the ball each time for his owner.

Over and over again, that cute college girl casually forced him to fetch. She made him chase after it, pick it up, and bring it back to his owner.

After several more rounds of grabbing that ball, she pushed him on his back, and she stroked him. She slipped her fingers along his chest and down his side, over his stomach and between his legs.

“I bet you want out of this, don’t you? I bet you want to be this big, powerful boy right now, don’t you?”

Trevor knew that he didn’t have to respond. He could have strived to maintain some angry, stoic veneer. Still, he made the mistake of attempting to speak, which made him bark! He made those primal sounds for her, and she laughed all over again.

“Perfect,” Olivia said. “But you know, I think the other girls would like to see this. What do you think of that, boy? Would you like to perform for them? Would you like to give them a little show? I’m sure a couple of them are out with their other friends right now. Sophia might be studying, but Tara is probably with her team, and I bet Jocelyn is going out on a date pretty soon.”

Trevor absorbed those words. He didn’t dare try to speak again, not so soon, but he still shook his head from side to side.

His response didn’t actually matter.

This girl knew what she expected from him, so she would get it.

Olivia took out her phone, she aimed the camera lens, and then she said, “I want to see what kind of tricks you can do for me. Let’s start off with something simple. Sit, boy.”

It was a direct command, one fit for an animal. As a trained creature, he obeyed his owner.

Trevor tried to fight it; he attempted to deny her authority. He didn’t want to believe it, but he still sat up on his knees, and he felt just like an animal in front of her…as she got ready to record this.

Whether he wanted to believe it or not, he became a trained animal.

“Good,” she said, giggling. She smiled and shook her head from side to side, almost as though she still couldn’t believe everything they had accomplished with him. “There’s a good boy. At this rate, I might let you have a treat. Would you like a treat? If you want a treat, speak.”

Technically, that was a conditional, so Oliva intended to let him decide for himself.

That just made it worse…

At that second, understanding that he only had a few heartbeats before she would move on, Trevor needed to decide what he was going to do. If he “spoke,” it would cost him another chunk of his dignity. He would behave just like a dog. Maybe she would laugh, and she would certainly enjoy herself, but this would also prove everything she already wanted to believe.

To her, he was just a dumb boy. He was nothing but a silly animal.

Trevor panted in and out, gasping hard and fast. Right as it seemed like she was about to give me a different command, he spoke.

He barked!

Her boy barked like a good boy. He barked like an eager dog. He made those pathetic sounds for his owner, and now she really was laughing again.

“Let’s try something a little harder, shall we?” Olivia said. “I want to see you roll over. Roll over, boy. Roll over like a good dog. Roll over and show me that you can do whatever I want.”

Trevor glanced to his left, then his right. He didn’t even know what he was searching for, but he would have settled for any kind of delay. He just wanted to hold off the inevitable for a little while.

And then he threw himself onto his side. He landed on his flank, rolled with his shoulders, and fell onto his stomach. Then he rolled up again, so now he was facing her.

Olivia didn’t let him continue or climb back onto his knees. Instead, she extended one foot, and then she pushed her heel down against his chest, trapping him.

“Look at that,” she chuckled. “I think I just caught a doggy.”

He wasn’t a dog!

With his abilities, he was supposed to be unstoppable manipulator. He was supposed to be smarter and stronger than everyone around him.

And now Olivia pressed down, pushing more weight against his sternum. His heart kicked faster as the adrenaline spiked. Then she was hovering right above him, and she looked down. “I know you remember what it was like to be in control, but that isn’t how things are supposed to work. You’re the pet now. You’re the toy. You thought you could play with us, but you were wrong.”

He needed to argue; he had to say something to defend himself and protect his dignity.

Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t come up with anything good. There were no clever retorts, no sharp rebuttals.

“It’s fine. I mean, it’s not like I’m tempted to keep you this way.”

His eyes widened.

As a young man, Trevor tried to believe he could always hide his feelings, but Olivia had no problem reading his every thought and worry. The dread pulsed through him, squeezing his arms and making him actually whimper. Then, because she couldn’t help herself, she kept going, “But you know, that would be fun. That would actually be a pretty good compromise. We could keep you like a dog, just like this. We could trade you around from weekend to weekend. You could stay at home, and you would get to see us go out, get jobs, and have fun. But you would still be a sweet and spoiled dog. We could get you a bowl of water and a bowl of food and watch you crawl around at our feet. Should I do that? Should I turn you into a permanent dog? Oh,” Olivia said, grinning ferociously. Something twisted just occurred to her.

Trevor didn’t want to know what it was. At that moment, he wished he could just bring his arms up and cover his ears. “What if I convinced you that you really are just a dog? How would that feel? Would you like that, boy? Would you like to think you’re an actual dog?”

She couldn’t do something like that…

Right away, Trevor tried so hard to hold onto that silent promise. And yet, she had already demonstrated her talent for psychological manipulation. With a twist of the invisible leash, she could alter his perceptions, rewriting his memory and transforming his vision of the world.

She wouldn’t.

She couldn’t.

That desperate denial rose up behind his eyes and between his ears like some towering wall. Even so, the strength of his belief really didn’t matter. It wasn’t going to change anything, not when this girl already knew she could experiment.

“Think of yourself as a dog. Be a dog. Right now, you’re not a boy, and you don’t go to a college. You are just a dumb animal.”

He didn’t know his own name, not anymore. Trevor? That didn’t seem right. It didn’t seem like a good name for a dog. And he was a dog. He couldn’t be anything else. He had never been anything else.

He barked, and he looked up, he saw that girl, and he started wagging. It was so easy.

Then she was petting him, and he barked again, grateful for the attention.

At that moment, he understood something foundational and so obviously true: it was best to be a good boy on his hands and knees in front of this girl as she stroked him and petted him. She patted his head and told him that he was a good boy. He wasn’t exactly sure. He understood what she meant, but he loved this.

Then she jumped to her feet, and he suddenly worried that maybe she was going to wander away. Instead, she pulled out the ball.

The ball!

She threw it, and he raced across the floor, snatching it up in his mouth.

He spun around, screaming furiously to get back to her as soon as possible.

Vivid bright joy flooded his chest and rushed all along his body. This felt so good. This was so perfect!

She took the ball.

He had done it!

He brought her the ball!

He was a good boy!

She chuckled, and she threw the ball again, and he chased after it.

He could feel something strange between his legs, but he didn’t think about that.

“Who is a good boy? You’re a good boy. That’s right. You’re such a good boy! You love chasing your ball, don’t you? I bet you can do some other tricks for me. You want to do some other tricks, don’t you?”

That was when she rose to her feet, and she was standing above him. She seemed so tall and powerful.

Then she extended one hand. She had a finger raised and she gave him another command.

He wasn’t sure he understood those other words, but this time the command rang out. “Stay.”

Every urge in his body cried out for the same directive: he had to move. He wanted to rush over to her, to lick her feet, to nuzzle her legs, and to show her just how much he cared about her. After all, she was a pretty girl and his owner. He wanted to make her happy! He craved her attention like nothing else!

And yet, she had told him to do something, and now he had to do it.

If he wanted to be a good boy, then he needed to listen. Reluctantly, he remained there, poised on his knuckles and knees.

The girl told him to stay, so he was going to stay. She wanted him in that spot, so he would remain in that spot. He could do this. He could force himself to do this for her!

She went back into the kitchen, then she came back just a few seconds later. Still, it seemed like this required every ounce of self control he possessed. As a dog, it wasn’t like he had a lot of it, so now he was wagging again because she was back, and he wanted to impress her.

“Stay” was a boring command, but he didn’t defy her.

“Beg,” she said.

That girl had something in her hands. She was holding a bag, but it was opaque, so he didn’t know what it contained.

Right away, Trevor sat up, and he pushed out with his knuckles. He whimpered, making those same eager little sounds from before. His backside kept shaking as the enthusiastic excitement flashed all along his body.

Still, he was begging. He was begging and he hoped for a treat. He hoped for a reward.

When he had been able to think like a young man, Trevor had yearned for the chance to get out of his chastity device, just for a few seconds or minutes. He needed that orgasm. After days of denial, he couldn’t think clearly.

As a puppy dog, Trevor didn’t think about that. Instead, there was that girl and he just wanted her attention. Whenever she focused on him, he was happy. Whenever he could please her, life made sense. Everything fit together, and he knew his place.

“Up,” she said.

This time, he wasn’t sure he understood what that order meant, but he raised his chin and his nose pointed toward the ceiling even as he held out his knuckles once again. Then she reached into the bag, and she placed something on his nose.

As a person, he would’ve dismissed the pretzel as meaningless and insignificant. As a dog, this was the best treat in the whole world! It was right there on his nose, but then he heard that command again.

“Stay.”

He didn’t want to do it. Of course, he wanted to have fun. He wanted his treat. He needed to feel it crunch between his teeth.

Even so, this girl had told him what to do.

Stay. He had to stay. He couldn’t move. He couldn’t jerk his head from side to side, even though he could feel the gentle weight of the pretzel right there on the tip of his nose.

“Okay. You can eat it.”

He threw his head forward, the pretzel fell to the carpet, and his face dropped down as he chomped into it. He chewed, and he swallowed, and he looked up, and then he shook his bottom from side to side. He was wagging for this girl.

“Good boy!” She didn’t just praise him. She was petting him again, sliding her fingers down his side and along his neck. “I could keep you like this. I could keep you as my pet boy, and you wouldn’t even think about trying to get away. I could put you in a cage when I’m not around, and I could even show you off to all of my friends. We could see how a man could and should be treated.” Then she was laughing like there was some kind of joke, but he didn’t really understand what it meant.

Olivia did. Unlike that programmed boy, she understood exactly what she was saying. More importantly, she could feel herself stretch out the ideas to a series of logical conclusions, especially in terms of punishment, opponents, and so much more.

The other girls had come to the right decision, she believed. They weren’t going to try to take over the world (not yet). Still, she could see how the school was so much better now. The boys were learning to be timid while the girls got more aggressive. And when they graduated, Olivia was sure that those same dynamics would continue to play out. Young women would go out and join the workforce. They would go work for major corporations, and they would ascend through those corporate hierarchies. In the meantime, the boys might try to compete, but they wouldn’t be able to do so. They weren’t smart enough here. They weren’t aggressive enough. They didn’t really believe in themselves, not as they had once.

But if they decided to go after the lead figures in society, maybe they could completely change everything. Maybe they could use this brainwashing ability to turn those men into docile and subordinate loyalists to female supremacy.

After all, it would be so easy to get a few minutes here or there with different senators and judges. Little by little, the political class could turn against the patriarchy.

And when the time was right, those men could start to quit on their own. They could resign, one after another, all by her command.

Considering what she could make Trevor do here, that seemed to demonstrate pretty perfectly that this power was absolute.

Although she really wanted to believe this, Olivia stopped herself. Instead, she focused on the reality that they needed more information.

“That’s enough, Trevor. You can remember what it was like to be a person.”

At one moment, he was wagging his butt from side to side and panting with eager anticipation as he gazed up at her. At that instant, he didn’t know what she was thinking, but it seemed important to her, so he wasn’t going to distract her, not yet anyway.

His puppy patience probably wouldn’t have lasted forever, but this boy could hold out for a little while.

Then she said those words, he blinked, and it all came back.

He wasn’t a dog. He wasn’t a pet or an animal.

His name was Trevor and he had a special talent. There was that invisible beast lurking deep within his body and he had used it to control and manipulate people around him, right until that moment when he looked down into those sunglasses, saw his reflection, and still spoken those stupid words.

“Obey Olivia.”

Trevor could hear them inside of his head, reverberating again and again as though he had just spoken them aloud.

“You’re still going to be behaved like a dog,” Olivia said.

Only a moment to go, he was going to stand. Now his muscles relaxed, almost like he forgot how to get up off of his hands and knees.

Just like that, she had confined this boy to the floor.

“Okay, pet. I think I learned quite a bit from you. It’s good to see that I can mess with you. By the way, I’m going to let you speak just a few words. Tell me. Did you really feel like a dog? Could you remember what it felt like to be a person?”

The full force of her borrowed power drilled into him. Even if he tried to fight it, he couldn’t. There was no way for him to resist as the words jumped from his mouth. “I couldn’t think of myself as a person, and I couldn’t remember what it was like to be a person either.”

Next, he tried to speak because he wanted to add more.

Trevor didn’t get the chance. Instead of talking, he barked again!

Biting down, he tried to swallow back those sounds. It didn’t work, not really. Instead, he was growling, and this girl was laughing at him because she loved to see that look of exasperation play across his otherwise handsome face.

“Perfect,” she said. “But you know, I think you really do deserve a treat. Besides, you’re acting like a dog, so I bet there is something you would like to have. Would you like to be in heat?”

That wasn’t supposed to apply to him, yet it didn’t matter because she was going to do it one way or the other.

She told him to sit and close his eyes. She told him to lift his paws, and he obeyed. Then she grabbed the key to his chasity cage. Maybe the girls were passing it around. Just as likely, they had made copies. Either way, they weren’t going to tell him that it worked.

She unlocked his chastity device, freeing his cock.

Casually, she slid her fingers along the underside of his member. Before she reached the tip, he was already hard! That stiffness seemed to spread into the rest of his body.

Then she ordered him onto his hands and knees. “Down. Down, boy.”

Trevor didn’t really understand, but those were direct commands, so he couldn’t resist. There was no way for him to fight her!

Within seconds, he was posed once again on his elbows and knees with his head bowed down and his face only inches from the carpet.

“I’ll be right back.”

What was she going to do?

What did she have in mind?

As those questions spiraled through his head, he tried to figure it out, only to fail again and again.

When she came back, he had his eyes open. Apparently, she didn’t mind if he straightened his back because Trevor was able to glance back at her. He sat up for just a few seconds as he took in the sight of her. He had lifted his head, and he spotted her. More importantly, he spotted it.

Tara had worn the same kind of contraption. She had put on the harness and her dildo head glistened with lubricant. The exact same thing happened right then and there.

“Beg, boy. Beg like a good dog.”

Those unbridled commands beat into him, stealing away his willpower. He had already been trapped as a canine, only now he saw that fake number and he understood where it was about to go. Worse, he wondered what she was going to do now that she had unlocked him. His erection was prominent, yet it couldn’t compete with that artificial cock.

He raised his elbows, he lifted his knuckles, and he whimpered just like before. Despite knowing exactly what would and wouldn’t happen, Trevor still battled that impulse. He tried to fight her authority.

Like every other time before, he failed completely and totally.

He whimpered like a good dog, making those sounds. He begged. He pleaded with those wide eyes. He looked like a pet eager for a treat.

One way or another, she was going to give it to him.

She came up to him and she put her hand on his head, and then she shoved him down.

Suddenly, he was in that degraded position once again.

Braced on his elbows and knees, he didn’t want to do it, but then she said, “Ass up.”

Before, sex had been about his power and his control. It had been about his ability to take what he wanted when the craving struck him.

Although the desires continued to spin hot at his center, he didn’t want to get taken, not like this.

This girl was about to fuck him.

Even if he understood this point, he still tried to resist it. He fought hard to rebel and regain control.

It didn’t matter because she was behind him, and now she stroked his back. Her nails slid along his flank, and she squeezed his ass. She laughed, and then she used her free hand to guide the tip forward. She aimed it for his opening.

“Good boy,” she said. “You know, I don’t know if it’s true, but people like to talk about pack dynamics. They say there always has to be an alpha. Maybe that’s true. Maybe it isn’t. Frankly, I don’t really care. Right here and now, however, we both know who the alpha is going to be, don’t we? Bark for me, boy. Bark like a good dog. Bark like a good dog who knows he’s about to get used.”

Trevor fought to resist that command, but his mouth opened, and he made those noises exactly like before. He barked. He spoke for her. He talked like an eager dog.

As those sounds left his throat, she penetrated him! She shoved forward, and there was that degrading invasion. His walls stretched, he tried so hard to hate this, yet his cock was stiff, and she triggered something. She hit some invisible button deep within his body as the toy slid along the walls of his opening. Then she shoved down deep enough that she buried her fake cock all the way to the hilt of her pubes. She drew back, only to shove into him again!

He had pounded this girl, burying his cock between her legs. He had claimed her, invading and penetrating her, but now it was, Olivia‘s turn.

“Take it, boy,” she said, laughing until her voice turned sharp with every gap. “Take it like a good dog. You know where you belong, don’t you, boy? You belong on your hands and knees in front of me. You belong to us now. You are the slave. You are the pet. You are anything we want you to be!”

He tried to speak, but that meant barking! Trevor tried and failed to stop himself, yet the urge to resist was still there. It slammed into him again and again, and he couldn’t deny that psychological current.

At the same time, he couldn’t resist her will.

She laughed as she plowed into him, thrusting, yanking back, almost withdrawing, only to slide into him again and again.

Then she made it so much worse because she reached forward, and she slid her arm around the side of his hip to encircle her fingers around his shaft. She squeezed his erection.

“Come for me, doggy. Come like a good boy. Show me where you belong. Show me how easily we can play with you and beat you!”

This was defeat. This was failure.

Before, Trevor had truly believed that he could be invincible. He had remained cautious, yet he had never been able to deny the thrill of control or the rush of believing himself unstoppable.

But this girl controlled him now. More than that, she owned him.

With her command ringing in his ears, she squeezed again, and then he lost it. He lost control. He couldn’t deny it.

This was surrender and defeat. This was complete failure, yet it felt so good! Despite everything he tried to hold on to, he lost control. That grip slipped, and his shaft pulsated. The pleasure rushed along his body, singing past his nerves and deep within his psyche.

The heat swelled all across his frame as he stuttered and she drained him, squeezing, and playing with him, even as he moaned.

For all he knew, she came right then and there.

Then he was spent, and he fell forward. He dropped onto his side exhausted and overwhelmed.

“Good boy,” she said again, even as she stroked his hair and petted him like he was such a loyal and obedient dog.

For a little while, maybe he believed it.

Tara had a problem. It wasn’t an unusual problem. She sat there in the locker room as her teammates were huddled up. A couple of the girls were pacing back-and-forth, striding from one side of the cavernous chamber to the other as they flexed their fingers and growled about the unfairness of it all.

“They shouldn’t get to do this,” one girl repeated.

“It’s not fair,” agreed to another.

Their coach had retreated to her office, largely because she didn’t have a good answer for her team.

A different girl pushed herself off of the bench, “We have to do something.”

“Like what?” someone else asked.

The young woman on her feet had the attention of most of her teammates. She raised her chin, stuck out her chest, and her arms tightened at her sides. Clearly, she was waiting for some kind of inspiration. Just as obviously, it wasn’t going to happen. “I don’t know…” she told everyone lamely. “But we have to do something. We can’t just let them do this to us again and again. It’s not right. It’s not fair!”

“I don’t think anyone is disagreeing with you about that,” said a different girl.

“Can we protest?”

A bitterly cynical answer came almost immediately. This time she didn’t see who spoke. “Would it even matter?”

“It’s not like any of the other coaches or administrators care about the softball team,” someone confirmed.

Tara didn’t want to speak up. In fact, she didn’t want to do anything, probably because she hated these kinds of scenarios. In middle school and high school and now in college, she saw it again and again. The athletic girls never got any kind of priority. They never got the right kind of attention.

The cheerleaders could be cute and sexy, but they were still subordinate. Not only that, they were still ridiculed because they weren’t “real athletes”. Then when it came to soccer, gymnastics, swimming and softball, no one cared.

That was the uncomfortable reality.

The boys got the best of the funding, preferential scheduling, and every other important perk.

“We had the field for today. We reserved it. It was ours. We scheduled it. They shouldn’t be able to just walk out and take it from us.”

“People care more about baseball than softball,” someone replied.

Tara lifted her head, and she looked down at her teammates. These girls were some of her closest friends. Granted, she didn’t really like Chelsea and Kira spent way too much time taking selfies, but these girls had spent almost an entire season crammed on a bus as they drove from tournament to tournament.

They weren’t the best, but they had worked so hard…

And once again, they were reminded that their achievements were worth nothing. Even if they had won a state championship or something, it was pretty clear no one was going to care. Of course, the administrators would have congratulated them and maybe announced their victory on the electronic sign outside of Parking Lot 3, but it was this kind of moment that made their priorities clear.

These girls had a problem.

And now Tara lifted her head. The others were talking about protesting or writing a letter or trying to get a bunch of students to sign a petition (that would never work).

“There has to be something we can do,” one of the girls said again.

There was.

Tara pushed herself off of her bench and she glanced down at her uniform. She turned to her locker and she started to get dressed.

“We still need practice,” said one of the other players.

Tara turned back to her. With a straight face, she said, “I’m going to get a friend, and we’re going to go talk to the coach of the baseball team. I think we can work this out.”

Remarkably, everyone else in the locker room went quiet.

Tara wasn’t sure if she really believed it. Of course, she had seen a lot, but this was going to be different. She had never been there, and even if she could sense this shift in the atmosphere all across the school, this was going to be different.

She was going to be there, and she was going to take control, but it wouldn’t be in the privacy of her dorm room or Olivia‘s apartment.

“Let’s come back tomorrow,” she said. “By then, I’m hoping this will all be worked out.” She grabbed her backpack from her locker, turned, and walked back out into the sunshine as she hoped this would actually work.

Now Tara had a different problem. She had to find him.

At one point, Olivia had announced that she didn’t want him to have a phone. For some reason, she enjoyed the idea that he would be the one college student on campus who was denied that digital solace. Tara also suspected that she was worried if Trevor would get too much time online, maybe he would be able to go around and try to figure out exactly how he could reverse their control.

In theory, Tara understood the concern, but she doubted he would be able to find anything. More and more, the internet was filled with little more than advertising, scams, and slop. It was frustrating, but one of the economics professors had made a point that it was going to be a race to the bottom.

Tara couldn’t know, but she didn’t really worry about it. Instead, she wandered around campus, and then she spotted him.

He was talking to a couple of different guys. It looked like he had just gotten out of an afternoon class.

When she saw him, she smiled.

That reaction surprised her, probably because she still remembered what he had done. Granted, she had enjoyed degrading him, and she loved knowing that she had him on that invisible leash, only now she wondered if he could solve her problem.

This felt risky and part of Tara wanted to go talk to the other girls.

No, she decided. They had planned on sharing him, so she didn’t need their permission.

She could do this.

She could be aggressive.

She had a resource at her disposal, so she was going to use it to help her teammates.

“Trevor,” she called out to him.

Right away, that boy turned from his friends.

The others were looking at her.

“You need to come with me,” she said.

He quickly turned and apologized to the other guys. Tara held out her hand and she took his. Behind them, the other boys were chuckling. They probably assumed Trevor was dating her or whatever.

All at once, she decided that she didn’t like that.

“Tell them that we aren’t dating. Tell them that you just have to do whatever I say because I’m in charge and that’s how it’s supposed to work.”

Tara definitely wanted to laugh as Trevor‘s eyes went wide and his mouth opened to protest. Then again, that was a direct order, so he couldn’t resist. No matter how hard he tried to fight it, the urge to obey overwhelmed him. The beast that had so easily trampled on the rights and will of so many others now turned on him. It forced him to look back at his friends.

“I’m not dating this girl. I just have to do whatever she says because she’s in charge and that’s how it’s supposed to work.”

For a second, his friends didn’t understand exactly what that was supposed to mean or why he would make such a weird declaration. Then they laughed, probably deciding it was a joke.

“Good boy,” she whispered to him.

Trevor bristled, and he opened his mouth again, almost like he really hated that phrase. Tara didn’t know why it would bother him so much, but she didn’t really care either. After all, there was someone else they had to go talk to.

Eventually, he asked, “Where are we going?”

“I want you to talk to someone,” she said.

“Why?”

Technically, she could have silenced him. Instead, they were only about halfway across the campus and on their way back to the athletic department when she paused.

She stopped and she looked back at him.

Maybe it was the fact that she had never confronted so many of those other boys. Of course, she had shouted back at them across the different classrooms when she heard their snide comments, but it was never a genuine conversation, probably because she had never believed they would ever listen to her.

For the boys, it was always so easy. At least that was how it looked to her. No one questioned their athletic talents. No one questioned the importance of what they were doing. Technically, these were all just games, yet people always paid so much more attention to the boys, like they would always be the most important part.

Perhaps it was inevitable that there was going to be some kind of hierarchy, but it never made sense to her that the girls were always on the bottom.

“At our school, we only have a couple of different baseball fields, and they get sucked up pretty quick. I guess there’s some maintenance happening on the regular baseball field, so that team decided they wanted to take the field that my team was going to use. They’re going to get it for the next three weeks.”

“So what?” Trevor asked. “Can’t you just practice somewhere else?”

“Our coach is going to do her best, and maybe she will be able to find something else. But I don’t think she should have to do that. We reserved our field. It was there for us. We followed all of the rules. Do you really think they should be able to take it from us?”

He opened his mouth, and he was about to say something. Apparently, he just remembered exactly who he was talking to, so he tightened his lips back together.

Tara wasn’t in the mood. “Tell me. Tell me what you were just about to say.”

There was that gratifying moment when he started to speak again, all because he had no choice. She stepped back, and she crossed her arms over her chest, watching as he attempted to resist. That only lasted for a couple of heartbeats. Then he said, “Guy sports get more attention, so they’re more important. That’s just how it works.”

She stepped forward. “And why do you guys get more attention? How much of this is just based on the fact that they get the best resources, the best facilities, and everything else? Maybe, if we were able to compete on a level playing field, one where they didn’t have literally decades of advantages ahead of us, things would be different.”

“I don’t think that’s how it works,” he said. At least he sounded a little bit more sheepish this time.

“You’re right,” she said. Then a grin curved along her mouth.

He didn’t like that; this was obvious.

She leaned forward, and she said in a low and conspiratory voice, “Trevor, you’re going to help me fix a different problem. But after this, I want you to go around and talk to a bunch of different guys on campus and convince them that they should start coming to all of our games. They should buy tickets, buy snacks, and watch. They should watch the entirety of each game because they love them.”

His breathing came faster, and he obviously needed to shake his head and argue with her.

“I’ll do it,” he finally said, defeat in his voice.

She said it again, “Good boy.”

Taking his hand once again, Tara escorted him the rest of the way. They went into the athletics department but she wasn’t as familiar with these offices. At one point she strode past her coach’s office, but that wasn’t the person she wanted to see.

Finally, they found the office. It belonged to Coach Connors.

Tara tightened her grip on Trevor’s hand. “I want you to go in there, talk to him, and tell him that he’s going to give us the field. Tell us that we are now a bigger priority than his baseball team.”

Finally, she let go and he blinked. He closed his eyes for just a moment, and Trevor clearly tried to fight this again. At that instant, Tara kept her expression neutral, like she was completely confident. At the same time, she didn’t know how his abilities actually worked. More importantly, Tara didn’t have direct control over him. At some point, maybe they were going to mess up. Maybe they were going to make a mistake.

On the field, she could be brash. At the same time, she knew how so many of the boys heard the way she spoke. They thought she was utterly brave.

But at moments like this, that dread bubbled up at the base of her stomach as she watched.

He turned and he opened the door, leaving it open.

“Coach Connors,” Trevor said after reading the name on the door.

“Can I help you?” came the gruff reply. That guy was probably busy with logistics, strategy, sessions, or the paperwork that went into running a baseball team.

Trevor hesitated. This pause extended, but maybe he was leaning forward. As she stood outside, Tera didn’t get to see exactly what was happening. At the same time, she kept bracing herself, thinking this was going to fail.

Then he started to speak. “From now on, we’re going to prioritize the softball team. You’re going to let the girls have their field, and you’re going to give them every kind of support that you can. If they ask for something, you’re going to give it to them. From now on, their program is more important.”

Coach Connor’s echoed those words. “From now on, their program is more important.”

Trevor stepped out of the office and closed the door behind him.

Tara stared at him. Her eyes were wide, and she didn’t really believe it. “It worked? You did it?”

“I did,” he said.

She looked at him and she knew he deserved a reward for this.

Or did he?

“I could let you have something really good for this,” she said, more to herself than to him.

“Yes, please,” he said.

“How long has it been since any of us unlocked you?”

“More than a month,” he said.

“Tell the truth,” she commanded.

“Five days,” he answered. All at once, Tara was laughing. The sounds of her enjoyment ricocheted off of the walls and lockers down the hallway, but she just shook her head. Boys could be so silly, especially when they were locked up. Of course, all of the girls in their cadre had noticed exactly how he had changed.

He was subservient and humble. Maybe there were those moments when the anger flashed behind his eyes, but he was learning. Most of all, he was starting to recognize that escape was pretty much impossible. They had him, and they could keep him. They could actually own him for as long as they wanted.

Despite her trepidation from before, Tara was starting to see it.

She nodded to herself, and then she grabbed his hand. “Let’s go back to my room,” she announced.

As they walked back across campus again, she still held onto his hand. There was something reassuring about that. Back in high school, some of her friends had gotten annoyed because their boyfriends worried about physical displays of affection. Those guys didn’t want to look weak or whatever.

Tara didn’t have that problem, not with this young man. They weren’t dating, but she loved dragging him along. She set the pace and he couldn’t resist. She could take him wherever she wished, and he wasn’t going to get to fight her.

Those thoughts always made her smile.

“Before we get to my room, I’m going to give you the chance to convince me.”

“Convince you of what?” Trevor asked. He was doing his best not to sound nervous, but this girl kept smiling because he couldn’t succeed.

Moments later, they were outside her door. “I might decide to unlock you. You did help me. You get points for that. But you also lied to me. I’m going to take away a few for that.”

“How can I convince you?”

“You could try begging,” she said. “Or maybe offer some service?”

“What kind of service?“ His voice dropped. Obvious irritation rang along each word. He knew. Still, he tried to hold out.

“You know,” she told him.

Without giving him the chance to respond, she threw herself forward, and she grabbed him. She drew him in close, and then she kissed him hard. Among the different girls, she was the strongest. At that moment, she was also the most vehement as she yanked him into her orbit, pressed her mouth against his, and took exactly what she needed.

The sensations were amazing. There was the soft give of his mouth. Not only that, he’d learned to become a much better kisser over the last few weeks.

Not only that, she basked in her authority.

She may have been an athlete, but Tara had still gone to lots of parties with these big, burly guys. Whenever that happened, she would look around, and she would feel their eyes on her. Even if she knew they were respectful young gentlemen, who wouldn’t dare break any rules, Tara had still felt that little prickle of trepidation along the back of her neck.

With Trevor, that wasn’t an issue.

More importantly, she could take control.

Tara grabbed his ass, groped his crotch, and played with him. She shoved him up against the wall. Perhaps he was strong enough to push back, but he didn’t dare, not when she was the one who would decide when or if he could be released from his chastity cage.

Then she broke off that kiss as she looked into his eyes. “Try it.”

“Please. Please, let me out. Please, I did what you wanted. I’m sorry I tried to lie before. That was stupid. That was so freaking stupid because I know you’re smarter than me.” It wasn’t just that, they both understood. With only a few words, she could strip away his deception. It was always so easy when dealing with him.

She cupped his cheeks, leaned forward, and said, “I’m going to let you out, but only if you tell me that you want to help enslave the men of the world.”

His mouth dropped open.

Technically, that wasn’t taking command; Tara was being generous and allowing this boy to make up his mind.

“I can’t do that…” he pleaded.

“You have your convictions. You have your beliefs. I can respect that,” she said while grinning. “But I’m not going to reward it.” That was one Tara touched his mouth and told him to be quiet.

This time, it was definitely a command. She locked his mouth, so he couldn’t speak. Trevor probably would have been able to whimper or moan or groan or gasp, but that was it. Real words had now been denied to him because she didn’t feel like hearing him argue with her.

It was so much simpler this way. It was so much better!

“On your knees, slave.”

Trevor fell forward.

In the meantime, Tara grabbed her pants and pulled them down. Working simultaneously, she kicked off her shoes. Her panties fell next, she spread her legs, reaching out and embracing her fingertips along the back of his head. Then she practically dragged him forward, so he had his mouth pressed to her pussy.

Just like the other girls before her, Tara commanded, “Lick.”

He had known it was coming. Even so, Trevor could never get used to this.

Tara wasn’t sure if she could get used to this either. After all, she had grown up in a patriarchy, one that still insisted girls were supposed to be “good”. Despite all of the progress made by various feminists, those double standards remained. Girls weren’t supposed to be as sexually active. They weren’t supposed to be curious or hungry for stimulation. Instead, they were supposed to crave romance and love or whatever.

At that instant, however, she embraced those raw sensations. Tara’s body had been programmed for this, so she embraced it. She loved the way his tongue slid along. Heat and pounding desire spread all along her skin. She arched her back, and she squeezed her in her thighs against his cheeks. She was moaning within seconds.

But then, just because she wanted to see what would happen, she pulled him back. This girl had her fingers laced through his hair as she jerked his head back to force him to face her. She stared down at this boy. “I know it’s hard for you, but that’s fine. With your help, we can take over the world. With your help, we can make sure that men everywhere learn how to behave themselves. I think you’ll discover it’s pretty amazing. What happens when we own every important facet of culture? We can take over the world politically, economically, even spiritually.” Behind his eyes, he was working to come up with some counterpoint. Even if he wasn’t allowed to speak, Tara could tell that he desperately longed to argue with her.

She didn’t give him a chance.

Instead, she kept going, “I can’t wait to see you. I can’t wait to see what happens when boys are raised to obey. Girls are going to learn from a very early age that they should be in charge. They need to be bold and aggressive. They get to take what they want. If there’s a boy nearby and she tells him to do something, he had better do it. That’s what society is going to look like.”

Ironically, Tara had absolutely no idea if that was true, but it didn’t matter, not when the adrenaline sang through her bloodstream, and the heat continued to course along every lascivious inch of her flesh. It felt so good. Not only that, she just loved seeing that look of fright on his face.

He believed that this was possible.

Maybe it was…

He believed that women could take over.

Maybe they could…

Opening her mouth, Tara smiled and laughed and enjoyed it even as she yanked his face right back up against her pussy. She ordered him to lick again. He obeyed.

“That’s right. This is where men belong, isn’t it? You belong on your knees in front of a girl like me. And if we want to share you, that’s our prerogative. We get to decide what to do with you, and you’re going to be instrumental in all of this, aren’t you? Yes, you will. You’re going to be such a good slave. We’ve already got you locked up, and you were begging. You were begging, and I didn’t even force you.” His tormentress laughed as those words left her mouth. Between her legs, she could feel those vibrations as he struggled to speak.

Then she jerked him back again. Looking down into his eyes, she waited. He said nothing.

“I’m going to let you speak now,” she told him, sounding gracious and magnanimous. “Tell me that you love being a chastity slave and that you can’t wait for the chance to get all of the other boys locked up just like you.”

Tara didn’t possess any secret powers, yet she had no problem reading his mind at that moment. He fought so hard. He battled the control, but that compulsion overwhelmed his defiance. Just like every other time before, this boy bent. He broke.

That arcane influence forced him to say, “I love being a chastity slave, and I can’t wait for the chance to get all of the other men locked up just like me!”

The sounds of her laughter filled that small dorm room. Pretty soon they morphed into moans as she pulled his face right back up between her inner thighs. His stubble grazed her inner thighs, but she didn’t mind the sensation, especially because his eager tongue licked at her slit to deliver one passionate jolt after another.

“Good boy. There’s a good boy! Yes. Lick, lick like a good boy!”

Again, and again, he trembled with irritation. Olivia had already told Tara and the other girls about her time playing with him and how he made an obedient dog. At that moment, Tara wasn’t interested in that kind of game. Instead, she just demanded this sort of power.

She was getting closer.

She was so close!

She needed this!

Then maybe there was that small voice at the back of her head suggesting she could let him out and ride him. It would be good for both of them.

No, she decided, dismissing that idea almost instantly. He had tried to lie to her about the length of time since his last orgasm. He didn’t deserve that kind of reward.

But she did!

Trevor licked faster, gliding his tongue along her most sensitive spot. He worshiped her as she kept her hands braced against the sides of his head. Finally, that ecstasy exploded through her body. The supernova of heat and delicious satisfaction rushed all along her skin as she finally pushed him back. Then she raised her head, and she closed her eyes, and she enjoyed that afterglow.

The chastity slave was smart enough to remain silent as he waited for her next decision. Eventually, she would dismiss him, sending him back to his dorm room.

“I’m so sorry,” Jocelyn had said to her friend. “It’s not right, and it’s not fair. You deserve so much better than this. I’m really sorry. But hey, I guess that means you have to break up with him and go find someone better. Trust me. You deserve someone amazing.”

Just a few minutes before this, Lillian had knocked on her door, and Jocelyn went to get it, only to find one of her best friends crying right there in the hallway.

Jocelyn grabbed the girl, pulled her in, hugged her, and asked what was going on.

“I don’t want to break up with him,” Lillian said. “I love him!”

They talked about it, going in circles, and Jocelyn did her best to be gentle. She tried so hard to make sure that I understood that there were good guys out there, and they could be relied upon. Lots of girls on campus absolutely despised the notion of cheating, but Lillian didn’t know how to let go. She wasn’t going to walk away from him.

As they talked, Jocelyn wishes she could fix this.

Almost immediately, she realized that she could.

They kept talking, and Jocelyn did her best to console her friend. Eventually, however, Lillian said that she had this big paper she had to write, so she left. Jocelyn gave her friend one more hug. After that, she left her dorm room, and she headed across campus for that other building.

She went up the steps, and he found his door, and she knocked, and she growled out, “Let me in.”

Technically, Jocelyn didn’t even know for sure whether or not he was actually in his room. But then the door opened, and she saw him.

“Go to the bed,” she said, raising her arm and pointing. “Pull down your pants.”

That hadn’t been her intent, not when she first came over here. The order surprised her, but she didn’t care. Maybe this was unfair, but she didn’t care about that either! She didn’t have to worry about something like fairness or equity. She could do whatever she wanted with him.

Fine, she silently acknowledged to herself. That wasn’t completely true. Then again, Jocelyn only had to worry about those other girls and what they thought. If she decided to play with him, then that was her prerogative. If she shared and didn’t leave any permanent marks that might bother the other girls, she could have as much fun as she liked!

Jocelyn proved that point as she walked over, and he had already obeyed, bowing forward, dropping his pants, and setting his weight against his elbows.

“Lace your hands behind your head,” she said.

Again, he obeyed.

At that moment, there was no question of her intention. She understood exactly what she wanted. More importantly, she knew she’d get it!

With his bare backside on display in front of her, she reached down, and she slid her nails from the back of his right leg up along the contours of his ass and all the way to the small of his back. He trembled.

“No talking,” she said to him. She locked down his mouth, and then she added, “Don’t move.”

He was frozen in place. His muscles wouldn’t obey him, and he couldn’t push away. Gravity was enough to keep him stuck right there.

She drew her hand back, and then she spanked him!

Her hand clapped down hard against his backside.

Jocelyn laughed.

She laughed because she had to vent those frustrations.

She laughed because she had to let go of that tension.

She laughed because he deserved it! He was a boy, and she already knew that he wasn’t loyal. It wasn’t like he really cared about anyone. These boys were all selfish monsters. They deserved to be disciplined and punished!

(Later on, maybe she would question those assumptions, but Jocelyn kept thinking about her friend and how hurt Lilian had been because a boy couldn’t keep his dick locked up in his pants…not without help.)

Her hand came down hard and fast, delivering one blast of pain after another.

That boy was unable to speak, but he still grimaced and ground. He gasped as she connected again. Each time her palm came down, there was another blast of pain along his nerves.

It wasn’t enough.

It wasn’t enough for the things these boys had done.

She spanked him again and again until his backside turned a bright shade of red. Then she was breathing hard, and she stopped. “You can talk and tell me that you want to help. You want to make the world a better place.”

With his nerves already sharp and stinging, he called out, “I want to help!”

“Tell me that boys can’t be trusted.”

“Boys can’t be trusted,” Trevor agreed with her.

“Tell me you want me to find her boyfriend and lock him up.“

“I…” His voice trailed away, probably because he wasn’t sure he understood what she was talking about. Before this, it might have been mistaken for hyperbole. Obviously, Jocelyn had gone through a rough day, but that didn’t mean these words had to signify anything real.

“I swear, you’re all the same!” Jocelyn sneered before dropping her hand down against his backside. This time, she spanked his right butt cheek, then his left, bouncing back-and-forth as she delivered those punishments.

More than a minute went by before she finally stepped back. She was breathing hard as she stared at him.

“We’re going shopping.”

At several points, Trevor wondered if he was supposed to try to talk to Jocelyn to get her to change her mind. The idea was there, but one glance at that girl was always enough to make him stop.

Worryingly, Trevor wondered if maybe he was supposed to just think that this was someone else’s problem. And yet, he knew that he was going to be instrumental in whatever happened next.

They went into the sex shop, they bought a chastity cage, and then they left.

She texted someone, got a response, and smiled bitterly.

Then they started walking again, and they headed to one of the dorms.

Trevor still didn’t really understand what was going on. He knew he could guess, but he didn’t want that confirmation. Something compelled him not to ask, only it had nothing to do with the beast, the leash, or that supernatural ability to control others.

They headed up a stairwell, down one of the halls, and straight to one door in particular. Jocelyn knocked, slamming her fist against the door. “Open up. I want to talk to you!”

Seconds later, the door opened and a blurry-eyed college guy appeared. He was still holding onto his controller. Behind him, his screen glowed.

“Who are you?”

“I’m someone who’s here to talk to you,” she said, pushing.

Jocelyn was just as petite and cute as always, yet she raised her arms and shoved herself against that guy. He stumbled back, more surprised than anything else.

She pushed past him, and Trevor followed sheepishly.

Then she turned to her chastity slave, “Make him tell the truth, and don’t let him leave.”

“Only tell us the truth, and you can’t leave,” Trevor said. As he spoke, there was that sense of treachery and betrayal because he wasn’t supposed to do this to another guy.

But now the words were out there, and this young man blinked. He didn’t seem to understand what was going on. He rubbed his eyes, almost like he could feel those invisible bonds locking around his mouth and his legs. Whether he realized it or not, those commands were unbreakable.

“Did you cheat on your girlfriend?”

“Yes. I cheated on my girlfriend.”

“Why?” Jocelyn demanded. Again, that boy looked around as if he was trying to figure out what was going on. Maybe he wouldn’t allow himself to leave that room, but Trevor looked nervous and Jocelyn was small. At this point, that young man simply didn’t understand the threat they represented.

“The other girl was hotter,” he said, making it sound normal. “It’s not like I’m married or anything. If I want to mess around, that’s my right.”

Jocelyn narrowed her eyes and stared at him. Her nostrils flared, and her lips tightened into this frustrated pout. “You really believe that.” It wasn’t a question.

“Yeah,” he said anyway, making it sound obvious. “This is college and I’m a guy, and I get to mess around if that’s what I want to do.” Maybe he thought he was being genuinely honest with her. Perhaps he was one of those young men who thought that “radical honesty” basically meant they could be jackasses without any kind of consequences.

“Lillian loves you,” she said.

“And that’s a shame,” he replied with mock consideration.

Because she didn’t use Trevor as a conduit, she simply ordered, “Tell him to do everything I say. Make him obey me.”

Again, the command was overpowering. It overrode everything else he wanted to believe or think. Trevor couldn’t even take a few seconds to try to focus on Jocelyn to get her to change her mind. After all, he could have tried to remind her of her own morals and ethical obligations. He had no idea whether or not something like that actually had any meaningful chance of working, but he could have tried…

Instead, he turned back to the other guy. Again, Trevor betrayed the members of his own sex. “Do everything she says. She’s in control. She’s in command. If she tells you to do something, you will do it.”

“If she tells me to do something, I will do it,” the boy agreed as the full force of that power beat down against his psyche, reworking his mind and behaviors over the course of just a few sentences.

“From now on, you’re madly in love with Lillian and you’re going to do whatever she wants. As long as she cares about you, you’re going to care about her. You’re going to do anything and everything she wants. She’s in charge and you belong to her now. You want to dedicate your life to her. You want to make her happy. If she wants space, you’ll give her space. If she wants intimacy, you will give her intimacy. Say it.”

That last part probably wasn’t necessary, but she needed to know that this boy could finally be trusted.

“I will dedicate my life to her. I want to make her happy. If she wants space, I’ll give her space. If she wants intimacy, I’ll give her intimacy. I’ll do anything I can to make her happy.”

“Because she might not forgive you, you’re going to give her something very special. You’re going to give her the key to your chastity cage.”

That was when he blinked and looked around. He turned to Trevor.

“What’s wrong? You don’t know what that is?” Jocelyn asked, taunting him.

He bowed his head down and he rubbed his face. “This isn’t right.”

“Put it on,” she said.

By this point, he had taken it, and he was staring down at the device. He saw the different pieces and contours. At the same time, he was probably scrambling against those ethereal restraints. Perhaps he hoped that he was going to be able to reclaim control over his body if he tried hard enough.

Trevor already knew that wasn’t going to work. From personal experience, he understood that these girls could be just as effective as he had once been.

“That’s right,” Jocelyn said as this boy obeyed. He pulled down his pants first, then his underwear. “Lock yourself up. Lock yourself up because you’re a dumb boy who can’t be trusted. And remember, after this, you’re going to give your key to Lillian. You’re going to beg her to take it, and you’re going to promise that you’re always going to be loyal. You’re never going to think about cheating again. And even if you do, it won’t matter because you’re going to be locked up. After this, your cock is going to belong to her, isn’t it? Yes, it is!” Those commands weren’t actually necessary, but she enjoyed herself. That much was clear to both of the young men in that room.

Piece by piece, he put on the different components. There was the ring, the tube, the fasteners and the lock. Then everything was secure, and he completed it with one sound: click.

“What, what does this mean?” asked the boy.

Maybe he was stunned by the new restraints that locked down his mind and body. Maybe he was still fighting hard to comprehend what this kind of subjugation would mean going forward.

Before Jocelyn and Trevor had arrived, this guy had been free and independent. He was the kind of college boy who could enjoy himself. In fact, he would probably graduate eventually, look back, and see this as the best time of his life. Free from responsibility, he could just worry about a couple of classes while chasing after so many different girls.

“Tell him,” Jocelyn said to Trevor.

Trevor stepped forward.

At that moment, he desperately wanted to say something, defiant and brave like, “I know what she thinks this is supposed to mean, but she’s wrong. If you want to fight it, you can. If you’re strong enough, you can show these girls that you are still capable of making your own choices.” Of course, that wasn’t what the chastity device truly meant, so Trevor couldn’t lie.

He had to tell this guy. He had to tell the truth. “At first, you probably won’t think it means very much. Maybe it’s going to be a little bit uncomfortable and the weight will feel strange, but you think you can get used to that. You think you can control yourself, but if you’re anything like me, you’re going to underestimate just how important access really is.” Trevor wanted to stop right there, but that wasn’t the whole truth. He bit down, drew in a breath, expanding his chest and holding it as he did his best to hide from the inevitability here. Of course, those restraints forced him. Even if he didn’t want to accept it after all of this time, he was still a puppet and a toy for those girls. Jocelyn had told him what to do, so he had to obey. “Eventually, you’re not going to be able to concentrate. You’re going to think about sex all the time. You’re going to want to get that chastity cage off and you’re going to understand that the girl who has your key basically owns you.”

The other guy was looking at Trevor, almost like he couldn’t believe it.

Even so, Trevor wasn’t done. “After a while, you’re only going to think about her because she’s the one who can let you out. She’s going to have your key, and it’s not a metaphor. It’s the reality of your life. She’s going to own you because she owns your cock.” He hated saying those words, but they were true. They were one of the truest declarations he had ever given.

“Any questions?” Jocelyn asked with a sharp smile.

“I don’t think this is fair,” Sophia said. As she sat in her teacher’s office, she narrowed her eyes, just a tiny bit. Ultimately, she understood that she still needed to be respectful. “I mean, I read the essay rubric, and I think I hit all of the main ideas.”

As a student, Sophia understood the importance of listening to her teachers, considering their perspectives, and learning as much as she could. Online, she saw lots of people who were arrogant. They were conceited, thinking they didn’t actually need an education because the world was supposed to be simple. Or maybe they misunderstood the meaning of expertise. They could see something superficial and assume that would be good enough. In a world of online metrics and social media clout, that was probably true. Then again, she believed in a reality beyond likes and followers.

At the same time, she also understood that the system wasn’t flawless. Her teachers were still people, and the professor in front of her may have made a mistake.

After she got her score back (87 out of 100), she had tried to figure out what she had done wrong. She had gone back through her notes, reread the example essays, and asked the teacher for clarification. Her professor had first sent an email with a couple of vague notes, none of which meant anything concrete or specific. Now she was at her teacher’s office hours, and this woman sat across the desk from her.

Most of her classmates were terrified of office hours. Sophia had never really understood why, especially since so many of her instructors actively encouraged their students to come visit.

“As close as I can see, I did everything you wanted. I even compared my grade with a couple of my classmates’ scores. Josh did better than I did.”

The professor, a mature woman with mostly dark hair except for that streak of gray, weaned back in her chair. “Unfortunately, I can’t talk about other students or their grades, but I would be happy to go over your paper with you.” The instructor turned back to her screen, and she started to click as she shifted through her grade book before finding her notes on Sophia‘s work.

Then she started to give another answer. She was explaining it. Sophia listened along.

As a student, Sophia genuinely believed in learning. Equally important, she understood that there were moments when she really didn’t deserve an A. That was fine with her, but her teacher was talking, and she still didn’t understand.

Then there was that other suspicion…

“Do you have any questions?”

“No,” Sophia finally said. Finally, she stood, and she knew her teacher wasn’t going to give her anything good.

That made sense. This could happen. Sometimes, an instructor would make a mistake, and she wouldn’t want to back down. Or maybe, in her mind, the grade was logical and actually made sense.

Then again, this was an essay. Maybe there would always be an element of human subjectivity. Sophia wasn’t so conceited that she was going to say she knew better than the instructor. Even so, Sophia still cared about her scores, which made her pause by the door and say, “I have a friend who wanted to talk to you. Would that be okay?”

The teacher seemed confused. She stared at Sophia for a moment before finally deciding, “Sure?”

Sophia stepped back toward the door, she saw her enslaved boy, and she motioned for him to come over. Trevor looked at her again, and it was easy to read that frustration behind his eyes. He hated this; he fumed and silently raged. He didn’t want to speak those words. And yet, Sophia reached out, and she tugged him by his sleeve.

He came forward, and she whispered, “Make her tell the truth.”

Inside that small office, Trevor stood there, and he peered right at the teacher. This woman had important degree, and she must’ve published papers that had been studied and evaluated by experts all across the world. But now, there was this boy in front of her.

The professor wasn’t worried. That much was obvious. Perhaps she thought this might lead to a slightly awkward conversation, but that would be the extent of it.

“Tell me why Josh got a better grade,” he commanded.

The professor opened her mouth. She didn’t want to answer. “Josh is an amazing student who brings up some pretty good ideas in class.”

“What else? There’s something else going on here,” Sophia said. She had her suspicions; she craved that confirmation. She needed to know. She turned back to Trevor, “Make her tell us.”

“What else is going on? Why did you really give him a better score?”

Again, the professor blinked. He told her to tell the truth. She looked around, like she was trying to comprehend those invisible strings. She couldn’t. Whether she liked it or not, she had been entangled, and Trevor could tell her exactly what to do. The teacher, however, didn’t need to understand just how complicated the chain of control had become.

“He’s a handsome boy, and I like it when he comes to my class.”

Sophia nodded. Part of her wanted to say, “That’s what I suspected. I’m not angry. I’m just disappointed.” She held back those words. Instead, she leaned over, and she whispered something to Trevor.

The color dissipated from his cheeks. His fingers tightened. She could see the tension play all along his body, but none of that was going to be enough to get him out of this. She had told him what to do, so now she expected his obedience.

As always, she got it.

“For the remaining of the semester, you’re going to give Josh bad grades. You’re going to find a justification each time. If he complains, you’re going to be prepared to defend your scoring of his work. In fact, you’re going to try to fail as many boys as possible. You’re going to do the exact opposite with your female students.”

Trevor finished, and he slumped forward. All over again, this went against everything he believed.

Sophia patted him on the head, and then she turned back to the professor. “I’m looking forward to seeing you in class on Monday.”

She grabbed the chastity slave by his arm and tugged.

Trevor tried to believe he wasn’t surprised when she escorted him back to his dorm room. A couple of guys in the hallway saw Trevor with her, and they smirked or shook their heads with just a hint of jealousy and an annoyance.

But then she opened the door and slammed it behind them. Then she grabbed him and shoved him onto the bed. Sophia started kissing him. She straddled and rode him!

Part of Trevor needed to know how this could be so exciting for her, but he didn’t dare ask.

“That was hot,” Sophia told him unnecessarily. Then again, those words weren’t intended for him, not really. Instead, this introspective girl needed to figure out her own feelings. “How did that make you feel?”

“I didn’t care one way or the other,” he lied.

“Tell the truth,” she ordered smoothly.

“I hated doing it,” he said.

“But you have been doing it, haven’t you?”

“And I hate it each time,” he growled back at her.

“We could always try something else. Think about all of the administrators and teachers you’ve fixed. Think about how good that makes you feel. Think about how much happier you are, knowing that you’re making the world a better place…” Her voice trailed off.

There was this rising tide behind his eyes and deep within the center of his being. He could sense it as his emotions started to shift.

No…He couldn’t let her win, not like this!

Intellectually, he held onto that frustration, that exasperation, the rage and defiance.

And yet, he couldn’t ignore those other emotions: pride and joy.

His conscience now told him that he had done something right. He’d made the world a better place. At their school, the administrators now believed in female supremacy. They didn’t acknowledge it. They didn’t even know what that phrase really meant. Then again, they didn’t need the vocabulary as they helped their female students. All across campus, this would happen more and more as an unspoken policy. The girls would be the ones to get extra financial aid. They would be invited to apply for the most exclusive internships. The teachers would take a few minutes here or there to speak with the girls in their classes to offer them the advice, support, and encouragement that would give those young women their best chance at success.

The boys would languish.

Trevor had seen to it.

At the same time, he bristled as he thought about the sororities, those individuals, and the impact he would have.

Before Olivia captured him, Trevor had believed her that he would be able to make the world a better place. He thought he was improving things.

He had to break free. He had to fight it.

But at that moment, he couldn’t, not when it felt good. Worse, it felt right. What was he supposed to do when there was that twinge of conscience that told him he wasn’t supposed to mess with the natural order?

That teacher had made a mistake. That teacher had graded incorrectly, but now she was going to be on Sophia’s side.

“Smile for me,” Sophia said.

He grinned.

“Tell me you love serving me.”

“I love serving you,” he told her. Once the words were out of his mouth, he was no longer compelled to obey her. Maybe that was why he grimaced, locked his teeth, and shook his head. Then he glowered back at her. “Why are you even doing this to me right now?”

“Honestly?” Sophia asked, almost teasing him. “It’s fun. It’s hot. I like hearing your voice. I like hearing that irritation in your voice every time you talk to me about this. So tell me more, Trevor. Tell me about how it feels to know that we can use you whenever we want and however we want because you’re not just a toy. You’re a tool.”

A tool…

Once again, Trevor searched for some counterargument. Perhaps he was even going to be naïve enough to tell her that this wasn’t going to work. At some point, they were going to make a mistake. They couldn’t lock him down completely. He was going to continue to resist!

He didn’t dare. Challenging those girls was a very bad idea, so he pressed his lips together.

And yet, he only enjoyed that reprieve for a fraction of a heartbeat because she had given him a direct command. “It’s humiliating and shameful,” he said.

“Aren’t those the same thing?” Sophia asked him, taunting him all over again. Possibly, she understood exactly what he meant. Maybe she didn’t. Either way, she expected him to be clear with her.

For her, that was part of the game.

“I don’t think so,” he said. In truth, he had spoken without really understanding exactly what or how he felt. Those sensations were a storm inside of his head, one he couldn’t explain to someone else. There was the tightness, the heat, and the jagged spikes all along his insides. There was the knowledge that he had failed repeatedly. There was the drive to continue to try despite the futility. But now, he told her, “I’m humiliated because you can play with me. I’m ashamed because I keep helping you.”

“Good,” she told him. “Strip, boy.”

By now, she had him in her dorm room, and he heard that command. Instantly, he broke.

Because this was what she wanted and had commanded, he had to yield to her. There was no defiance, not really. Besides, those questions had taken something away from him.

As he moved, he tried to search for those traces of the invisible lines connecting him back to the beast and Olivia.

He didn’t find them, yet he still moved.

He disrobed for her, removing one piece of clothing after another. His shirt and shoes, pants and socks piled around him just like before.

With the moments, he was naked in front of this girl.

“How does that feel?”

“I don’t like it,” he growled.

“Tell me more,” she said.

Again, she demanded introspection. As she watched him, he realized something else: she was studying him. The girl in the glasses leaned back against the wall, and she held her arms behind her. Even so, she didn’t appear timid or subservient. If anything, there was that subtle smirk on her lips. Her glasses shined, hiding the glint of amusement in her eyes. In some ways, she looked so geeky, yet this girl was dangerous.

That knowledge didn’t help him; it couldn’t save or protect him because his mouth started moving. “I’m naked, and it feels degrading, like you can just tell me to do whatever you want.”

“I can,” she reminded him.

“I know!” Trevor shot back. “That’s not what I mean. I’m talking about how I’m naked, and that makes me…”

“Vulnerable,” she said for him.

“Yes.”

“Stand still. Hold your arms over your head. Don’t move.” Her direct orders struck the air, and he absorbed them one after another. The enslaved boy stretched his arms toward the ceiling, and she came up to him. In this small space, she brushed her fingers along the side of his butt cheek, over his flank, then back down again. She used the tips of her fingers at first, but then she shifted, gliding her nails down over his skin. She scratched at him, and then she found his balls. Her fingers brushed along the soft skin, and he squeezed.

He was trying so hard to hate it.

Trevor failed.

“You know, we all enjoy having you this way. I don’t think we were expecting that.”

He didn’t want to respond, yet something still pushed him. “What do you mean?”

“Boys are always so interested in seeing naked women, right? Maybe a lot of people just assumed that was the natural way guys approach the world. Women aren’t supposed to be as interested in sex. There might be a few studies that contradict this, but I’m not sure women enjoy the same kinds of content online.”

She was talking about porn. That was obvious.

“So what?”

“Maybe the dynamics are going to change,” she told him. “I mean, there’s something so incredible about seeing you just like this and knowing that you’re helpless. Maybe women felt nervous before, but we can fix that, can’t wait?”

“How?” Trevor hated himself for asking. If anything, he should have strived for silent and stoic defiance.

There was something about the way this girl was watching him. At the same time, he had to wonder whether or not Sophia was actually the most dangerous of those four girls. He had enjoyed picking her because she was supposed to be smart.

That kind of intellect could be dangerous, he had secretly understood. Maybe that was why he’d decided to tame her. He thought about the future. For so long, people had a vision of engineers and CEOs and politicians as men.

Things changed.

Perhaps he had hoped to cling to the past by taking this smart girl, pulling the glasses from her face, shoving her down, and making her cry out as he buried his cock deep between her legs. Even now, that image made him twitch.

As always, Trevor was locked up and powerless. As always, his shop could strain against the inner lining of his device, but he wasn’t going to be able to break free. Worse, those invisible shackles kept his legs hearted and his arms raised over his head.

“You could go around and tell the boys what they want. Tell them that they need to be just a little bit scared of the women in their lives. You could tell them that they should be helping the women in their lives, but they need to be obedient and subservient.”

“I won’t do it,” he promised her. Even as those words left his mouth, he knew that was a stupid vow. After everything these girls had done, he understood exactly what was going to happen and how this was going to work. He knew what they could accomplish.

“How would you stop us?” It was such a simple question. She had just asked, only he couldn’t answer her.

That made her laugh. The sound, like playful bells, vibrated through his body.

Of course, he just wanted to turn around and walk away. Instead, he remained there, naked and on display.

Then she came up behind him, and she said, “I look forward to seeing you break. At some point, we are going to figure out exactly how to tame you completely and utterly. After that, you are going to be a perfect tool for us. You’re going to give us everything we want. You’re going to serve, and you’re going to make the world a much better place.”

“I’m never going to be a tool,” he said. Uttering those words made him sound childish. He felt silly, like those words were devoid of any kind of real content.

Then again, he just had to hold out.

Again, and again, Trevor told himself that they were going to make a mistake at some point. They would mess up, and then he would be able to strike. After that, he would regain control of his own abilities. The beast would be freed, and he would be able to take those girls. He would be able to control them. The rightful order would be restored, and…

Before Trevor could finish that thought, Sophia grabbed him by his hair. She yanked his head back and then she used her free hand. “This is for thinking you can defy us.”

That intellectual girl wasn’t supposed to have that sort of tone in her repertoire.

She slapped his ass.

She struck harder and faster than he would’ve expected. The pain shot across his nerves, just like before.

He told himself that he had been spanked by those other girls, so this wasn’t a big deal. He had endured this kind of pain and humiliation before. Even if he wore a chastity cage and was naked in front of her, he was still a strong and capable young man. At some point, he would break free, he could show them what he could do!

Those ideas and hopes scattered when she spanked him again. Her hand flew down in that tight arc, and he felt the clap of her palm against his sensitive skin.

He still kept his arms raised. He was still naked with his torso tight as she punished him!

“I’m going to spank you, and then you’re going to thank me. You’re going to thank me and you’re going to beg for the chance to go down on me. You’re going to tell me that you’re nothing but dumb boy who wants to serve. You’re going to tell me that you want to help us make the world a better place. We are the queens, and you are a servant. It is your responsibility to do as we say.”

Was that really how she saw the world now?

Trevor vaguely remembered his social studies class and learning about the differences between monarchy and democracy. Only now, this girl talked about herself as a queen and he didn’t want to believe it, especially because there were supposed to be all of these different guard rails in place to protect the republic of the United States.

And yet, he had that kind of power. He had that kind of control.

He could do this.

He didn’t want to believe it. More than that, he expected that they were still going to mess up. Then again, their mistake might have been enough to make him fail in some other way. Maybe he would be caught, only he would be busy trying to accomplish their goals.

Or worse, he could succeed.

Those thoughts played out behind his eyes and he thought of himself tricking or compelling some random aide before he couldn’t meet a congressman, then a senator, and finally some impressive lobbyist before he would eventually be introduced to the president of the United States. Layer by layer, he could ascend. One day after another, he would be able to take those meetings. After each meeting, he would be able to compel them. And if he was still following these girls, the world really could change.

He tried so hard not to accept it. He thought so hard not to believe it!

As promised, she spanked him!

He wasn’t sure what made his eyes water more: those flashes of pain or the possibilities that she could be right.

That was the fear that dug into him. It burrowed down into his chest, making his heart pound faster.

Sophia struck again and again.

“I’m just a dumb boy who has to do whatever you say, and I’m going to help you. I’m going to make you into one of the queens of the world!”

“Yes, you will,” she said. “And do you know what I especially like about this?”

He didn’t say anything.

She smacked his ass. “Ask,” she demanded.

For a second there, he didn’t understand why she would care so much. Then again, she wasn’t interested in a monologue. Sophia wanted to hear him speak. She wanted to educate him. Deep down, maybe she was a teacher, waiting for the chance to graduate and stand in front of the class.

“What do you like about this?”

“We can make it permanent. So many boys want to believe that men have been in charge based on some natural inclination. But what happens when society is on our side? What happens when we have unity?”

“I don’t get it,” he confessed.

“That’s fine,” she said. Only seconds ago, she had been spanking him. Now she reached up, and she slid her fingers through his hair. She was petting him, treating him like he was just an animal.

He tried to hate it, but there was still something gentle and enjoyable about that physical affection. After all, it was the kind of intimacy so many young men craved even when they couldn’t admit it.

“I’ve been thinking about this a lot lately. Do you know what one of the most important factors is when we are talking about a strong society or civilization? Unity. Can people work together? Can they respect one another? Can they feel like they are contributing to something that is going to benefit both themselves and everyone else? With your help, we can have that. After all, you want to tell me that you believe in female supremacy. Tell me that you are going to be a good boy and serve. Tell me that you can’t wait to be as helpful as possible.”

“I believe in female supremacy, and I’m going to be a good boy who serves. I can’t wait to be as helpful as possible.” Once those words left his mouth, Trevor knew he had to try something else. He had to say something else! Most of all, he didn’t want this girl to believe that she could truly own him. Despite all evidence of the contrary, he needed to show her that he was still able and willing to fight back. “You can make me say whatever you want, but it’s not going to change what happens. Maybe you’re going to have some success, but other people are going to figure it out, and they’re going to stop you.”

“How?”

“They’ll figure it out!”

“Trevor, you keep saying that, but you’re not giving me any actual evidence. Is that because you’re just a dumb boy? I think that’s just because you’re a dumb boy.” 

It was such a childish insult, the kind that would have been appropriate on an elementary school playground. But now, Sophia demonstrated once again why she was so much more dangerous than some random little girls shouting generic insults.

She struck, spanking him hard and fast. She dropped her hand down against his backside over and over again. Then she reached over, and she touched him, teasing him.

“Tell me that men don’t deserve the right to vote. Tell me that every man should need permission to go outside. Tell me that men shouldn’t be allowed to own property. Tell me that men should be trained to be helpful.”

Battling that compulsion, Trevor tried to bite down. He just needed to tighten his teeth and resist her. Despite that rush of effort, he failed all over again. “Men don’t deserve the right to vote. Every man should need permission to go outside. Men shouldn’t be allowed their own property because they need to be trained to be helpful!”

“Good boy,” she said again. She was petting him, and it felt so good. Then she pulled her hand back and she spanked him. She delivered one sharp slap after another!

“You know, I think we can do better than that,” she finally said. That was when she walked over to his pants and she grabbed his belt. She pulled it free from those loops and she let it fall from her grip. “I want you to understand something, Trevor. You keep trying to argue with me, and I think that that’s cute. I think it’s adorable. You keep fighting me, but it’s not going to make any difference. Do you know why?”

She hadn’t forced him to speak. He locked his teeth again, pressing his lips together into that defiant frown.

She had no problem answering her own question. “You keep fighting me, but it’s not going to make any difference because you don’t have to agree. It’s not like you get a vote here. But you know what? You can learn. We both can. I mean, I’ve never had a chance to use a belt on a boy before, but I think this is going to be good for you. I think another dose of pain is going to help you. I could make you feel incredible. I could just make you obey. But that isn’t what we really want or need.”

“Then what is it? If you don’t want me just to obey, what do you want?”

“Really? You haven’t been able to figure it out for yourself? That’s sweet.” She giggled and shook her head from side to side, probably because she enjoyed how foolish young men like him could be. “I want you to embrace it. Eventually, I want to figure out exactly how you can help make the world a better place, one where men understand who they are and where they belong. That’s what I want and expect from you, Trevor.”

Holding onto the belt, she dropped the rounded tip to the floor. She held a buckle in one hand. And then she whipped him!

Trevor told himself that he was going to be able to endure this. Then again, he was learning that every blast of pain felt fresh. Each one felt new. Endurance was just an illusion. Maybe someone could school their features and keep their expression devoid of any kind of reaction, but that wasn’t the same thing as genuinely enduring it.

She struck once near his right shoulder blade, and then again near his left. After that, she went for his right side, then the back of his left leg.

“I don’t even know what I’m doing,” she said. “But don’t worry. I’d like to learn!”

She was practicing on him.

He remained there, on his feet with his arms raised. At several points, he reflexively tried to move. Those instincts roar through his body because he was supposed to be able to break free. He needed to spin back to confront this girl.

Whether he liked it or not, that wasn’t an option.

She struck again and again, leaving red welts along his flesh. At the same time, his eyes watered.

“I’m going to give you a choice,” she said. “When you’ve had enough, tell me. Tell me that you’ve had enough and that you want to be an obedient boy. Tell me that you want to be a servant of the new order.”

A servant of the new order. That prose sounded like it belonged in some video game or maybe an epic novel filled with knights and dragons.

Trevor’s nose and face contoured into a silent snarl, but she couldn’t see that, he was trying to hide everything.

The belt landed hard again and again, crashing against his backside, his legs, and his back. With every blow, another burst of agony surged across his body.

“If you’re waiting for me to have an attack of conscience, that’s not going to happen. Remember, we all know exactly what you did. In fact, we remember what you wanted to do.”

Worst of all, he heard those words, and he remembered. There was that fraction of a second when his thoughts jumped back in time, he remembered those girls on their knees, owned and obedient over and over again. He had tormented them and he had waited for some surge of guilt. That never happened. Instead, he had told himself that this had been his right.

He couldn’t tell her that.

Only now, Sophia seemed to sense something. Maybe she could predict exactly what he was thinking. “When you used us, what were you thinking? Tell me.”

He had to do it.

Once again, his willpower was stripped away and rendered utterly irrelevant. This girl had just told him what to do, so now he had to comply. Maybe he could fantasize about keeping his mouth shut, but that kind of image was just as impossible as jumping out of the window and flying to the moon. “I was thinking that it was my right!” Trevor roared those words, hoping maybe he could scare her.

He couldn’t.

At that instant, he couldn’t see her face. He couldn’t see the wave of frustration that played across her features. He didn’t even get to hear her whisper, “I really did believe in equality…” But for this girl, she could have her revelation. She could hear him admit the truth. Most of all, she could make him pay for it.

Another bar broke as she used the belt, whipping him again and again. He wanted to twitch away, to break free, yet his muscles remained paralyzed, locked in place by her command.

Finally, she was breathing hard. Little drops of sweat had appeared along her brow. She couldn’t see his face, but she didn’t care. Instead, she came up to him, and she reached around, dropping her hand to his balls. She squeezed his scrotum. “I’m not going to stop you from fantasizing, but I want you to understand that I’m smarter than you, so I know exactly how this is going to play out. You can tell yourself if you’re going to break free, but we won’t let that happen. Whether you like it or not, the future is going to be female. You’re going to be our tool, and you’re going to make it happen because we own you.”

“You’ve been planning this,” he said, turning those words into an accusation.

“No, not really,” she told him.

His eyes widened as he stared at her, especially because he believed her.

“I’ve been really busy with some homework lately,” she said. “But now, I have some time, so I think we are going to figure this out. But right now, you belong on your knees. I think I might have a really good brainstorming session if I have you between my legs.”

That was when she lifted her skirt and she kicked away her shoes. She pulled off her leggings and panties in several quick movements.

Then she sat on the edge of her bed, and she snapped her fingers.

“You don’t want me to say it,” she told him.

Perhaps she was right about that.

After all, he lowered himself down onto his knees, and he crawled toward her. That second part wasn’t even an expectation, but she watched.

Naked from the waist down, she saw him crawl toward her, and there was that rush of power, the sense of authority, and the knowledge that she could really do this.

For her, it was another experiment.

He crawled into position and she placed her hand on the back of his head. “I’m so glad we could have this talk,” Sophia said to him. “But right now, we have a better use for your mouth, don’t we?”

Cutting irritation shot through his body, but he nodded, “Yes.”

“Because this is where you belong, isn’t it? You belong on your knees in front of a girl like me?” It was technically a question, yet he could hear that certainty in her voice.

Right before she pulled him up against her slit, he had to agree again. “Yes. This is where I belong. I belong on my knees in front of a girl like you.”

This time, she didn’t issue a command. She didn’t tell him exactly what to do. Instead, she watched and she waited, and then she felt it!

He licked.

He pressed his face against her opening. Within seconds, he tasted her. Not only that, he could feel the heat radiating from her inner thighs.

He was doing this. The line traveler was really doing this.

On some level, he, he hoped that the embarrassment and revulsion would finally fade away.

It didn’t.

If anything, this felt magnetic, it kept him along there, but he could still hear it, especially because there were those echoing after images of his old life and everything he had accomplished.

He hated it, but the arousal pounded through his body because he was thinking of this girl on her back, on her knees, or down on all fours in front of him!

Hoping to dislodge those ideas, Trevor opened his eyes, and he saw her pubic hair. He saw the contours of that special spot right between her legs as he lapped at her sex. This boy licked like a thirsty dog; he worshiped her like he was the kind of boyfriend who was desperately eager to make himself useful to his girlfriend.

But he wasn’t a dog or a boyfriend.

He was something worse.

He was a slave. He was her servant and a tool.

Trevor tried to push those thoughts aside, but he understood the truth. He could feel it along every inch of his body. Even at that moment, he still remembered what it was like to get spanked and whipped with his own belt!

“Trevor, you’re so good at this! You know exactly what you’re doing, don’t you? It took some practice, but you’re figuring it out. Just think about where you’re going to be in a few more days, a few more weeks or a few more months! Think about where you’re going to be five years from now!”

He paused, freezing.

And yet, those images danced behind his eyes.

At this point, he shut his eyes, like he wanted to hide from the inevitable. Then again, he couldn’t, not really.

After all, she told him to do it, so now he was picturing it. Other college students imagined what their first careers would look like. They contemplated romantic partnerships, friends, apartments, houses, and families. Trevor was thinking about something else. He saw himself at a rally, and there would be some woman there. Maybe it would be Olivia, Sophia, Jocelyn, or Tara. He had no idea how those girls would decide to adjudicate their power. Perhaps they would pick someone else.

One way or the other, there would be a woman standing at a podium, and there would be those ravenous supporters arrayed in front of her.

Maybe there would be thousands.

More likely, there would be tens of thousands of them!

There would be both women and men, and they would all believe in the same thing: female supremacy.

Trevor didn’t want to believe that could happen within just five years, but one of his political science teachers had been explicit: elections and public discourse could move fast.

If he was behind the tide, he could change everything. He could influence music, movies, and the most powerful influencers online. Suddenly, there would be new pipelines for both young women and men.

The girls could watch the most important influencers talk about how they were supposed to be in charge because females were the superior sex. They were born to be the ruling sex. Then there were the boys, and maybe they would go online to search for information about video games or whatever, only to stumble into a new type of content.

They could argue that men were born to serve. They were supposed to be like the knights from previous generations. But instead of rescuing princesses, they would obey those princesses. The girls would be told that they could take charge, and the boys would be encouraged to follow along.

He didn’t want to believe it. He didn’t want to think about it, but he thought about that woman standing behind that plot. As he serviced Sophia, Trevor kept thinking about what was going to happen. His tongue moved up and down, yet he saw that woman making her announcement. “This is the dawn of the new era, one where the rightful order has been restored.” Trevor had once loved that phrase: the rightful order. But now it could be stolen because anyone could make it up. Anyone could decide what “rightful” was supposed to mean, especially if they had money and power and influence behind them.

The words continued to play out. “For far too long, women have been oppressed. For far too long, women have been scared. Boys, it’s time for a new world. Don’t worry. You don’t have to be scared so long as you’re obedient. As long as you do as you’re told, everything will be fine. And the young men who stepped out of line? You’re going to pay. Remember, the elections are over. We won. You were defeated, and now it’s time to graciously accept your new status. We will move quickly. We will move swiftly to ensure that the future is exactly what it should be.”

Trevor hated how easily he imagined those different words.

Clearly, he had been spending too much time with Olivia, Tara, Sophia, and Jocelyn. Then again, he didn’t get any choice.

“We are going to make it happen,” Sophia taught him from the real world. “Go faster. I want you to do your very best right now. Show me what you can do. Show me exactly where you belong!“

Like the slave he had become, Trevor obliged.

The girls were having fun with him, but they could sense a problem.

That was probably the part that impressed Sophia and Olivia the most. Without talking about it, these girls all arrived at the same conclusion.

Still, someone had to bring everyone together. It was Sophia who typed out that first text message.

All the girls read it.

Tara was getting dressed after practice when she pulled out her phone and saw the text waiting for her. Olivia was busy chatting with a couple of her other friends. Jocelyn was back in her dorm room, curled up on her bed with her tablet braced on her knees as she played a game. Each girl got that message, read it, pursed her lips, nodded, and made the decision.

It was time to meet up again.

They didn’t have him join them.

They were going to talk about him, but they weren’t going to give him the opportunity to listen in.

Olivia was obviously there first since they were going to meet at her apartment. Occasionally, she stopped and looked around, marveling at how much of an adult she felt like when she considered her personal space. As a college girl, she was supposed to be in a dorm room, one that probably would have qualified as a broom closet if her bed had been removed. But now, she had this living room, the kitchen, a bathroom, and two entire bedrooms. It seemed almost palatial.

By this point, she knew she could have had a lot more. It would’ve been easy enough to take her enslaved boy and bring him to some other facility somewhere near campus.

Olivia liked it here. There was something comforting about this small space. Later on, she was sure she could get something nicer. Maybe she would have a house in the suburbs, a condominium downtown, or some of other spot where she could relax.

Despite that sense of comfort, Olivia nibbled on the inside of her mouth as she paced back-and-forth. She paused every few minutes, glancing out the window. One great thing about this apartment was that it was situated right next to the campus. She could glance out and see some of the rolling green lawns, students walking on their way to class, and a few of the lizard sculptures that made their college famous among a certain subset of artists.

They were going to talk about him.

They were going to talk about him and make a decision.

Olivia knew this moment had come. Sophia might’ve been the one to send out the text message, but this question had been wiggling along with so many other thoughts.

Smiling to herself, Olivia marveled at how so much of this could seem so normal. This apartment, for example, wasn’t outrageous. At that moment, she had the ability to override banks or maybe even invade local politics. She didn’t do anything like that, yet the power remained.

At the same time, all four of the girls still had their regular classes. They had to write their essays, turn in their tests, and do more. A few modifications have been made here or there, but the reality was that they were still students.

They had this incredible power, but they were still subject to grades, deadlines, and the other requirements of being in college.

Olivia exhaled and sat down, she leaned back, pressing her head to the back of the couch. She raised her arms and brushed her fingers along the top of her head.

One by one, the other girls arrived.

Tara got there first, knocking, and Olivia hopped up to let her in. Jocelyn was next, and Sophia came last.

They sat down together, huddled around the couch and on some of the extra chairs.

No one said anything for a few moments, probably because they all understood.

Surprisingly, it was Jocelyn, who looked out at their group and said, “We need to make a decision, don’t we?”

“We can all feel it,” Sophia agreed. “Things are definitely different now, so we have to decide what we want to do.”

Tara nodded thoughtfully. She probably spent a lot of time thinking about softball strategy. Today, she was considering a different set of choices. “We’re all worried that this is going to blow up in our faces, aren’t we?”

“We might be playing with fire,” Olivia said.

“That’s true,” Jocelyn agreed. But we could also use this to completely change the world.”

“Or we could let things ride as they are,” Sophia said. “Personally, I think that might be the most dangerous option. At some point, we are going to attract the wrong kind of attention. After that, I don’t know what we are supposed to do. It’s not like we really understand this.”

“Do we need to understand it?” Jocelyn asked.

Tara quickly glanced at the other girls. “That would be a good idea. I mean, if we really want to do this, we should understand how it works.”

“I’ve been doing some research,” Sophia said, “at least at the current time with our resources available, I don’t think it’s really possible.”

“Why not?” Olivia asked. It was a genuine question, not a challenge.

When the other girls turned it to Sophia, she tightened her mouth. Then she nodded to herself as she ran through all of those same variables before coming to a conclusion. “I don’t know about the rest of you, but I’ve been doing a couple of searches. I’ve been doing a little bit of research, basically whatever my schoolwork permits.” The other girls nodded. They probably hadn’t been as thorough as Sophia, but they had all been interested. “Basically, I found nothing. I mean, there’s a ton of information out there, dedicated to hypnotism, brainwashing, mind control, and everything else. If you want fictional content, there are literally thousands of books and movies on these subjects. If you want something closer to paranormal research, you get the same. But it’s all deeply flawed.”

“But why?” Jocelyn asked. “This is a really good school, right? We have a bunch of resources, right?”

“There are a couple of possibilities,” Sophia answered cautiously. For a moment, Olivia wanted to smile at the other girl, if only because Sophia looked and sounded just like a professor. She was obviously very young, but she could have walked into a class with that exact same tone and started lecturing. An instant more, and Olivia paused for a moment. After all, it would’ve been hard for Sophia to be taken seriously. It wasn’t just her youth. It was her sex. As a young woman, she could have lectured, but lots of these students wouldn’t have respected her.

They could fix that…

Olivia recognized that fundamental temptation, but she still wasn’t sure what she wanted to do. She had teased Trevor before. They all had. Then again, there was a difference between a fantasy, taunting a boy, and the reality of actually confronting every pillar of this patriarchy.

“First, he might be the only specimen anyone has ever stumbled across. Second, maybe there have been lots of guys like him, but they have all remained hidden, and we just got lucky. Or third, there has been legitimate study, but it got buried under the mass of nonsense.”

“Why would there be so much nonsense?” Jocelyn wanted to know.

“People want to believe in the supernatural,” Sophia said with a shrug.

“Are we sure this is actually supernatural?”

“That’s the problem,” Sophia said. “We’re not really sure of anything.”

“I think this leads us to a much bigger question,” Jocelyn said to the other girls. “And that’s why I think we are really here, isn’t it? We have played with him. We have used him. We have had fun, and I genuinely believe we have made the world a better place.”

“But do we want to push our luck?” Tara said.

“We’ve all been thinking it,” Olivia said to the other girls. “Right now, we are playing with fire. We got very lucky because he got very dumb. But he might figure something out.”

“So what are our options?”

“We break him,” Jocelyn declared.

“Break him?” Tara raised an eyebrow.

Everyone turned back to Jocelyn. That young woman didn’t look down or away. Instead, she nodded. She straightened her back, and she said, “I think we can do it if we really want to. I think we can bind him to make sure that he is always going to be loyal to us. “We use him. We tease him. We train him and program him. It can be done.”

After that, the girls looked back at Sophia. She was the one who had done the most research. She was probably the one who had thought about this the most.

Sophia popped out her cheeks. “I’m not sure if it’s possible,” she said honestly. “It might be. It’s hard to tell. I mean, there’s always going to be an element of risk.”

“Then let’s take a risk!” Jocelyn called out. She clapped her hands together.” I know we can do it. If we work together, we can do it. We can make sure that we have him, and he could be so useful!”

“It’s not just Trevor,” Sophia pointed out.

Before she could add more, Tara interjected, “We need to think about what would happen if he figured out how to talk to someone else. Or what if he comes up with something else? What if he comes up with something we haven’t thought of?”

“Like what?”

“That’s the problem,” Sophia answered. “We can’t figure out what he might come up with. We can try, and we can lock him down. But again, it comes back to the fact that we are just going to be taking a risk. We have an incredibly powerful weapon here, so maybe we should just diffuse him.”

“Defuse him?” Jocelyn took her head. “That would be letting this incredible opportunity go to waste! Besides, how would you even do that?”

This time, it was Olivia, who leaned forward. “Basically , we could tell him to forget all about his abilities. We could make him forget. After that, he would never be tempted to use them.”

“And what would happen if he figured them out on his own?” Jocelyn said. “At some point, he decided he could do this, and he did. That exact same thing could happen again.”

“We could program him more thoroughly,” Sophia said, only she didn’t sound convinced.

“There’s always going to be a bug in there somewhere, right? At some point, there’s going to be some contingency you didn’t think of? There’s going to be some variable you didn’t imagine. Even if we do our very best, there could still be gaps.” Jocelyn shook her head, making her pigtails bounce. “Face it. There’s always going to be some element of risk here. No matter how hard we try, it’s never going to be perfect.”

“But it might be safer,” Tara replied.

“It might be safer,” Jocelyn agreed. “Or it could be even more dangerous because we are taking a powerful weapon and just sending him off on his own and hoping no one figures out how to use it. We’re going to be hoping that he never comes back after us.”

After that, each of the girls remained silent for a few seconds.

“Maybe Jocelyn is right,” Tara said. “Maybe we have a responsibility to take care of him and to make sure that he doesn’t fall into the wrong hands.”

Again, the silence expanded into the apartment. Each of them was looking back-and-forth at one another.

“We need to make a decision. We need to decide exactly what we are going to do with him. Do we keep him? Do we break him? Do we try to make sure he never uses his abilities again and just send him off?”

“It’s time to vote,” Olivia said. “You’re right. Everyone here knows we need to make a decision. Let’s make it.”

Trevor just left one of the academic buildings. He glanced to his left and right, wondering whether he was going to see Olivia, Sophia, Tara, or Jocelyn.

But then he raised his head and his breath caught in his throat.

All four of the girls were arrayed up ahead.

They spotted him. They saw that he noticed them, and now they strode forward.

He had no idea what those girls wanted. He didn’t know why they would be together.

It didn’t matter.

He dropped his backpack, he turned, he ran.

Trevor didn’t think about this decision. He just acted, swinging his arms, kicking down, and bolting!

“Stop!”

A couple of other college students probably heard that word, and they glanced around. Then they saw him freeze, and a few of the girls probably smirked. Some of the guys must’ve cringed.

None of his owners told him to come back to them. None of them shouted again. They’d told him to stop, and he had done so, so now he remained right there, trapped in place as the other girls approached him.

Tara and Jocelyn strode at him from his left and right sides. Olivia and Sophia stood in front of him, their arms crossed over their chests. “I think that proves it,” Sophia said. “No matter what we do, he’s going to try to resist. If we want to make this work, we have to be thorough. I think we can do it in one session.”

“What are you talking about?” They had told him to stop, not stay silent, so he could actually move his mouth and speak.

“We’re talking about you,” Jocelyn told him. “We’re talking about how we can train you to make sure that you are nice and safe.”

Nice and safe? What was that supposed to mean?

“No more talking,” Tara commanded. “Just be a good and quiet boy. We’re going back to the apartment so we can work on you.”

Trevor still didn’t understand, but that didn’t matter. They told him to walk, so he walked. At the same time, this was different. He could sense it. It wasn’t just the tone of their voices or their body language. He still had two women walking to his left and right. They held onto his arms, like they thought he was going to break free and try to run.

This was serious.

Trevor didn’t really want to believe they could figure it out. At some point, he still needed to think there was some loophole he could use, something he could exploit to get out of this situation. One way or another, he was going to break free! One way or another, he’d show those girls that they couldn’t own him!

He was going to be able to fight back. More importantly, he was going to be able to win!

As those thoughts boomed inside of his head, Trevor kept doing his best to come up with a solution. There had to be something. There had to be some option he hadn’t yet considered.

…He was running out of time.

And yet, his heart was still pounding. Trevor didn’t know if that was caused by his flight. He’d tried to run, sprinting away. At the same time, he had wondered what would have happened if he had done his best to just bring his arms over his ears. He could’ve pressed his palms up against the side of his head to block out every sound.

He had panicked.

Trevor hadn’t really allowed himself to think about it clearly. Feeling like an idiot, he continued to march forward. Having no idea what was going to happen next, Trevor did his best to ignore that fear burbling at the base of his gut, but he tried to believe that he was still a strong and independent man, someone who could make his own decisions.

He wasn’t.

At this point, that old mantra didn’t serve him.

Inevitably, they made it back to his old apartment.

“On your knees,” Tara commanded.

Their boy dropped forward.

“Strip,” Sophia ordered next.

“What are you doing?” Trevor wanted and needed to ask, yet her command from before stopped him. He wasn’t allowed to speak. He had to keep his mouth shut.

Their boy removed every article of clothing just as he had done so again and again for their pleasure. Even now, he told himself that he wasn’t supposed to be embarrassed or ashamed of this.

He was.

He couldn’t help it.

After all, their eyes turned to him, and he could feel each gaze across his frame as they evaluated him. They were considering the male specimen in front of them and what they should do.

His chest constricted, his breath caught, and he bowed his head down once he was done.

“How long?” Jocelyn asked him.

“Two weeks,” he said.

“Is that long enough?”

“I don’t think we know,” Sophia said. “But we should definitely soften him up.”

“I volunteer!” Jocelyn hollered out.

Olivia grabbed her friend, and both of those girls disappeared into the bedroom. There was definitely something they wanted to get.

In the meantime, Trevor opened his mouth, and he realized he could talk again. They had asked a question, so that enabled him to talk. “What’s going on? What are you doing? What are you going to do to me?”

Sophia glanced at Tara. Although neither of those girls said anything, they seemed to communicate something important. At that instant, they were going over whether or not they wanted to let him know. They could have been generous.

Sophia grinned, and then she nodded. “Today, we’re going to break you. We’re going to break you thoroughly, and then we are going to program you. After that, we are going to keep you.”

“Keep me?”

“Found it!” Jocelyn called out as she emerged from the bedroom. She was holding up the paddle. It was sleek and leather, studded and dangerous.

Trevor didn’t understand, but the girls commanded him to jump to his feet. He complied like always. They shoved him up against the wall. Again, he cooperated. He gave those girls exactly what they expected, performing one act after another. He spread his legs, he bowed forward, and he spread his fingers.

“Don’t move,” Tara ordered their naked slave.

At that moment, he tried to tell himself that he was better than this. He tried so hard to believe that he was going to break free within the next few seconds. After all, he understood what that pain would mean. For once, he didn’t overestimate his own tolerance. Instead, he remembered those flashes of sensation from getting whipped with a belt, spanked, and so much more.

Jocelyn approached, touched the studded paddle to his backside, and braced herself. She took a moment as he flinched. She jerked the paddle back.

He twitched again.

The girls were laughing. “It’s fine,” Olivia told him. “You’re going to get it eventually. Just relax. You don’t need to be impatient.”

Trevor yearned to shout something back at those girls. He needed to tell them that he was going to make them pay for every single indignity. But even if he truly believed that, he wasn’t sure he would be able to pull it off. He wasn’t sure he could actually show those girls anything at all.

They had him, and the beast served these girls, trapping him right there against the wall.

This time, Jocelyn jerked the paddle back, only to swing it down with as much force as she could muster.

The first blast of agony hit him, and he jerked his head up, growling, snarling, and crying out.

The girls laughed.

Even if he made those animalistic and barbaric noises, they weren’t going to be scared.

“I think I can do better than that,” she said to him. Then she glanced back at the others. Part of him wished that she would just get it over with. Immediately, he backtracked on that idea, all because he understood just how much this was going to sting.

He was right!

His tormentor brought the paddle down hard against his backside. She struck his left cheek, and there was that drill of agony shooting down into his nerves. He tried to break free, but those invisible bonds held him captive.

“I can definitely do better than that,” she announced right after.

From there, she tightened the grip with both of her hands, and now she was going to use that paddle like a baseball bat! She would still go for his ass; she would make sure she didn’t cause any permanent damage (she wouldn’t risk hurting their toy), yet he still tried to prepare himself.

She swung down, delivering one blast of pain after another. His nerves cried out as he tried to break free. Trevor did his very best to rip himself from the invisible shackles holding him against the wall.

Despite those best efforts, he failed completely. There was no way for this boy to break free or get away. He was stuck. He was completely trapped, and he knew it!

“Remember, you need this,” Olivia told him.

Tara came in from the other angle. “You deserve this.”

Breathing hard and fast, he called out, “I’m sorry. I’m sorry for everything I did. I was wrong. I was wrong, and I messed up. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry!”

“Tell the truth,” Olivia ordered. “Do you really believe that?”

Once, just once, he needed to lie to those girls. If he could get those words out, then he knew he’d be able to resist their control. And yet, there was that invisible leash, the unseen compulsion, and the need to follow her orders. “I’m not sorry. I’m never going to be sorry! I know exactly what I did, and I’d do it again! You girls need to be owned! You girls need to be trained! You aren’t smart enough to make your own decisions!” He roared out one point after another.

The girls weren’t offended.

Instead, they glanced back and forth at one another. It was Jocelyn, who stepped forward, held on tight to her paddle, and then she used it again to show this boy exactly how things were going to work.

A fresh tsunami of pain crashed down on him. Wave after wave hit him. There was no defiance, no resistance. It was impossible for him to deny those blasts of pain as they tore across his senses, ripping into the center of his being.

“Another dose before we take him to the bedroom?” Jocelyn asked.

“Can I give it to him?” Tara asked.

Jocelyn held out the paddle and the athlete took it. She adjusted her grip, just as Jocelyn had done. And then she leaned forward, and she said, “I know you don’t like this, but that’s okay. You need it. It’s good for you. Tonight, we are going to tame you. We are going to make sure that you have nothing left.”

He sucked in a breath, bit down and tried to understand what that meant.

An idea started to form. He started to shape this conception of what was about to happen. Those girls had him, just as they promised. They owned him. But now they wanted more. He thought about the storm of pain. He contemplated that rush of agony and how it simmered along his nerves. He kept thinking about how he couldn’t break free. And in that moment, he could almost feel it…

It was something different, something special.

It was something he had never really contemplated before.

It was a different sensation, something he had never experienced.

But those girls were around him and he tried to articulate what was happening behind his eyes, between his ears, and at the center of his being.

Then his focus shattered because the athlete paddled him!

She swung down hard and fast, delivering that next blow. The agony twisted along his nerves, making every inch of his body cry out. At least, that was how it felt. There was that burning pain, and then she drew back, and she struck again! The smooth leather and those curved studs impacted his backside, leaving him desperate and panting.

“You need this, don’t you?” Tara said to him. “It’s good for you. This is how you learn. This is how we are going to break you. Say it.”

“This is how I learn,” he heard those words like a confession, even though he didn’t get any kind of choice in the matter. “This is how you’re going to break me.”

That was what he had felt before. That was the reality he had started to experience.

They were going to break him. They were genuinely going to break him…

But what if that could be a good thing?

Trevor had no idea where that question came from, but it didn’t matter because his thoughts dissolved all over again.

This time it was Tara who punished him. She used that paddle hard and effectively. She knew what she was doing. Worse, she had developed the upper body strength to make sure that every blow landed, delivering another explosion of twisted agony all along his body.

Then the girls stopped, they came up to him, and they were touching him. All four of them were brushing their fingers along his neck, his shoulders, his arms, down his sides, and along his legs. At one point, Olivia squeezed his ass, making him flinch.

“Are you ready to go back into the bedroom?”

“What?”

“Crawl back into the bedroom,” Olivia commanded.

Immediately, the invisible restraints released and he dropped to his hands and knees. He was crawling, yet he still made the mistake of glancing up at those girls.

There were only four of them.

Even so, they still seemed so unstoppably powerful. Trevor contemplated what that meant and what was going to happen as he made his way on his knuckles and knees. His backside was still a bright shade of red, and the pain continued to simmer along his flesh.

It was about to get worse.

It was going to be so much worse.

Although he believed those points, Trevor still didn’t know what he was supposed to do or how he could respond. Within seconds, he decided that this might be his only opportunity as they made that short journey to the bedroom. “I might not be sorry, but I know I messed up. I made a terrible mistake and I swear I will just stop if you let me go. You can program me. okay? You can program me and just let me go back to my old life, okay?” Even as he spoke, he simply hoped that he would be able to figure out how his abilities worked again. He had done it once. It could happen repeatedly.

But now, it was Sophia, who leaned down, grabbed him by his hair, jerked his head up, and looked right into his eyes. “We thought about it. We debated it. We already know what we’re going to do with you.”

“What? What are you going to do to me?”

“Up on the bed,” Sophia ordered.

“Spread your arms and legs. Get ready to be tied down all over again.”

Naked and outnumbered, he didn’t want to believe this was going to happen.

From there, the girls separated, and they tied him down. They pulled out the restraints, one after another. It all happened at the same time. They tied his right wrist, then his left, both of his ankles, and then he knew he couldn’t move. Technically, they could’ve bound him like they commanded before, only now it was so much more physical.

“You can struggle,” Sophia said. “I think it’s going to be a good part of the process. This way, you’re going to feel exactly what it’s like to fail again and again.”

“What do you want from me?”

“Service,” Sophia said.

“Dedication,” Olivia added.

“Obedience,” Jocelyn told him.

“Dedication,” Tara promised.

“You already have all of that!”

“No, we don’t,” Olivia told him. “We have your obedience, but that’s not enough. We want to make sure that you actually understand. We want to completely remake you. That’s what’s going to happen right now. The pain was just the start.”

That was when Olivia leaned down, and she kissed him. She pressed her mouth to his, and he tried to hate it. Despite everything he had already gone through, it felt incredible. As always, she knew exactly what she was doing. More importantly, his body ached for this.

Two weeks. That length of time had pushed into him, breaking down everything he had learned about self-control. Of course, there had been those moments when he had pulled down his pants and examined the device. He had considered exactly what he was wearing. Just as importantly, he had contemplated the different ways he could try to remove it. Obviously, the lock remained as it was now. Even beyond that, he knew he wasn’t allowed to tamper with the device!

Still, he had to go from one class to another, see all of those cute girls, and know exactly what he wanted to do. More importantly, there was a memory of what he had once been able to do without any effort at all.

So many of those girls had served him. So many of those girls had worshiped him! But now, Olivia was kissing him, and the other girls were petting him. One was touching his hair. Someone else was brushing her fingers along his chest. In the meantime, Olivia continued to kiss him.

They unlocked him!

Part of him couldn’t believe that this was really happening.

It almost felt like those wonderful days when he had been able to get anything and everything he wanted from the women around him.

Trevor didn’t believe that. At least, he tried not to. Then again again, he was a spoiled, selfish, and greedy boy.

Part of him wanted to believe. Part of him wanted to embrace the idea that he really could just get anything and everything he wanted.

They were talking about breaking him.

It wasn’t going to work. At least, that was what Trevor desperately needed to believe. At some point, they were going to mess up…

In the meantime, he had to hold out. He had to fight back!

How? What could he do?

Those questions shot through his head, but then she kept kissing him, and she bit down on his lower lip, and there was that rush of sensation. There was that perfection, that delicious reaction, and he craved more. Trevor tried to ignore it. He did his best to deny that desire.

Those girls made it impossible, especially because he could feel it before he even understood what was happening. There was the release of the lock, the freedom from that pressure, and suddenly the weight disappeared from his leg.

The cock lock was gone!

Part of him couldn’t believe it, he opened his eyes for just a moment, only to see Olivia above him as she continued to kiss him.

Then the other girls were touching him, gliding their hands along his shoulders and down his arms, over his flanks, and he knew what he wanted!

Trevor wanted to whimper out some plea.

At that moment, there was just desperation.

Seriously, he could feel it. Before, maybe he had thought about strategizing. Perhaps he had wanted to promise himself that he would be able to tear away from their control.

At that point, he didn’t care about control!

And then he heard a voice. “Relax and enjoy yourself. Relax and enjoy yourself as you get ready. Relax and enjoy yourself as you get ready for this. This is going to be permanent. This is going to be who you are from now on.”

That was Sophia or Tara. At the moment, he couldn’t tell if she was talking to him.

But then another girl and another voice came from the other direction. Someone was whispering into his right ear. Someone else was whispering into his left. “You want to be a good boy for us. You want to be a good obedient slave. You don’t really understand what that means yet, but you will. We are going to teach you. We are going to help you figure it out. You’re going to figure it out, Trevor. You’re going to understand. By the time we’re done with you, you’re going to understand.”

For some small fraction of a second, Trevor wanted to deny everything they had just told him. There was that instinctive and reflexive reaction. It was part of his psychological immune system. Only then, Olivia nibbled on his bottom lip again, and it felt so good. Their tongues were flirting, and there was that other desire screaming all along his body.

They kept touching him. They moved their hands all along his bound frame. Even so, they weren’t going for that spot between his legs. They weren’t stroking his balls or squeezing his cock!

That was what he craved; that was what he needed!

Olivia pulled away. Poised about him, she let that smile hug the corners of her mouth. “You want this. You need it.” That was when she reached down, and she finally touched him. She only used the pad of one finger, but it felt so good!

Two weeks of virile desperation flared all along his body. He arched his back, and he jerked against his bonds. He was fighting to tear free from those shackles, but it didn’t do any good.

Then she kissed him again and he tried to settle down.

Olivia took her hand away from his member. Instantly, he’d grind. His chest compressed, and he wanted that. Every muscle seemed to contract at the same time.

Worse, the other girls were talking to him again, whispering back-and-forth as they told him, “You want to be a good slave. You want to be owned. You need to be owned. Right now, you can feel it. You can feel that desperation. You can feel that drive. This is who you are. This is what you need.”

Maybe they had practiced and rehearsed those words. He couldn’t tell. It didn’t matter. The girls were talking to him, and Olivia was kissing him, and he tried so hard to focus.

If he could concentrate, he knew he would be able to resist those voices even as they snuck like tendrils down into the foundations of his thoughts.

They were trying to sculpt him.

But this was different.

He could feel it.

There was a different kind of power, a different kind of pressure. Their voices hit him again and again. Their words felt like seeds borrowing into the soil of his psyche. They were influencing him, rewriting the kind of man he would and could be.

Of course, Trevor tried to fight it. He imagined flames rushing across the planes of his mind. After all, they couldn’t affect him. They couldn’t alter who he was at the center of his being.

That was what he needed to believe!

But those girls were talking, and they were whispering about the different realities he would face. Again, someone told him, “You want to be a good slave. You need to be owned. You need it like nothing else. And right now, you can feel it, can’t you? You can feel that desperation. This is who you are now. Just give in. You’re kissing her, and you love it. We are touching you, and you’re so grateful for every second of attention we give you. That’s what you want. That’s what you need. Pleasing us is your only golden life.”

The intentions were there. Those psychological shackles manifested tighter and tighter, pulling against his arms and his legs. Worse, they beat down against the foundation of his thoughts.

Trevor was supposed to be a collection of ideas, impulses, instincts, desires, and choices.

But these girls wanted to turn him into something else. Even as he understood that, he did his best to resist.

The girl on the other side was offering another set of promises. “It feels good when you give in. It feels good when you get down on your knees in front of us. You know where you belong, don’t you, Trevor? You know.” That was a command.

He could feel it like another layer of his mind. It reminded him a little bit of being asleep, training himself as a totally different person. Under those circumstances, he had the same personality, and he couldn’t recall being a college student, a young man, or someone with his talent. This was probably akin to those classic dreams where someone would find themselves back in high school, taking a test they had never prepared for. They would forget that they had graduated months or years before. Instead, they would feel like a high school kid all over again.

And yet, this was so much more profound.

That other voice told him, “Trevor, you’re grateful for chastity. You’re grateful for the lock. It feels good when you’re locked up because you know what it means. You understand that you need to be restrained. You’re a young man, so you’re not capable of making your own choices.” They had made those points to him before, taunting him again and again.

Olivia kissed him. Someone was touching him.

Those sensations overwhelmed him. They cut across his focus, shattering his ability to concentrate. At the same time, it felt so good. This was a reprieve from the pain he had experienced just a few moments before.

His heart hammered away in his chest, gathered just beneath the surface of his skin, and he occasionally squirmed, jerking, and fighting against his restraints as hard as possible. He did his best, thrashing from side to side, but Olivia just laughed. The other girls giggled, and then someone smacked his thigh.

The snap of pain only accentuated those other sensations. Olivia kissed him again, her tongue, teasing, and probing. Someone stroked his shaft. Again, they used soft caresses, so he didn’t get the pressure he wanted.

He needed that gentle squeeze. He needed that soft embrace. He had to feel warm flesh envelop his shaft before she squeezed.

“You want to be a good boy,” said one girl.

“You want to be an obedient boy,” said the other.

“You want to serve us. No matter what we command, you always want to serve us.”

“Your life is easier because you know how to make yourself happy. You know exactly what you need to do. When you serve us, you feel better. When you do as you’re told, life is good. That’s the best satisfaction you can experience. It’s even better than this,” she said.

Her hand and circled his shaft. She squeezed, gliding her palm up and down along his member. He was so hard! He was so desperate!

Even if this was everything he had craved and so much more, Trevor couldn’t process all of those sensations. There were the words, the caresses, Olivia‘s kisses, and so much more. At the same time, he could believe it.

Right then, and there, it was easy to let go of his previously held beliefs about the world. Maybe they were right.

Perhaps this boy didn’t need to think for himself. Maybe things were going to be better when he obeyed and simply did as he was told. That felt true. That felt right. That made sense!

Operating under some sign or signal he couldn’t see, the girls pulled away all at once.

Olivia grabbed his nipples, pinching them. Her nails dug down, delivering sharp snaps of pain. Another girl slapped his right thigh. Someone went for his left.

He opened his eyes and looked up at them. “No,” he whimpered.

Trevor understood exactly how pathetic he sounded, but he couldn’t take back those noises.

Then a different girl reached out. It was Jocelyn. She slid her fingers between his legs and up along the underside of his balls. There was that jolt of fear, but she wasn’t going to punish him with pain. Instead, she used pleasure.

As the other girls started stroking him again, Olivia said, “I’ve been studying feminism. For a long time, I thought equality was a good idea, but you showed me the truth. This is a battle between the sexes. This is a war, and you boys can’t possibly win, especially now. You had the ultimate weapon, and what did you do with it? You handed it off to me. What does that tell you, Trevor?”

If he didn’t respond, they would stop.

With those alluring sensations coursing and dancing along his nerves, he arched his back, opened his eyes, stared at her, and told her, “It means I’m a dumb guy who shouldn’t be allowed to think for himself!” The words jumped from his mouth automatically, because Trevor knew that was what they expected to hear.

They rewarded him.

Those soft caresses continued. He was getting petted all along his body. He had these four beautiful college girls, and they continued to stimulate him.

Trevor had to understand that this was a bad idea.

If he hadn’t reacted, and if he had managed to somehow quarantine his thoughts and impulses, then maybe he would have been able to ignore his senses. He didn’t want to feel their soft hands gliding along his body, nor did he wish to remember the taste of Olivia’s kisses. At the same time, Tara reached up, and she was using both of her hands as she rubbed his shaft.

At one point, he had been able to command her to give him that kind of attention. Back then, it had been so easy. He had been able to overwhelm her whenever he wanted. He had been able to demand whatever he liked.

But now, the same type of attention became a weapon, which she could use against him.

They were all using it against him.

“Please. Please, I can’t take this!”

“No, you can’t,” Olivia agreed. “But that’s fine. This isn’t something you get to decide. You don’t get to pick. You’re not in charge. What are you?”

It wasn’t a demand or command. At that moment, he was the only one who could decide exactly what he would say and how those words would leave his mouth. “I’m a servant and a slave. I’m your chastity slave. Whatever you want! I’m your toy or your tool! Choose.” He cried out those words, one after another jumping from his mouth as he surrendered.

It wasn’t enough.

For some reason those girls decided to torment him. Again, they must have smiled or winked or nodded back-and-forth at each other. They used some kind of signal which he hadn’t noticed. Then again, it was impossible for this boy to process much more than the attention they lashed upon him. So many men would have fantasized about this kind of treatment without truly understanding how horrendous this sort of denial could be.

Once they withdrew their hands, he yanked against his restraints. He pulled, making the fabric stretch and strain. Still, it wasn’t enough!

He couldn’t tear himself free. And even if he had, those girls would have been able to lock him down with just another command.

That didn’t matter. It changed nothing. Even if he understood how this worked, Trevor still couldn’t deny the urge to fight.

Maybe he was holding onto that fantasy where he would be able to widen his eyes, grit his teeth, snarl, growl, and finally rip through the bonds. He wanted to believe the fabric or the lines connecting them underneath the bed would finally tear or rip.

If he just tried hard enough, he could do it! If he channeled every iota of strength he actually possessed, he would be able to break free!

Inside of his head, those ideas must’ve sounded so good! After all, he could be such a silly boy.

But then the girls went back to work.

This time, it was Tara, who climbed up on top of him, and she straddled him. Then she leaned down, and she pushed on his forehead as she raised his chin, pressed her mouth to his, and kissed him hard.

A moan of desperate desire vibrated through his body.

That was just the beginning, however.

Olivia was now between his legs, and she used both of her hands to play with his cock and balls. Another torrent of delicious sensation rocketed all along his skin. That felt so good! That felt so undeniably wonderful!

He strained again, but there was no real fight in him.

Someone pinched his nipples. Someone scratched his thighs. Someone slapped his thighs!

Sophia whispered to him, “This is how we’re going to break you, Trevor. You can feel it, can’t you?”

He didn’t know if it was a psychosomatic reaction or something else altogether. Either way, he knew the truth: he could feel it. He could feel the full force of their personalities push down on him, reshaping him into someone else.

Jocelyn giggled in his ear, “You should never forget this moment. This is when we are going to truly tame you. After this, you’re going to have just one goal. And what’s that going to be again?”

Trevor didn’t get to respond. After all, Tara was still kissing him. Her mouth pressed down against his lips, and he enjoyed the way her tongue flickered and danced along the edges of his teeth. At the same time, someone was groping his cock. She tormented his erection, playing with him as her hands moved up and down.

That felt so incredible!

The male mind was never designed for something like this, especially because Trevor couldn’t simply concentrate on his sense of touch. As she laughed, one of the girls kept talking to him. “Just give in. Give in to us. Give in and acknowledge the fact that you are going to be a slave forever now. We will keep you locked up. We will make sure you make all of the right choices. Deep down, that’s what you want, isn’t it? You want to make the right choices. You want to be good and dumb and obedient. You want to understand your place. You want the simplicity of service.”

The simplicity of service…

That phrase seemed so enticing, like maybe he really could believe her. Not only that, he was bound to Olivia, so when these girls spoke, he had to listen. Those commands tightened around his psyche, like another set of invisible shackles. He heard them. More importantly, he could feel them!

At one point, one of his professors had brought up the relationship between rationality and human emotion. The professor questioned whether or not people could truly reason based off of evidence. Perhaps it was possible everyone made decisions and formed their opinions based on their feelings, only to justify them after the fact.

That was what these girls wanted for Trevor. That was what they were doing to him.

The simplicity of service…

Again, that phrase hit him.

“You want to know your place. You want to know who you are. We can tell you who you are. We can tell you exactly where you belong.”

Although he tried to fight it, Trevor didn’t know how! Especially now, he didn’t understand what he could do or where he could resist.

Besides, those girls were still kissing and touching and stimulating him. With every moment, that simmering storm of arousal that had been lodged deep within his chest only grew stronger. It was a hurricane, a monsoon, a tsunami…

It was everything a boy like him couldn’t resist or deny!

Worse, they kept going. They kept talking and teasing him. “It’s good for you. Obedience is good for you. It’s best when you do as you’re told. It’s always best when you do as you’re told. You don’t get to decide when you touch yourself. You don’t get to decide when you get off. We decide that!”

By that point, Trevor didn’t even know which girl was talking to him, but it didn’t matter because there was that impulse to believe her. It was a different sort of drive.

Someone else said into his other ear, “It feels so good when you obey, doesn’t it? You want to, babe. You need to obey.” Trevor didn’t want to accept the idea that this kind of manipulation could actually affect him, yet her words seemed to bypass all of his defenses. After all, he could feel it. He could sense that new urge growing deep within him.

Perhaps he really did wish to obey…

Maybe obedience was good for him…

Maybe it was best when he surrendered to these girls…

“You belong to us. You want to belong to us.”

“Real satisfaction comes when you serve us. You are a leashed boy. You’re owned boy. You want to be an owned boy.”

He wasn’t supposed to be a “boy” at all; he was a man!

Despite those promises to himself, Trevor couldn’t really believe any of it.

That was when they made it so much worse.

Tara broke away from that kiss, and then she started to strip. She pulled off her jeans, removing them by shimming her hips and sliding the denim down along the length of her body.

Her panties followed behind her. Olivia removed her clothing as well. Then it was Sophia who leaned over and told him, “You’re watching because you see them as your superiors. That’s right, Trevor. They are better than you, aren’t they? You know they’re about to use you, and you’re grateful for that, aren’t you? You’re so grateful, knowing that you’re going to be taken. They can play with your body and tease you. They can touch you and you’re going to be so grateful. There’s nothing better than getting used by girls like us. This is who you are. This is how things are supposed to work.”

None of that was true! At least, that was what Trevor kept insisting silently to himself.

Even so, it was hard to remember what he really believed, especially because those words continued to hit his eardrums. They overwhelmed him, taking control of his senses.

It was Tara, who slid forward first, spreading her legs and pushing her pussy down against his mouth.

Behind him, Trevor heard the rustle of fabric. No one told him what was about to happen; no one informed him of what they were going to do. Then again, it wasn’t like they needed his permission!

Jocelyn giggled, “You can only come if you accept all of this. You can only come by embracing our control. If you orgasm, it means we own you. When you orgasm, it means you belong to us. You won’t be able to think about anything else. Only service to us will make you happy. This is who you are now. This is where you belong.”

He heard those words, yet he tried to fight them; he did his best to deny everything she just said.

Sophia reenforced those promises, one after another, pushing into him and reshaping who he could be. “Just relax and listen. Just relax and listen to us.” This time, she gave him a serious command.

His body relaxed. Strangely enough, his psyche remained taut with desperate arousal, all because those girls wouldn’t stop! They kept touching him and teasing him.

Worse, he licked Tara‘s pussy. His tongue darted and danced along her crevice, just like before. Only this time, it wasn’t just one girl who teased and tormented him. It wasn’t just one girl who worked against his psyche. They all were!

“Do you want that orgasm? Are you willing to do anything for it? Can you feel the truth now? Do you understand that you are owned? You’re owned, and all you have to do is acknowledge it. All you have to do is believe it. When you believe it, you can enjoy yourself.”

Trevor believed her.

Bizarrely and impossibly, he believed this girl when she told him that an orgasm would be the final key to his permanent subjugation.

But if that was true, he couldn’t let himself climax! He couldn’t lose himself to that rush of satisfaction!

His heart pounded with a different kind of fear as he accepted everything she told him.

“Just surrender. She’s about to climb on top of you. You want that, don’t you? There’s a female supremacist, she’s going to be on top of you, and you’re going to service Tara while Olivia uses you.”

In the meantime, Jocelyn chortled. “It’s good when you’re this way. It’s good when you enjoy yourself. If we allow you an orgasm, you should relax and enjoy it. You should enjoy everything we give you.”

She was talking about his total surrender. She was referring to his utter and permanent obedience.

Trevor couldn’t give them that!

Even as he tried to defy them, he understood what this would mean. Something was changing. Something was shifting with those invisible restraints. His leash on that beast had been temporary. Olivia’s control was theoretically something that could be taken away.

But now those invisible bonds started to harden. They solidified into something like metal. He could imagine steel links forming a lead from that creature’s collar all the way back through him, and onto her.

She could hold it. She could hold the leash.

She could own that creature and his talent.

She could have everything!

And once he was tamed, there would be no going back. Everything he had believed would become little more than a bad dream.

But that wasn’t supposed to be a dream! He believed in tradition and the patriarchy! He believed in a man’s right to rule the world! For so long, men had been in charge, and that was how things were supposed to remain! These feminists were just wrong! They tried to fight the natural order!

Only then Trevor silently corrected himself. He wondered whether or not that was the natural order at all. Maybe there was something that needed to replace it. Maybe it would be better…

Those girls were doing this to him!

At the same time, a different correction popped into his head: those girls weren’t feminists, not anymore. After witnessing what he could do, they became something else.

They were now female supremacists.

This boy didn’t want to believe he really understood what that meant. He didn’t want to embrace the concept, not even on their behalf.

And yet…

He could only get off if he cooperated. Cooperation meant surrender. Surrender meant supporting them. He would become their tool. He would be more than just a toy. He would be the instrument of the destruction of the patriarchy!

Even so, this felt so good!

Jocelyn taunted him, “You can let go. You can let go whenever you want. She’s going to use you. She’s going to take you.” 

Sophia continued for her, “I know what you want. We all know what you want.” The geeky girl giggled, “You want to be a slave. You want to be owned. You can’t help yourself. Just give in. Give in because you know this is so much better for you. This is so much easier.”

He couldn’t!

Trevor had to fight!

He needed to cling to all of his old beliefs! No matter what it cost him, he had to fight this! And yet, there was still that barrier.

His subjugation wouldn’t be complete, not until he came. If he could hold out, then he would win! For once, he would defeat these girls, showing them that his talent could be overcome, especially if he sharpened his will and fought back.

Trevor couldn’t speak, not as his tongue darted and slid along Tara’s opening. He serviced her, pleasuring her and giving her everything she wanted. Before this, he had truly believed that a woman’s place was down on her knees, especially because that put her in the perfect position to suck his cock.

Only now, he licked. He slid his tongue up and down, left and right, in tight circles, all for her pleasure. At the same time, those words permeated his psyche.

And now it was, Olivia, who spoke, “I’m about to mount you, boy.” There was something visceral about those words, something degrading.

Trevor understood. He whimpered. Tara enjoyed the way his mouth vibrated, even as his tongue continued to dance along her slit.

The girls kept touching him. They kept teasing him. They kept him stimulated!

And now Olivia stripped and she was ready.

“I’m about to take you, boy. I’m going to take you and I own you. I’m going to make sure you can’t control yourself. You’re going to lose it all. And when you give in, remember what it means. You are agreeing to this. We want you to serve us. We want you to obey us. We want you to help us.” The cadence of those words wore away his defiance.

After all, she touched him, and she teased him.

In the meantime, he kept licking!

Tara spread her legs, she climbed on top of him. One girl was seated on his face. The other mounted his cock. The other two continued to caress him, sending those wild sensations coursing all along his body.

“You want to give her everything,” Tara told him.

“It’s going to feel so good when you acknowledge your place. Just embrace it. Embrace who you are,” Jocelyn whispered into one ear.

“Permanent slavery is exactly what you need,” Sophia said from the other side.

And now Olivia grabbed his cock, she squeezed gently, and she lowered herself down, taking him. She still enjoyed herself, using his shaft and rubbing the tip of his cock along her opening for one or two or three or five or ten seconds.

Then she had him, and she lowered herself down, claiming him! There was a tight squeeze of her opening against his contours. He didn’t want to lift his hips, but something compelled him. He didn’t want to savor the tight heat of her pussy, but it felt so good!

This boy could already feel himself surrendering.

With the last gasps of his strength, he tried to resist. If he lost here, he understood that males all across the planet could suffer because of his failure. They would become slaves just like him.

Women all around the globe could embrace female supremacy. Men all around the world would understand that they were the inferior sex. They were just boys, so they needed to listen, stay quiet, and obey. They would become chattel, second class citizens, slaves, and so much worse. They’d be treated the way women had been treated for decades, centuries, and even millennia.

He couldn’t let that happen!

Trevor tried to fight it, but the girls were playing with him, and now those sensations rocketed across his flesh, overwhelming him.

Somewhere deep down, he understood he still had that choice. Even if there was the pressure, the drive, and that deep need, he was still in charge of how he reacted and responded.

“Come for me,” Olivia commanded.

He wasn’t going to do it!

But he had no choice!

As Trevor embraced that temptation, he told himself he didn’t get to do this. He didn’t get to choose!

Trevor broke.

He came!

His cock pulsated, and he was throbbing as she drained his member. With every second, he lost his load as the pleasure coursed all along his frame. It was a tsunami, an eruption, a supernova…

It was everything his body had been programmed to crave and so much more.

Worst of all, Trevor understood that this was the best pleasure he had ever experienced at any point over the course of his life.

That blast of ecstasy burned away everything else, including his defiance. He couldn’t think. If anything, there was just the urge to serve those girls.

She finished with him. She pulled back and Tara slid away. Suddenly, those girls were just holding him down, but it was Tara who leaned forward. She looked right into his eyes. “What are you?”

Licking his bottom lip, he tasted the other girl’s excitement. Then he felt it. He could sense it.

Filling his lungs, he hesitated. His heart was still pounding, but Trevor knew he had to tell them the truth. “I’m your chastity slave. I belong to you. I’m your property. I belong to you, Olivia. You are my owner and I’m going to do everything in my power to help you.” As he spoke, those words took on this addictive quality. He knew he wasn’t lying. This was the truth. This was his new truth. This was now the foundation of his existence.

Distantly, he could feel those temptations. He could remember what he had believed before, but now those seemed like strange delusions. They couldn’t have possibly been true, yet he had still clung to those ridiculous ideals.

Men weren’t born to be in charge. Men were born to be owned.

The girls looked at one another.

“We did it,” Sophia said.

“We own him,” Jocelyn agreed.

“He’s going to be such a good slave,” Tara told the others.

Olivia considered the boy on his back. Still restrained, but utterly spent, he glanced from one girl to the next. Then he focused on the one he had commanded himself to obey. He saw Olivia, and those words echoed inside of his head once again. She nodded to herself. “You are property. You are my property. You’re going to be a good boy from now on. You’re going to be the best chastity slave you can be. When we tell you to do something, you’re going to follow our commands. Isn’t that right? You’re grateful, aren’t you? You’re grateful for the chance to serve us.”

“I’m grateful for the chance to serve you,” he agreed. As those words left his mouth, he knew they had succeeded. This was permanent slavery. That beast would never escape Olivia’s leash.

The End
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Sometimes I get asked about my other projects, so here are some of the novels, novellas and short stories that I especially enjoyed writing.

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!


Want a free ebook?

To thank my readers for all of their support, I’ve written and published Court Ordered, a 34,000-word novella that you can get for free here. (I’ll trade you an email address for this novella!)
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