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Welcome!

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

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

I’m happy to include specific descriptions. Have a special someone in mind you’d like to see in a story? Maybe a celebrity? Some unique kink you can’t find anywhere else? I’m your girl.

Let me know what you’d like me to write with an email to ARitter664@gmail.com.

I look forward to hearing from you!


Lower Status

Final Status: Hannah

Going back to her place, climbing the stairs, and slipping into her bedroom had become a routine and a ritual for both of them. Hannah sat down on the bed, her legs crossed, her phone cradled between the palms of her hands. He usually took the spot by her desk. She kept her laptop on the right side and the small bottles and containers of makeup on the other.

This was going to be it.

"Are you ready?" Hannah asked him.

Seated there as always, Isaac appeared uncertain. She could see it play across his face even though he was doing his best to hide it. Having been friends since the ninth grade, she knew exactly how to read him. Although they had made those promises about how they could tell one another anything, that wasn't true. As a boy, he routinely tried to conceal things from her.

She thought it was cute that he really believed he could get away with it. Whether he was sick and hiding a cold, heartbroken after Marie Idol turned him down, or genuinely scared about the future, Isaac often did his best to pretend everything was fine. When he tried, she usually indulged him.

But this time was different, she knew. The next few minutes might have been the most important of both of their lives. Isaac never would have agreed with that idea, obviously. For Hannah, however, the last three and a half years came down to what might have been waiting on her phone.

"I'm ready," he said, his voice stolid and determined.

"No matter what happens, we’re always going to be there for each other," she told him. In truth, she wasn't sure whether or not those words were meant for him or herself.

"Exactly," he agreed. Despite his reassuring answer, Hannah locked her teeth together. After all, she was good at both people and reasoning. She liked to think of herself as someone who could make predictions and usually see how things were going to play out. When the principal had decided to institute "citizenship bucks," during their sophomore year, she had laughed. She had already known that none of the students were going to take them seriously. More than that, she’d also strongly suspected the teachers weren't interested in this kind of system either. She had been right on both accounts, and the program had been quietly pulled after a couple of days. Then again, maybe that one had been too obvious. She'd also been able to predict the last two presidential elections, she had a knack for calling it when a streaming show was about to get cancelled, and she always knew how to read her teachers to tell them exactly what they wished to hear. Remarkably, she had even been able to navigate the world of high school politics without getting into trouble. She was probably the only girl at that school who had successfully avoided any taste of drama over the last three years. She knew what was going on, but she never had to participate. A couple of her other friends said that was literally miraculous.

So now, Hannah felt like she needed another miracle. Even if she had done every single thing possible to show those admissions committees that she was an amazing candidate and deserved a spot at one of their elite institutions, Hannah still craved that reassurance of supernatural intervention. She hated how her heart pounded and the extra heat gathering along her forehead, cheeks, and at the back of her neck. "You haven't checked yet, have you?"

"No," he said. "Not since Friday. Not since we were here together."

"Are you sure?"

"I'm sure," he said.

He wasn't lying.

And yet, Hannah still needed to take that moment to reconsider all of her sacrifices for this moment. Her eyes dropped slightly, and she focused on the chair in which he sat. She considered those late nights studying: making dioramas for her science classes, writing essays for English, memorizing facts for her history courses, and so much more.

It was strange to think that, in just a few more months, she wouldn't even live in this bedroom anymore. This had been her home throughout her life, but she was going to end up in a dorm somewhere? She might have a roommate? Someone she didn't know? She would be surrounded by strangers? All of those different possibilities buzzed through her head as she closed her eyes and tried to think about this.

"Good," she said.

"Are you nervous?"

"No," she said definitively.

"Hannah?"

"Okay," she admitted. "Maybe I'm a little bit nervous. Aren't you?"

The boy shrugged. Hannah could understand. Even so, he reminded her, "I'm not like you. I did okay, but it's not like I pushed everything I had into trying to get early admission to Harvard or whatever."

"Right," she said.

Hannah had tried for all of the major institutions: Berkeley, Stanford, Harvard, Yale, and so many others. Her parents had been somewhat dismayed but also amused by her request for so much money for each of those application fees. They knew all about her transcripts, curricular activities, and the dedication she had poured into preparing for this moment.

It felt strange. She wondered how many people actually did something like this. After all, almost her entire high school career had been dedicated to the pursuit of one notification: an acceptance email from the right college. At this point, she didn't even know which one would satisfy her.

Unlike some of her other friends and classmates who’d picked out a university and told themselves that anything else meant failure, Hannah had just known she needed to try. She had pushed her way forward toward this abstract goal, but she wasn't really sure what she was going to do.

And then there was that other possibility…That destination wasn't anywhere near as prestigious. The college was new, having only been open and operational for less than four years. Even though it had a pretty remarkable pedigree, considering the founder and their primary funding source, Hannah understood what her parents (and everyone else) would have said if she picked something like that.

The itch to decide scraped at the back of her neck, only she couldn’t make a decision without more information.

For the last few weeks, both Hannah and Isaac had come right in here into her bedroom to check their emails. Again and again, they saw the same status updates: processing. She had learned to hate that word. It struck her as pretty remarkable that so many different institutions of higher learning chose the same term. At first, "processing" seemed so innocuous. They were still receiving application packets, the different committees were still reading the personal statements, and the final decisions hadn’t been made. Fine. That made sense. These schools had to deal with tens of thousands of applicants. But over those days and weeks, Hannah had decided she hated “processing” as her patience wore away.

Granted, the schools often said that there was a specific date by which the results would be posted. Everyone knew those dates for squishy, however. Maybe the school would be a little bit early or a little bit late. That posting day was just a suggestion, a nice idea, something for which the school could aim.

Earlier that day, however, Hannah and Isaac had been in the hall. They'd been chatting about some goofy TiKTok clip, and this girl started screaming. She was among her friends, she was holding onto her phone, jumping up and down, crying, and hugging everyone close.

That started happening again and again over the course of the day. The teachers tried to look annoyed, but they understood how this worked. The seniors itched for the chance to get out of high school. They wanted their adult lives to begin. Even if they were nervous (like Hannah), they still ached for the chance to see what the wider world could offer and what they could do. That strange combination of fear and excitement pulsed through the air in every class filled with seniors. And now, the same students started sneaking peeks at their phones (even more so than usual). Even if a student was supposed to be focusing on some handout, a teacher's lesson, or the exercises on their tablet, they couldn't do it. They’d burst out, screaming, "I got in!" Other students crumpled when they received their bad news, their bottom lips trembling, their eyes going glassy and shiny right before they jumped up and rushed out of the room without waiting for a bathroom pass.

So many students received their answers today. As near as Hannah could tell, it was just a coincidence. She doubted the universities had come together to make their announcements all at once.

But now, she was ready for that final status. She wasn't going to have to stare down at those pixels to see the same word again and again.

"It's okay," Isaac told her.

"What?"

"You're going to get in," he told her.

"Where?"

"Everywhere," he said. "Schools would be crazy not to take you," he said. He tried to look nonchalant, but Hannah could still sense his unease. When they hung out, they usually teased each other. He could be the slacker who tried to get her to take a night away from her homework. She was the smart girl who always knew best. She could tutor him and help him pass his geometry class.

"Right," she said. "Are you ready?"

"Ready," he said.

They already had their phones out. Now it just became a question logging in again and again. They didn't even have to type in their usernames or passwords. Everything was saved.

Hannah began to see the messages from the different institutions.

Isaac started, "We regret to inform you…" He stopped after that. He started scrolling, his fingers tapping against the surface of his phone as he searched through the different responses from those schools. "We regret to inform you…We regret to inform you...We had many excellent applicants this year…" Those rejections hit the air one after the another, but Hannah hardly heard them.

She wasn't going to say it, but he had been right.

Yale: final status: accepted.

Harvard: final status: accepted.

Berkeley: final status: accepted.

UCLA: final status: accepted.

Stanford: final status: accepted.

Part of her wanted to focus on one message at a time, but she abandoned all of the self-control she had practiced over the last couple of years. Something almost felt depleted, like she had pushed everything into her phone. She thought of those rejected invitations again and how she always been responsible. She always ignored the fun stuff to finish those projects to impress her teachers. She thought of studying for the standardized exams, writing her papers, researching every angle for every problem.

In all that time, Isaac was pretty much the only one who’d never been able to drag her away from that desk or out of the school library.

For that, she was always going to be grateful, but she didn't know what to do.

"One more…" Isaac said with a languid smile. "Minerva University."

Minerva University, probably the newest institution of higher learning within the United States. At only four years old, they were about to graduate their first class. Theoretically, founded by and certainly funded by Rebecca Connor, this was the strange college, the one that garnered so much attention online. She remembered hearing about it during an eighth grade class. Her math teacher had been seated at his desk while his students were taking a test. "That's nonsense," he had snarled, only to blink and look up. Obviously, he'd just distracted each of his thirty-six students. They all glanced up and stared at him as they tried to figure out what was going on.

Apparently deciding that the test wasn't quite as important, her teacher had gotten up, and he strode right to the center of the classroom. As a middle school instructor, he was used to that kind of attention from so many kids. But now, he shook his head, and his bottom lip hardened with this look of purified disdain. As a middle school student, Hannah had been willing and ready to listen to anything and everything her teachers said. Basically, she still believed in their omniscience.

"I believe in meritocracy," said the teacher. "I believe that the United States of America is the greatest country in the world because here things are generally fair. I mean, just look around, and you can achieve anything. If you push yourself hard enough, you can go to West Point, you can start a company, and you will succeed or fail based on the hard work you put into your project, no matter what it is. But now, there's this woman, and I guess she's an investor or a hedge fund manager or something, and she wants to create a university with one goal in mind." By this point, all of the students had put down their pencils. They weren't trying to show their work or figure out the answers to those equations. "She wants to create a college dedicated to something called female supremacy."

Female supremacy. That was the very first time Hannah had ever heard that phrase. Of course, her teacher spat out those words like he thought they were a slur or something. She had nodded along, thinking his perspective made sense. "Meritocracy" had been one of her vocabulary words in the seventh grade. Basically, it referred to a society where people could succeed based off of their skills, talents and accomplishments alone. The best people would lead. It was an awesome concept, and it seemed to reflect how things worked for her. She was a good student, she worked hard, she learned the materials, and she consequently got good grades. That seemed like a pretty good demonstration of meritocracy to her. But if that was true, then something like female supremacy couldn't possibly work.

Things got more complicated in high school. Her teachers were more honest with her. They talked about the patriarchy, male privilege, and systemic inequality. Her teachers went over how tacit advantages could translate into long-term trends for huge groups of people. This didn't mean that every male was guaranteed a job or a successful life by sexism. Still, they didn't have to deal with the same kinds of problems as the women with whom they competed.

Then there were her classmates.

A few of the boys had become more rambunctious and precocious in middle school; that was how her teachers liked to describe the young men anyway.

In high school, they got bolder. They watched their favorite influencers, guys like Kale Anderson. Even if Hannah and pretty much every other girl she had ever met thought he was an idiot, the boys seemed to be intrigued by him. He went on and on about being alpha or Sigma, taking what he deserved, and conquering his enemies. He had that brash, angry form of masculinity. It seemed pretty toxic to Hannah. A couple of the guys, when questioned in class, said they just thought he was funny. But then, she heard his talking points. As far as Kale and the influencers like him were concerned, feminism had always been a joke, women didn't deserve equal treatment, men were secretly the oppressed population in the US, and everything would be good if the girls just recognized their place in society.

It was garbage, she thought. From the very first moment when she had heard those guys, Hannah had snorted and rolled her eyes. Fortunately, a few of the boys had actually tried to insult her, but the teachers around her had always risen to her defense; they hated this kind of blatant sexism.

The boys rolled their eyes, insisting that this was just an example of oppression. What was the world coming to if high school boys weren’t free to tell the girls to get in the kitchen to make them sandwiches? Calling the girls sluts was just a joke? Drugging girls wasn’t funny?

For the boys, it was repetition without real understanding. She could see it in their eyes; those boys seemed aggrieved, but they couldn't really articulate any specific policies or problems. They thought they had the right to tell her to smile or calm down. When teachers told them to stop, they snarled, "Censorship!" It was like they had the inherent right to push her down.

Hannah had to wonder what she would find if she went to one of those traditionally elite schools.

On the other hand, she could try something else…

She puffed out her cheeks, she opened up that final message, and she saw the latest status update.

Minerva University: accepted.

She started reading through the message, and her excitement built.

"Are you okay?" Isaac asked her.

She glanced over at her best friend.

Pressing her lips together into a firm line, Hannah realized something. For the first time in a long time, she didn't have a solid sense of the right answer. "I don't know," she said.

Acceptance

Minerva University
Office of Admissions
1 Athena Drive
New Olympia, OR 2085

Dear Hannah Denton

Congratulations! It is with great pride that we welcome you to Minerva University’s next class. You have been selected from a highly competitive pool of applicants, each of whom demonstrated remarkable intelligence, ambition, and an unwavering commitment to shaping the future. Your acceptance into Minerva is not merely an invitation to study—it is an invitation to lead.

At Minerva University, we reject the status quo. We believe in a world where women do not simply participate but dominate in every sphere of influence—political, economic, social, and technological. Our institution is designed to foster intellectual rigor, strategic thinking, and the unshakable confidence required to ascend to the highest ranks of leadership. You are not just earning a degree—you are preparing to take your rightful place in the new world order.

Your journey begins here, on our state-of-the-art campus, featuring cutting-edge research labs, world-class greenhouses, AI-driven computer facilities, and a planetarium dedicated to celestial navigation and space colonization initiatives. Our faculty, composed of the foremost scholars and industry leaders, will guide you through a curriculum designed to challenge conventions and dismantle patriarchal barriers.

As you prepare for your arrival, please visit our official housing portal at www.MinervaHousingInitiative.org to secure your accommodations. Housing is tailored to support an environment of collaboration, innovation, and unwavering sisterhood. Additionally, we encourage you to explore our exclusive scholarship opportunities at www.MinervaScholarElite.edu, where financial aid packages are designed to ensure that cost is never an obstacle for our future’s leading women.

Men will be permitted on campus as students, but they will be expected to acknowledge their role as secondary participants in this grand experiment. They may attend lectures, contribute to research, and observe the new world being built—but they will never stand in your way. Additionally, these boys give you the opportunity to take command and learn to train.

You are about to embark on the most transformative journey of your life. This is more than an education—it is a revolution. And you, Hannah, are at the forefront.

Welcome to Minerva.

With unwavering confidence in your potential,
Dr. Nancy Helm
Dean of Admissions
Minerva University
www.MinervaUniversityOfficial.edu

The Choice: Hannah

There. She had all the information she required, everything she could have asked for. Over the entirety of her high school career, she had been fixated on this moment.

She had fantasized and daydreamed about the different possibilities and how good it could all feel. More than that, she had dreaded what this day might’ve brought, especially because there had been those moments when she indulged in her own insecurities and doubts. Hannah had wondered how it would feel to stare down at her phone and to see one rejection letter after another.

Instead, the final statuses were in; she had been accepted to each and every single one of her schools.

Harvard. Yale. The others. The different names fluttered behind her eyes, and she considered the different movies about college she had watched, some older, some newer, some progressive, others disgustingly traditional. She ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth and considered her future.

At this point, she was supposed to feel something incredible. There should have been that rush of achievement, the bright and vivid glow of satisfaction, and the knowledge that she had been victorious. After all, it had felt so hard, slogging through every class, and she had learned so much and worked so hard, but this was different.

The exuberant joy refused to arrive.

"What is it?" Isaac asked her.

Hannah glanced over at the boy. She saw him, and she contemplated her future. She considered exactly what she was going to do, where she wanted to go, and she understood how this was going to be one of the most important decisions of her life. Theoretically, she should have been thinking about the ivy leagues, Stanford, Berkeley, or one of the other prestigious colleges. She was supposed to think about networking opportunities, her future growth, and how this would launch her into an amazing career.

The path waited for her. No matter what she wanted, the different options were clear. They all involved more work, more ambition, and sublimating her desires for another grand ambition.

Right then and there, probably between heartbeats, Hannah felt something shift inside of her. She didn't want to go to a college because it would lead to the right medical school or law program. She wasn't interested in tracking down a PhD or fighting to defend her dissertation in front of a vaunted panel of experts. Biting down, she honestly didn't know what she wanted. Or, more precisely, she couldn't admit it.

"What's going on? Are you okay?" Isaac asked her again. "Do I need to go get someone?" His voice trailed off, like he wasn't sure who he was supposed to call out to. Her parents? Was he supposed to call 911?

"I'm fine," she said, blinking and smiling at him. He didn't look convinced.

"What's going on?"

"I just spent three and a half years fighting so hard to get in, and now I have, and I…" Her voice faded. She exhaled, squinted, and stared off into the distance without seeing anything in particular. "I'm not sure it was worth it?"

"But you can go anywhere you want," he reminded her. "You know how many people your age right now would kill for what you have?"

"Maybe? Yes? Does that make it worth it?"

"Yes?" Isaac asked, probably surprised to be on the side of the conversation.

Hannah pursed her lips, and she shook her head. She ran her fingers through her hair, and then she glanced down at her screen again. The admissions letter from Minerva still glowed there on her screen, those brightly illuminated pixels making it abundantly clear that she had a path forward. But that was the new school, the scary school, the one that still provoked all of those different reactions from journalists, pundits, and a whole host of experts, all of whom enjoyed pontificating about the implications of a school dedicated to this new concept: female supremacy.

"Come on," he said. "You should be thrilled right now."

"I should be," she agreed. "But what about you, Isaac? Where do you want to go?"

"Seriously?" Isaac raised an eyebrow. He smirked, and she felt silly for asking, especially because his path had always been clear and obvious. He had never worked as hard, studied as intensely, or poured in the very best of himself in order to achieve his goals. In fact, Isaac never really seemed to have any goals beyond passing and getting his diploma because he could figure it out later. Besides a random crush here or there, playing his favorite first-person shooter, or re-watching his favorite movies, Isaac had never forced himself to worry or panic.

"I'm serious," she said. "Where did you get into?"

"Well, community college is always an option for me," he said.

"And there's nothing wrong with that," she said. "It would be a lot more affordable, and you’d get to take the same classes."

"Then why aren't you going there?"

"Because…" Again, her voice faded. But now, Hannah pursed her lips, she tilted her head to the side, and she could feel that truth glowing behind her eyes. The reality of her situation started to settle in. She had all of those choices, but she knew what she wanted to do. She hadn't admitted it, especially because she had been trying so hard to make everything work. She had needed those achievements, and now she had them, but she could go in a different direction. She didn't have to chase after the prestige for those easy answers. Hannah could try something new.

Then again, that could also be the biggest mistake of her life. That daunting reality refused to go away.

She puffed out her cheeks, she looked at him, and she said, "I think I know what I want to do."

"What?"

"I'm going to Minerva," she said.

"The crazy school? The new one?"

"It's not crazy," she said.

"I don't know," he said. "Everyone online thinks it's a crazy idea."

"You should come with me," she said.

"What?"

"You applied, didn't you? Did you get in?"

"I…"

"Come on, Isaac. Did you get in?"

He started to chew on the inside of his mouth, which he always did when he was nervous or when he had something he couldn't admit. Taking a second, Isaac glanced off into the distance, just as she had before, but it was obvious he was hiding from one person in particular: her.

"Isaac…" She adopted that same tone she used whenever she had needed to remind him that he had homework.

"I think community college will be just fine for me," he said.

She slipped off of her bed, touched her feet to the floor, and started to think of Minerva again. Like so many of her teachers, Hannah had been circumspect with her response to the school. She was somewhat uncomfortable with the idea that it had been founded by a billionaire; it seemed like the American oligarchs already had so much power. Giving a woman like Rebecca Connor even more control seemed antithetical to so much of what she believed. She wanted to see families do better, but she wasn't sure that could happen with the hyper-rich in charge. And yet, the promise seemed so incredible, and she kept thinking about the acceptance letter, especially when she walked over to him.

"You could go to a community college," she said. "But if you do that, I'm going to be so far away. We'll always be friends, but wouldn't you rather do this together? We go to college together. It would be amazing!"

"I…"

"Do it," she said, leaning down just a little bit. At the same time, she knew what she was doing. She understood what kind of experiment this was. She had her eyes locked on his, and he listened to her. This felt like playing a game on Easy Mode. And yet, she still wanted to see exactly what would happen–and how she’d feel. "Come with me. It will be great! We can have so much fun!"

"The guys there," he began. "They get treated like…"

"Don't worry," she said, basking in this rush of heat somewhere in the back of her neck and deep within the pit of her stomach. "I can take care of you. I’ll protect you. Don't worry. I won't let any of the girls bully you." She grinned because that sentence was supposed to sound silly.

He arched an eyebrow. "I can take care of myself.”

Hannah didn't argue even as she was pretty certain that every boy who enrolled at Minerva University probably said the exact same thing. "Okay then," she said. "You can take care of yourself, so you should come with me. Come on. It’ll be an adventure! We can do this, and we will take over the world!"

"You sound like a super villain right now," he told her.

"And you can be my sidekick," she chirped.

"Partner," answered.

"Come on. What's it going to be?"

Hannah could do this on her own, she knew. Frankly, that was never a question she seriously entertained. Even if those little doubts niggled somewhere in her brain, she didn't care. She could crush them underneath the full force of her will. She had done it with every other challenge high school had thrown at her. She could do it again in college. And yet, it would be so much better if she had her best friend with her. She wanted to see him at that school; like so many other newly accepted college students, they had to wonder what this new world would bring. High school felt big when she first arrived, but that had been more than three years ago, and she had conquered it. The teachers knew Hannah and respected her capabilities. Her classmates understood that she'd be the valedictorian. There hadn't even been a serious competition for the spot, not when she took all of those honors and AP courses. But if she did this, Hannah knew Minerva would be so much more fun if she had this boy by her side.

"Okay," he told her.

"Seriously?"

"Seriously," he said with a laugh right as she reached down, grabbed his arm, pulled him out of the seat, and hugged him. He was laughing now, "Just make sure I don't regret this, okay?"

"Don't worry," she reassured him. "I'm sure I won't regret this!"

The Dawn of Minerva University: A New Academic Era or a Bold Social Experiment?

By Daniel Mercer, Senior Correspondent - New Olympia Times

Just beyond the outskirts of Fairhaven, nestled within 500 acres of meticulously cultivated woodland, the newly inaugurated Minerva University stands as a monument to ambition, vision, and controversy. The institution, founded by billionaire hedge fund manager Rebecca Connor, promises to be more than a place of higher learning—it is, in Connor’s own words, "a revolution in academia, a sanctuary where the future rulers of the world will hone their minds and sharpen their will."

Minerva University, with its gleaming steel and glass structures, is a testament to modernity. The campus, built at an astonishing speed thanks to Connor’s vast fortune, boasts a state-of-the-art research lab, a genetics facility rumored to be decades ahead of public institutions, and a planetarium that has already been praised by astrophysicists for its cutting-edge technology. The computer science complex, rumored to have received classified-level funding, is said to house the fastest privately owned supercomputer in the world. Beyond that, the greenhouses contain flora from all corners of the world, along with experimental growth chambers that have drawn both admiration and scrutiny from the scientific community.

Yet, the true controversy surrounding Minerva University does not stem from its facilities or its curriculum—it lies in its ethos. Connor has been forthright about her mission: "Men have had their era. This is ours." Unlike other institutions that claim to seek gender equity, Minerva has no such pretenses. It is a university designed explicitly to foster female supremacy.

Men are allowed to attend Minerva University, but they do so under conditions that would be unthinkable elsewhere. They are explicitly designated as second-class students, with separate dormitories, reduced access to certain campus resources, and a strict set of behavioral guidelines that they must adhere to—or risk expulsion. There are even rumors of mandatory chastity cages. A clause in the student handbook, leaked to the press last month, outlines these restrictions with startling clarity:

“Male students will acknowledge their privileged history and learn in an environment structured to remedy centuries of oppression. They will not speak in lectures unless called upon. They will not challenge their female peers in debate. Their role at Minerva is to observe, learn, and support the ascension of women.”

Critics, including civil rights groups and conservative commentators, have decried this as a violation of anti-discrimination laws. Yet, Connor has been unfazed. "The old world was built by men, for men," she stated at the university’s opening ceremony. "Minerva will birth the world that comes next."

Some of the female students have embraced this vision wholeheartedly. Catherine Lutz, a political science major, expressed enthusiasm for the institution’s philosophy: “It’s about time we had a place where we aren’t just encouraged to lead, but trained to dominate. We’re done playing fair.” Others, however, acknowledge the unease surrounding Minerva’s policies. Nora Chavez, a bioengineering student, admitted, “I want women to have more power, absolutely. But I wonder if flipping the hierarchy instead of dismantling it will really create the world we want.”

Among the small, carefully vetted cohort of male students, the mood is less jubilant. Few were willing to speak on record, but one, David Wren, a literature major, agreed to comment. "It’s...an experience," he said, choosing his words carefully. "I knew what I was signing up for, but it’s different to live it. Some professors ignore us completely. Some female students look at us like we’re some kind of dying species. I just want to learn. I don’t know if that’s really possible here."

The academic experience for male students is tailored to reinforce their lower status. While they are permitted to enroll in all courses, they are often relegated to passive roles in discussions, their grades subjected to an "adjusted" evaluation scale that takes historical gender imbalances into account. Some faculty members defend this practice. Dr. Elaine Porter, a sociologist and one of Minerva’s founding professors, explained, “We are rebalancing an equation that has been skewed for millennia. This isn’t discrimination. This is correction. Besides, if the boys aren't ready to compete, they can leave. No one forced them to come here.”

Others, however, are skeptical about the long-term effects. A faculty member, who spoke under the condition of anonymity, voiced concerns: “We are told we are building a utopia, but utopias built on exclusion rarely last.”

For now, Minerva University is fully operational, and the first wave of students—eager, intelligent, and ideologically driven—have settled into their roles. Whether this institution becomes a blueprint for a new global order or a cautionary tale of hubris remains to be seen. Connor, ever the strategist, seems unfazed by the skepticism. "The old world will fight us. They will call us radicals, extremists, tyrants. But history does not remember those who simply endured. It remembers those who seized the future."

One thing is certain: At Minerva University, the future is being seized with both hands—and it will not be handed back.

In the News

NewsPoint Tonight: Controversial New "School" Teaches Radical Feminism?

HOST: Welcome back to NewsPoint Tonight. Our next segment focuses on Minerva University, the controversial new institution founded by billionaire Rebecca Connor, which has been making headlines for its unapologetically pro-female philosophy. Joining us tonight for this debate, we have Dr. Evelyn Carter, a political scientist and advocate for gender equity, and Mark Collins, a columnist and outspoken critic of Minerva’s policies. Welcome to you both.

CARTER: Thank you, glad to be here.

COLLINS: Thanks for having me.

HOST: Let’s get straight into it. Dr. Carter, Minerva University has been described by its founder as "a revolution in academia" designed to empower women and correct centuries of gender imbalance. Do you believe this institution represents progress?

CARTER: Absolutely. Minerva University is offering something unprecedented—a space where women are not just encouraged but trained to take charge in global leadership. For centuries, women have been systematically denied the same opportunities as men. Minerva is not about exclusion; it’s about rebalancing the scales so that we can finally see what a world led by women might look like. If we are truly committed to gender equity, we have to be willing to support bold steps like this.

HOST: Mark, you’ve been a vocal critic of Minerva. What’s your take?

COLLINS: I think calling it "gender equity" is a dangerous misnomer. This isn’t about balance; it’s about flipping the power structure. We’re talking about a university where men are actively treated as second-class citizens—where they are not allowed to speak in class unless called upon, where their access to campus resources is restricted. And the rumors about mandatory chastity? What kind of nonsense is this? How is that equality? If the roles were reversed, we’d be calling this what it is—discrimination.

CARTER: Women are still expected to be pure. What's wrong with regulating men's behavior? Slut shaming never went away. Maybe men need a taste of the same? Mark, the roles have never been reversed. For centuries, women have had to fight tooth and nail just to get a seat at the table. What Minerva is doing is ensuring that women are given the priority they have long been denied.

COLLINS: But is the solution really to create a new imbalance? You’re advocating for a form of selective oppression—justifying it under the banner of historical justice. If we want a fair society, we should be working toward true equality, not trading one group’s power for another’s.

HOST: Dr. Carter, some female students at Minerva have raised concerns that replacing one hierarchy with another might not be the best approach. What do you say to them?

CARTER: I understand those concerns, and I think they come from a good place. But let’s be honest—if we wait for a "perfect" solution, nothing will ever change. What Minerva is doing is radical, yes, but change often requires bold action. We can always refine the system later.

COLLINS: That’s incredibly dangerous thinking. You’re admitting that this policy is flawed, but you’re okay with implementing it anyway? You can’t build equality on a foundation of exclusion. If men are treated unfairly today, it will create resentment, and that will have long-term consequences.

HOST: Dr. Carter, let me ask you this: What do you say to the parents who feel Minerva is a step too far? Many families are hesitant to send their children, particularly their sons, to an institution where they are explicitly marginalized.

CARTER: Remember, no one has to attend this school. It's not Rebecca Connor's fault that the smartest and most ambitious young women are choosing this school. If other colleges want to compete, they have to do better. If men want to apply, they can. This is a private institution. So yes, I think those parents need to recognize that we are in a unique historical moment. Social progress is often uncomfortable. If their sons attend Minerva, they will gain a perspective that has eluded generations of men before them—what it means to be in a supporting role. This is an invaluable lesson in empathy.

COLLINS: Empathy should not come at the cost of exclusion. You are describing a system where we intentionally put men in a subordinate position to "teach them a lesson." That’s not education; that’s indoctrination. Schools should foster growth, not create ideological battlegrounds where one side is forced into submission.

HOST: Let’s talk about employment. Dr. Carter, do you believe Minerva graduates will be viewed as preferable candidates in the workforce?

CARTER: Absolutely. Employers want strong, confident, and highly capable leaders. Minerva isn’t just about academics; it’s about creating the kind of women who will take charge in every field—from technology to politics to finance. Companies will recognize that these graduates are more prepared to lead than their traditionally educated counterparts.

COLLINS: Or they will recognize them as graduates of a deeply polarizing institution and hesitate to hire them. Businesses want innovation and teamwork, not conflict-driven ideology. Many hiring managers may see Minerva as a breeding ground for radicalized thinking rather than practical leadership skills.

CARTER: Employers want the smartest and most ambitious employees. These women will provide tangible results. Men have been withdrawing from higher education for several years. This is just the next step.

HOST: A final question to both of you. Where do you see Minerva in ten years?

CARTER: I see it thriving. I see it expanding, inspiring other universities to adopt its principles. Minerva is just the beginning of a global shift in power dynamics. We are witnessing history in the making.

COLLINS: And I see it as a cautionary tale. It may gain traction for a few years, but in the end, education based on exclusion and ideological dominance does not create sustainable progress. I fear Minerva will collapse under its own contradictions.

HOST: A spirited discussion, to say the least. Thank you both for your insights. We’ll be right back after this break.

Livestream: Kale "The Beast Lord" Anderson

The ring light bathed Kale "The Beast Lord" Anderson in a cold, artificial glow as he leaned toward the camera, his jaw clenched, veins bulging at his temples. His followers flooded the chat, comments flying across the screen in rapid succession. He loved this. Energy pulsed through those spaces, both digital and physical, as he worked himself up. Some were egging him on. Others dropped fire emojis and laughing faces. It was the usual chaos. And he loved it

"Alright, alright, listen up, you pack of legends!" he roared, cracking his knuckles and shaking out his arms like a fighter before a match. "We gotta talk about this absolute clown show—this joke of a ‘university’ these so-called geniuses cooked up. Minerva! Oh yeah, you’ve heard of it! The man-hating, estrogen-fueled madhouse where they’re training these weak-minded bitches to ‘take over the world’ or some garbage like that."

He slammed his fist against the desk for effect, making his mic crackle for a second. The chat went wild. Donations started rolling in, flashing across the screen with messages like “Keep speaking truth, King!” and “Bitches belong in the kitchen!”

"You wanna know the truth? These females can’t compete! They never could, and they never will! You take away their special treatment, their quotas, their pity passes, and what happens? They crumble! They fold! Because the simple fact is—say it with me—THEY. CAN’T. HANG."

The crowd in the chat started spamming his signature catchphrases. "Stay Beastly!" flooded the screen alongside variations of "Preach, King!"

Kale pointed directly at the camera, his expression twisted into a sneer. "And now, instead of trying to actually earn respect, they’re building a whole damn school where men are second-class citizens? Are you shitting me? Are you fucking kidding me? They want dudes sitting in the back of the classroom, waiting for permission to speak? Oh, oh, but let’s be real, right? These brainless bimbos don’t actually WANT to compete! No, no, no. They want a safe little princess castle where they can play pretend at being powerful while the rest of the world laughs."

He leaned back in his chair, spreading his arms wide. "Here’s my official message to all the Minerva morons out there. You are NOT special. You are NOT leaders. And the moment you leave your little pink fantasy land, reality is gonna hit you like a fucking freight train. Because you know what’s waiting for you out here? MEN. REAL men. And we ain’t bowing down to a bunch of shrieking harpies who wouldn’t last five minutes in the real world."

His rant had just started. Kale grabbed a can of energy drink from his desk, popped it open, and chugged half of it before slamming it back down. "You wanna know why the world runs on men? Because we BUILT it! Who’s out there in the mines? Who’s breaking their backs to keep the lights on? Who’s dominating in business, in sports, in war? Not these delicate little flowers crying about ‘safe spaces’ and ‘female empowerment.’ Give me a break!"

The chat exploded. More donations. More subscribers. The Beast Lord was feeding them exactly what they craved.

"And get this—Minerva is straight-up making men PAY to be disrespected! You can enroll as a dude, sure, but guess what? You get shoved to the back of the line. You’re second-class. You exist to make the girls feel powerful. It’s like a reverse harem, but instead of getting anything out of it, you’re just a punching bag. Hell, why stop at second-class? Why not just put dudes in cages and make ‘em bark like dogs? It’d be the same damn thing!"

A comment caught his eye: "What do we do about it, Beast Lord?"

He grinned. "Oh, you already know, my man. We make noise. We don’t let these feminazi clowns get away with this. We mock them, we expose them, we make sure the whole world sees what a joke they are. If you know a chick who’s thinking of applying? Let her know she’s signing up for a delusion. If you know a guy who’s even considering stepping foot in that hellhole? Slap some sense into him. Real men don’t play by their rules. We MAKE the rules."

The chat turned into a wildfire now—comments scrolling too fast to read. A donation alert popped up, flashing a hundred-dollar tip from a fan named AlphaWarrior69.

"That’s what I’m talking about! Real ones supporting real ones!" Kale bellowed, grinning. "Listen, we don’t bend the knee to these wannabe queens. We take what’s ours. We build, we dominate, we rule. So, to all my beasts out there—stay strong, stay savage, and never, EVER let some washed-up feminist tell you that you gotta take a back seat in your own damn world."

He pounded his chest twice, then stood up dramatically, flexing his arms before the camera. "And before I go, one last message for Rebecca Connor, Miss Billionaire Brainwasher herself—your little empire? It’s gonna crumble. You know why? Because it’s built on a lie. And no amount of daddy’s money can keep a lie standing forever."

The chat roared in approval. Another flood of donations, another spike in viewers. Kale let it all soak in before finally clicking the button to end the stream.

He sat back, breathing heavy, adrenaline coursing through his veins. The numbers didn’t lie. The subscriber count had shot up. The donations kept rolling in. The Beast Lord had done it again.

And tomorrow, he’d do it even bigger.

Impatient: Hannah

Over the next two hours, they watched videos, day-in-the-life clips, and scanned across the different conversations, all of which revolved around Minerva University. Apparently, the college really was pretty incredible. Lots of students from the first graduating class already had amazing positions in politics, on Wall Street, in Silicon Valley, and elsewhere.

So far, Minerva University had lived up to its name. When their billionaire founder was willing to pour hundreds of millions into the school, their odds of success went up. She used her connections and got her students amazing internships.

This was the place to network.

Scrolling together, Issac and Hannah saw one gushing announcement after another. They dug a little deeper, found some complaints about professors here or there, but it all seemed pretty standard. This teacher was mean; this other instructor handed out an unfair grade. This other teacher didn't know how to communicate effectively. Then again, there were just as many responses talking about these instructors who obviously cared about their fields of study. Not only that, they really believed in the mission of the university.

At some point, Isaac announced that he had to get going.

He left, she made herself some dinner, showered, and got dressed for bed. Simultaneously, she wondered what the rest of her high school career was going to be like. She had already sensed the difference among her teachers. There was this feeling that the AP scores had come in, the students knew which colleges they were going to, and so the rest of the material just didn't seem as important.

Hannah agreed.

After all, she knew where she was going now!

When she logged into Minvera’s system and set up her account, she felt incredible. When she clicked on that little button to accept admission to this university, she had hardly believed that it was really happening. At the same time, she had waited for the doubts or worries to come rushing in, like this might have been the biggest mistake of her life.

It wasn't.

Minerva University was going to be her home for the next four years after this. She couldn't wait!

But then, she was in her bed, and she started thinking about Isaac and the boys.

It wasn't Isaac, not exactly. Maybe it was the fact that she had walked over to him, looked into his eyes, and…commanded him. That afternoon, it felt easy and natural. It felt right somehow. In the dark of her bedroom, she knew she was supposed to fall asleep. She had already adjusted her alarm, adding an extra thirty minutes. That spare time definitely made her feel better. There was this lightness along her shoulders, this buzzing energy in her chest, and something else. It was a different kind of heat.

Back at school, Hannah had allowed herself to check out the guys from time to time. She had never really dated. Frankly, the idea of contending with a boyfriend had seemed overwhelming, especially considering all of her clubs and academic responsibilities. But now, that was falling away. In fact, she giggled when she thought of her graduation and how there would be these three months between high school and college, and she wouldn’t have any obligations.

She had already informed Isaac that she intended to email her professors to get early copies of the syllabi and reading lists. She wanted to be prepared; she wanted to get ahead on all of her studies. She had excelled in high school, and she was going to do the same in college.

Those ambitions didn't hold her attention for long, however. Her mind kept drifting back to Isaac, and what she had said to him.

Her words had faded, but there was something else, that bright and evanescent and hot reality that she had told him what to do, and he had listened to her. He was going to Minerva University too…because she “encouraged” him.

Lots of the boys on campus entertained whatever she had to say, at least when it came to academics. In every group project, she had taken the lead. It always seems so easy and natural since everyone acknowledged her as the smartest (or at least, the girl who always worked the hardest). But now, she had tried this other tactic, and it worked. He had listened to her.

When it came to the most important decision of his life, Isaac had done what she said.

And now she started to think about those other nameless boys she’d encounter at Minerva University.

Nibbling on the inside of her mouth, she surprised herself by rolling onto her back, moving her hand over to her thigh, and resting her fingers there. At the same time, there were those images. She pictured those boys and their broad shoulders, their toned abdomens, their strong muscles, their short hair, and maybe a little bit of stubble along their cheeks. Those details coalesced in her imagination, but then she started to think of something else.

Minerva University wasn't groundbreaking simply because of its gendered expectations; they were also piloting psychological programs designed to test male discipline, especially when it came to the use of mandatory chastity.

Initially, Hannah hadn't known much about that. To her, the word just sounded outdated and antiquated. Chastity? Really? Or worse, it was some silly and sexist name a stripper might have chosen for the sake of irony.

After Isaac left, however, Hannah hadn't really been able to stop herself. She had scrolled through her phone, watching clips and reading more reviews and testimonials from the college. So many girls talked about the chastity cages and how it made things better for them and their boyfriends. Out in the wider world, men were wild. Even though technically "civilized," so many guys still held onto their aggression, their misconceptions, and the instinctive notion that they were supposed to be able to get whatever they expected.

Despite the absurdity of the concept, lots of women and men still used that phrase, "Boys will be boys." Whenever she heard it, Hannah rolled her eyes. To her, the concept sounded ridiculous, yet lots of people accepted it still. Even in modern colleges, there were boys who misbehaved, drinking, or acting up and doing so much worse, and then the administrators would just shrug, like this was normal.

Hannah hated that concept with every atom of her being. But now, that wouldn't be tolerated at Minerva University. Here was a new institution, one where she would be encouraged to thrive. In high school, she had carved out her reputation as the most dedicated, smartest, and most ambitious student.

Alone on her bed, she felt this fierce grin curve along her mouth as her lips pulled back to reveal her teeth. At the same time, she had reflexively slipped her fingertips down underneath the fabric of her sweatpants, then her panties...

This temptation had been there for her before, only Hannah had always resisted it, pushing those distractions aside. This time, however, she pictured herself in a college classroom with these boys naked and standing in front of her, their hands held behind their backs. Better yet, she wanted to think of them with chastity cages between their legs. She imagined the shining silver surfaces and the looks of frustration on their faces.

Somehow, that image wasn't good enough.

As Hannah touched herself, her fingers gliding up and down along her slit, she contemplated those boys. She wanted to casually run her fingers along their necks, down their shoulders, over their chests, and anywhere else she liked.

They could be on display, helpless and powerless before her.

Her breathing came faster.

Then she thought of picking out one of those guys, taking him by the hand, and escorting him (still nude) back to her dorm room. There, she could tie him down to her bed and have so much fun. She wanted to make out with him, kissing him as slowly or as fiercely and passionately as she chose. He would be nothing but her plaything.

In high school, she had heard lots of girls complain about their boyfriends, especially when they got impatient and aggressive.

That wouldn't be an option for these young men. In fact, she considered whether or not she would even want to let a guy out of his cage. It would have been so easy to keep him locked up. He would probably squirm with desperation, and maybe he would moan, pleading for the chance to get out, just for a little while…

In fact, she could already hear some imagined voice whimpering, "Please. Please, I can't take it! Please, Hannah. You’re so beautiful! Please, can't you just let me out for a little while? No one needs to know!"

And instead of answering, Hannah could just kiss him, gliding her lips along his lips or stroking his toned abdomen or running her hand down between his legs. Somehow, she loved the idea of cupping his balls and making him squirm. She wanted to know that he craved this so badly, only he wouldn't get the opportunity to do anything about it.

But she could.

She could enjoy herself however much she wished. She’d set those boundaries and decide what kinds of rewards (or punishments) he might need.

Within moments, her pussy was drenched. She had never been this hot or wet before. In fact, she hadn't even known that her body was capable of this kind of response! Ecstasy pumped through her veins, and she found herself writhing there in her bed. All at once, she remembered to tighten her lips into a hardened line, if only so she didn't make any noises. She didn't want to disturb the rest of her family.

Instead, she concentrated on those images. "Please, Hannah…" she heard within her imagination over and over again. Those words echoed in her ears as she brought her free hand up, sliding her fingers underneath her shirt and gliding her soft touch along her right nipple. With one hand in her pants and another under her top, Hanna stroked and caressed. She allowed every tickling sensation to play across her body, the ripples of sensation driving her wild.

Then she locked her teeth together, she let out a quick little gasping yelp, and she came so hard as images of a bound boy danced through her head.

In the dark, she grinned, suddenly even more impatient than before.

Welcome Ceremony: Hannah and Isaac

They were here!

This was it!

This was college...For so long, her high school teachers had talked about it and what it would mean. They had gone on and on about the future, but now it was really happening!

The grand auditorium of Minerva University buzzed with anticipation. Banners of deep crimson and gold draped the high ceilings, the university’s emblem—an owl clutching a scepter—displayed prominently on every wall. The rows of students sat in perfect symmetry, the young women in the front rows, the young men toward the back. Hannah sat near the stage, excitement humming through her veins. Isaac, meanwhile, was crammed between other male students.

Dr. Nancy Helm, the Dean of Admissions, took the podium, her presence commanding yet warm. She adjusted the microphone and scanned the eager faces before her. With a radiant smile, she began.

“Welcome, future leaders! Welcome to Minerva University, where history is not remembered—it is made.” Her voice carried through the auditorium, rich with conviction. “You have all been chosen because you are exceptional. You are visionaries. You are the foundation upon which a better, brighter world will be built.” Clearly, she was addressing the female portion of her audience.

The girls in the front rows sat taller, absorbing every word. Hannah felt a spark of pride. Dr. Helm’s gaze then drifted past them, settling on the young men in the back. Her smile remained, though a cool edge crept into her tone.

“And you. The young men of Minerva.” A pause. “I want you to listen very carefully.”

A hush fell over the room.

“You have been given an extraordinary privilege,” she continued. “You are here to witness history in the making and to support the incredible young women who will lead us into the future. I expect nothing less than your full cooperation and respect.” Her expression softened for a moment. "As boys, you will have your opportunity to contribute. The women here will need eager boyfriends and dedicated husbands someday." A couple of the boys glanced back and forth, like they didn't really understand. A few of the girls suppressed giggles. Hannah enjoyed the automatic smile that crested her lips.

“Ladies, we believe in freedom for you,” Dr. Helm declared, turning her attention back to the female students. “The young women at this college are free. They're free to go where they please. Free to dictate their schedules. Free to take risks, make choices, and shape their own destinies. This is a place where your potential knows no bounds.”

Then, seamlessly, she pivoted. “As for our male students, we have established guidelines to ensure a structured and supportive environment for you. You will be required to have a chaperone when leaving campus, as a safety measure, of course.” She beamed as if bestowing a great gift. “Your curfew will be eight each night. We find that structure helps foster discipline and focus.”

A murmur rippled through the back rows. Dr. Helm ignored it.

“And of course, as per the agreements you signed upon acceptance, each of you will be required to download the Minerva University app.” She gestured toward the large screen behind her, where the app logo glowed. “This will allow us to ensure your well-being and adherence to policy. Additionally, as a gesture of trust and accountability, all male students will adhere to our chastity program.”

A few of the girls giggled, while some of the young men shifted in their seats. Hannah lanced over at Isaac.

Isaac felt his stomach drop. He had known this was coming—had read the fine print—but hearing it spoken so plainly sent a fresh wave of nervous anticipation through him. She hadn't discussed those finer points with him, but she knew it would be for the best. Besides, it wasn't like guys needed constant access. A little self-control wouldn't be a problem (even if the school had taken the "self" out of the equation).

“You will receive notifications about your keyholders through the app,” Dr. Helm continued, as if this were a mere logistical note. “This ensures that your progress here is guided and monitored with the utmost care.”

A few students exchanged glances. A young man in the back raised his hand hesitantly, but Dr. Helm simply continued, undeterred. “Let me emphasize that this structure is not a punishment—it is a privilege,” she said, her smile unwavering. “Minerva is a sanctuary for progress. For too long, the old world catered to imbalance. That changes today.”

The girls in the audience chuckled softly. Some exchanged knowing smiles. This time, Hanna resisted the urge to glance back at Isaac.

Dr. Helm clasped her hands together. “Now, I want to make one thing clear—this university is a place of opportunity, of innovation, of growth. And you, our esteemed students, are here to build the future. Some of you will lead industries. Some of you will redefine science and technology. Some of you will influence governance itself. We are here to give you the tools, the knowledge, and the power to do so.”

She took a breath and gazed out over the audience, her eyes gleaming. “I cannot wait to see the great things you will all accomplish,” she declared. “This is the dawn of a new era. And you—each and every one of you—are a part of it.”

Thunderous applause filled the auditorium. The girls stood, cheering. They were ready for the future!

Caging: Hannah and Isaac

Right after the ceremony, the apps chirped out their notifications.

"I guess it's time to get started," Hannah said as she reached into her pocket and pulled out her phone. As expected, she saw the notification from her Minerva University app. Pretty much every college had one at this point. Students could use them to enroll in classes, check their account balances, deal with holds, access library resources, and learn about the campus. This app had another section.

Gazing down, she started to scan across the different functions. So far, they were all gray; she couldn't click on any of those buttons. Even so, she could see the different options: tracking, tightening, punishment, rewards, unlocking, and duration. Each one intrigued her.

Exhaling, she tried to ignore that little flutter of excitement deep within her chest.

"What is it?" Isaac asked.

"Nothing," she said. "I was just checking out the school app."

"Find something good? The cafeteria menus, maybe?"

"Maybe," she said.

"Come on," he whined. "You can tell me."

"Do you really want to know?" Hannah asked him.

"Yeah, I do," he said with a little less certainty this time. After all, she was watching him with an intensity he didn't get to see very often. Hannah didn't mind. She glanced around and saw other young women just like her. Some of the older students moved with the kind of easy confidence she could hardly imagine. Even if she had been the valedictorian at her school, Hannah had always needed to work for it. More than that, she always felt like she had to push past the boys, each of whom enjoyed this unearned respect. Even her math teacher from her first year in high school had been ridiculously sexist. By that point, he had learned not to say anything inappropriate. He no longer called the girls "beautiful" or "sweetheart". Instead, he had just looked around at the boys and said, "Any one of you can be valedictorian. If you really want it, you just have to work for it." He hadn't said anything directly to the girls. He didn't tell them that they weren't good at math or that they needed to focus on their other classes like English or art. Still, she remembered that little note of frustration as it licked at the back of her thoughts.

But now, the women here all knew that they could take charge.

Even Hannah could feel it. She smirked. For a moment, wondering if this was the kind of default confidence so many guys could enjoy out in the regular world. The analogy wasn’t perfect, she knew. For them, the world didn’t guarantee success. They could still feel unsafe or be targeted in one way or another. Still, it never came down to a question of their gender. Just because they were wearing a short skirt or had long hair, or because they were almost always shorter, they didn't have to feel that same kind of atmosphere of anxiety.

"Okay," she said, pulling the phone up and holding it so he could see it. "As a girl at the school, I'm going to be a keyholder. Right?"

"Right…"

They were supposed to be heading over to get him his chastity cage. Maybe he had hoped to distract her by asking what was so interesting. Perhaps Isaac had clung onto the idea that he could give her something else to think about, they could wander off, and they’d deal with the chastity cage issue later. If so, it wasn't going to work.

A different kind of energy pulsed through her voice as she pointed out the different sections. "I don't think this is everything, but when my app is paired with my caged boy's device, I'll be able to work on: tracking, tightening, punishment, rewards, unlocking, and duration."

"Right," he said. "We should probably get going."

He started to step away.

If this had happened back at their old high school, Hannah understood she would have just let him wander off. But this was Minerva University, and the rules were different here. That was why she casually reached out and grabbed him by his wrist, tugging. He came to a stop, glanced over his shoulder, and saw that ferociously determined expression on her face. She wasn't going to let him go, he must have realized.

Perhaps he could have torn his limb from her grip. He could have jerked away, and maybe that would have made him feel better for a few seconds, but it would have been a bad move, especially because everything was about to change around them. They had just come from their welcoming ceremony, and any hope the boys might've had that this was all just a marketing ploy was quickly disintegrating.

"No," she said, still refusing to let go. "You wanted to see this, so I'm going to show you. I mean, this might be on your app too, but you're not going to get access to any of this stuff."

"I really don't need to know what you're going to do," he said.

"Why not? I mean, don't you think it would be helpful to know what your keyholder is going to be able to do with you?"

His keyholder…Hannah resisted the urge to start laughing when she saw that look of panic splash across his face. It was only there for a second. Still, it was impossible to miss.

"This first part is tracking," she said. "Basically, your keyholder is going to be able to see where you are at all times."

"I know," he said.

"You were asking what I was looking at," she reminded him. "This is what I was looking at. I mean, your cell phone company has always been able to see exactly where you are. It's kind of creepy. If you want, you can look at the data and see everywhere you have been. Just by having it with you, you have this digital leash. But now, your keyholder is going to get that information. Isn’t that kind of awesome?"

"Doesn't that seem a little bit unfair?" Isaac asked, surprising her. Normally, he wasn't the kind of guy who cared about civil liberties.

"No," she said. "I mean, I think this is good for you." She glanced back at him and enjoyed seeing that nervous look of chagrin. On the one hand, he was her best friend, and she didn't want him to be upset. Then again, he had chosen to come here, so she saw it as her responsibility to help him adapt. Just because he was a boy, that didn't mean he deserved any kind of special treatment. "Seriously, how many times did you tell your parents that you were going to the library to study when you were really over at another friend's house and playing with your games?"

"That only happened a couple of times," he protested, yet she could hear that there wasn't any real vehemence in his voice. It certainly wasn't just "a couple of times".

Smirking, she said, "This way, it won't happen at all. Oh, and look at this. I didn't see this before, but I guess the tracking features include some boundaries? Huh. I wonder what it's going to take to get access to that functionality?"

"Boundaries?" Isaac asked. But then he pressed his lips together into a firm line and shook his head. "You know what? I don't think I want to know."

"Come on," she said. "This is college. You came here to learn!"

"I know, but…"

"No," she said, cutting him off. "This is going to be important. Besides, wouldn't you rather hear about this from me instead of another girl?"

"I guess," he said.

"Exactly," she told him. "So I can't actually activate anything yet, but the boundaries looked pretty straightforward." Her eyes darted across the text. "Yeah. Essentially, I can set the boundaries for where the caged boy gets to go. Okay, yeah," she said, nodding to herself. "That makes sense."

"What makes sense?"

"The enforcement," she told him. Glancing away from her screen as they started walking, she nodded again. "For enforcement, I guess the chastity cage includes a shock feature."

He stopped.

After several steps, Hannah glanced back. She knew she needed to stop this. He didn't have to tease him; she didn't have to play with him or torment him. Then again, it was probably better that she did this rather than some stranger. He hadn't even met yet. Simultaneously, that made her wonder exactly whose key (both digital and physical) she'd hold. She had his name, but that didn’t tell her anything, not yet. She would meet him soon enough.

In the meantime, Hannah still had to deal with that conflicting desire: help her best friend or just tease him a little bit more…

"I can't be right," he said.

If he had simply accepted what she just told him, then it would have been easy for Hannah to let it go. Instead, she cocked her head to the side. She glanced down at the screen again. "That's what it says right here. Basically, the chastity cage comes with a shock feature. This way, if you misbehave, your keyholder can give you a quick little zap on a scale from one to twenty."

"One to twenty?"

"That's what I said," she replied with a little smirk. "Don't worry. I mean, you're not going to get shocked as long as you behave yourself."

"I'm an adult," he said.

"So what? You still have to follow the rules," she said. Again, she saw that look of genuine fear splashed across his face, so she stopped. She walked over to him, closing the distance between them, and she placed one hand on his shoulder. She looked right into his eyes, and she reminded him, "Look, I get it. This is scary. You feel like you're at a disadvantage."

"I am at a disadvantage," he interjected.

"And maybe that's good for you," she said.

"Please," he said. "You can't believe what they’re telling us."

"Why not? I mean, look at the world. Guys have been in charge for a very long time, and things are getting worse. Just take your point about that loss of personal freedom. Tech companies are out of control. Climate change. Censorship. Wealth inequality. Inflation."

"And women can fix all of that?"

"Maybe," she said. "Maybe not." Hannah shrugged. "Either way, you decided to come here, so you are going to accept how these rules work. Unless, you just want to quit? Is that it? You're going to give up on college right now?"

"No…" Isaac said. He didn't sound happy about it, like he kept thinking about some other way to get out of this, yet he couldn't come up with a good solution.

"Exactly," she replied. "Have you seen the college dropout numbers among boys in the United States? Pathetic! Seriously, there are all of these guys, and they come to college, and suddenly they can't handle it. I mean, I appreciate what Rebecca Connor is doing, but you could argue it's not even necessary. The demographic trends on their own are pretty straightforward."

"You're enjoying this," he said, sharpening those words into an accusation.

"Maybe," she said. "Maybe not." She grinned right at him.

Of course, Isaac understood his best friend well enough to read her. They had spent too much time together to keep these kinds of secrets from one another. Then again, she didn't mind. After all, she really did believe this was going to be good for him. He needed it. In fact, she wondered what the world would have been like if every boy had been given a big dose of humility early on. More often than not, they couldn't even admit the advantages they enjoyed, like they grew up with them, so they just assumed everyone had the same starting position, which was obviously wrong. Maybe perfect quality was impossible, but she still expected some acknowledgement. Hannah understood just how important a small difference at the starting position could be. Bill Gates probably wouldn't have been able to found Microsoft if he hadn't come from a wealthy family with regular access to computers back in the seventies. Whatever, she reminded herself. She didn't want to focus on some billionaire. Instead, she needed to think about this boy.

"If it helps, this is going to be easier for you," she promised him.

"How so?"

"You have me," she said. "How many boys showed up without any female help at all? Think about how much harder that would be."

"You're probably right," he said.

"I'm definitely right," she replied. "Isaac, I'm serious. I'm still your best friend, and I want to help you. I get it. You didn't just take the easy route. You chose something more interesting and difficult, and that's pretty amazing. I respect you for that."

With a sheepish glance down at the tips of his shoes, he didn't answer, yet she still saw the way that smile tugged at the corners of his mouth.

"But just because you have me to help you, that doesn't mean you should get cocky," Hannah continued. "Remember, the chastity cage can also be tightened."

"What?"

"Don't worry. It won't do any damage, but it says that it can get very uncomfortable. I guess this is another form of punishment."

"Like the electric shocks aren't enough," he complained.

"Hey, at least you can get some rewards too."

"What kind?"

"Really? That one seems like the most obvious one," Hannah told him. "But it looks like you can get some gentle vibrations."

"Gentle vibrations…" He uttered those words and quickly shook his head. "I don't think I  want that."

"Don't tell your keyholder. She might decide to use that as a different kind of punishment," his friend reminded him. Nibbling on the inside of his mouth, he didn't say anything. Finally, Hannah said, "Come on. We really need to get you to your session. You don't want to be late!"

Locked: Hannah and Isaac

At some point, she had grabbed onto his wrist again; Hannah didn't even remember doing it. It just felt right, natural, easy, and logical. She escorted him into another building. Girls were practically skipping into the building. Apparently, this was the Student Wellness Center. From the outside, it looked like a big, blue office building. Hannah wasn't sure who had made that particular design choice, but she was surprised to find she actually liked it.

When she glanced over at Isaac, she had a harder time understanding his expression. "What is it?" They walked down the hall, came to a pair of double doors, and there were different girls and guys heading in or out. The guys shuffled in and took those same tentative steps back out. The young women, in turn, practically radiated excited energy. They were having fun with this.

"I, I…"

Right there, she decided she wasn't going to tease him. She looked at him. She kept her eyes aimed at his. At first, he was staring down at the floor. Then he lifted his chin, and he met her gaze.

Somehow, Isaac still couldn't speak.

"You're scared," she said for him.

He nodded. "Yeah," he admitted, almost like those were some of the hardest words he ever said. "I guess I'm scared."

"It'll be okay," she reassured him. "It's just a chastity cage." For a moment there, she could sense that hint of irritation flared through her body, probably because she didn't think this was that big of a deal. Guys loved to go on and on about how much sex they wanted to have. She thought about how many boys turned pretty much every social media platform into a PG-13 rated porn site (with sultry dancing girls and intimate peeks into the daily lives of young women). So what if guys weren't allowed to climax without permission? So what if they felt like their sexuality was going to be regulated? She didn't really see a problem with that, especially since boys really seemed to get pretty dumb and horny when left on their own.

Another possibility occurred to her. "Would you like me to go in with you?"

"What?"

"Would you like me to go in with you?" Hannah asked. "I mean, this is basically a medical procedure. They have certified nurses here who are going to be putting the cages on you guys." She shrugged, her lips tightening into a specific type of frown meant to indicate, "It's going to be okay. It's not a big deal."

"Yeah," he said. "Would you go in with me?"

"Sure thing," she said.

They went into the room, and one of the university's nurses handed him a tablet, and they sat down together. She pulled out her phone, and she didn't have anything to do, so she gave Isaac some privacy while he entered in all of his personal information.

"They want to know a lot," he said.

"Like what?"

"My personal preferences, access to all of my socials, stuff like that."

"When you downloaded the app, they pretty much got access to everything already," she told him.

"I guess it's a test of honesty?"

"Then you better not fail," she said.

He gulped, typed in his information, and got up to bring the tablet back to the front desk. The young woman seated there took it with a bright smile. "Don't worry," she reassured him. "The procedure is quick, and it's going to change your life!"

This time, Hannah couldn't really stop herself from tittering as Isaac nodded and forced himself to turn around and come back.

They didn't say anything for a while. He had taken out his phone, and he was just reading through different news headlines while Hannah read up on the chastity cage her boy would be wearing and exactly what she could do.

Within a minute, Hannah saw plenty of blog posts and clips from different Minerva students. Again, she didn't find anything from the boys. The girls, however, had all of these different strategies. There were young women talking about how they trained disobedient men. Then there were the other girls who said that they had started dating different boys, and they absolutely loved it at the school. One young woman pointed out, "I always had a hard time with dating, mostly because the boys always seemed so immature. But to be honest, I don't think it's a matter of immaturity. They just need the right incentives!" She went on and on about how she didn't have to clean her dorm room, how he was always ready and willing to do her laundry, how he gave her foot massages, and how he always listened to everything she had to say.

Hannah wasn't naïve; she understood how this worked and the power imbalance. At the same time, she couldn't help it; that grin kept drawing along with the corners of her mouth. At several points, Isaac glanced over at her, and she forced herself to stop. It wasn't fair, especially when he was nervous.

Then again, did it need to be fair? Because she cared about him, she set that question aside for later.

Then came the announcement, "Isaac." The young woman who stepped out looked like a student, not a nurse. She wore a pair of black pants, dark gray sneakers, and a white shirt. She had her hair tied back, and she barely glanced up from her tablet.

Isaac rose to his feet. Then he stopped.

Hannah placed her hand on the small of his back, and she nudged him forward. He took those nervous steps, and he obviously hated this, but he didn't stop either. Escorted by those two young women, he made his way down the hallway and into a small exam room.

"This is intense," Hannah said. But even as she made that remark, there was that little flutter of excitement at the base of her stomach all over again. She saw the stirrups, the straps, and the rubberized surface of the exam table.

"Get on," said the girl. "There are a lot of boys here today, so we need to do this as fast as possible," said the student assistant.

Obedient, Isaac started to lean over toward the exam table.

"You're going to have to be naked first," said the girl.

"What?" Isaac coughed out. "You're serious?"

Hannah intervened, "I think she's serious. I mean, how else would they get a chastity cage on you?"

"Can I just put it on myself?" Isaac asked.

"We tried that when the program first started," said the girl. "Too many boys had trouble with it. The locks are pretty complicated, and there's always that question of boys secretly trying to break them or whatever." She rolled her eyes. She had probably run through this explanation dozens of times already. "Just strip, okay?"

"I can watch him," said Hannah.

"I appreciate that," the young woman said, her tone lightening. "But they really don't want me to step out of the room until he’s naked and secure."

Hannah glanced over at her friend. She shrugged. She had tried, yet it obviously hadn't been good enough.

"You should probably do it," Hannah said to him. She tried to flash Isaac a reassuring smile. Then again, she had never really imagined seeing him naked before. Obviously, she had wondered about what it would have been like to date him at one point or another. Just as quickly, she had always dismissed that idea. In high school, she had been busy. She didn't have time for any kind of serious relationship. Besides, she never would have risked her friendship by seeking out something romantic.

"I can do it," he said although Hannah couldn't tell if he meant to say those words for himself, the stranger in the room, or her. In any case, he peeled off his shirt, he kicked away his shoes, and he yanked down his pants. Within moments, he was naked. He had actually done it.

Hannah expected to giggle, throw up her hands, and cover her face. She didn't. Instead, she looked at him. She saw his shoulders, the outline of his chest, the contours of his waist, even his shaft and his balls in his legs and his feet. She absorbed all of those details in an instant, yet she didn't experience that rush of dismay or revulsion.

Instead, she liked what she saw…

Pushing that idea down, Hannah watched as the volunteer stepped forward, took him by his hand, pushed him down onto the exam table, raised his legs, and pushed them into the stirrups. Next, she moved with the practiced efficiency of a girl who had done this many, many times today. She strapped him in place by starting with his ankles, then she raised his arms, and she trapped them toward the top of the exam table. Just like that, it was done.

"The nurse should be in pretty soon," said the young woman. "Do you have any questions?" Pointedly, she seemed more interested in hearing from Hannah.

"I think I'm good," Hannah said. "Do you have any questions?"

"I'm good," Isaac said. Although he closed his eyes, it was obvious he was trying to pretend he was somewhere else.

The door opened and closed as the volunteer left. Then they were alone.

Since he had his eyes shut, Hannah wasn't sure what to do. Automatically, her hand dropped down to her pocket, like she needed to pull out her phone again. Instead, she realized something. He couldn't see her. He still had his eyes clenched shut, like he needed to block out the rest of the world. His heart was probably pounding, and he looked really nervous.

This was cute.

For some reason, she liked knowing that. For some reason, she had a hard time pulling her eyes away from this restrained boy. Maybe it was the black, leather straps around his ankles or those around his wrists. Maybe it was the fact that he was spread out, his muscles tight as he breathed just a little faster. She was sure his heart was kicking wildly.

And he was scared.

"If you want, I can be quiet. Or if you prefer, I can distract you."

"Distractions are good," he said, his teeth held tight together. He still didn't look up at her.

Right as she started to search for inappropriate distraction, she was tempted to walk over there and to stroke his body. She wanted to press the back of her hand along his thigh or up his stomach, over his chest, or down his cheek. She wasn't sure exactly where that impulse came from. If anything, it reminded her of being in the fifth grade and going to a petting zoo. Was that how she saw him right then and there? It didn't make sense. He wasn't some pet. He wasn't an animal. At least, that was what Hannah tried to tell herself.

Then again, he was bound, spread out, and helpless.

Before she could make up her mind and come up with a good answer, the door opened, and a woman in pale blue scrubs stepped through the door. She went to the cabinet, pulled out a box, quickly opened it, and finally turned to see Isaac there, still spread out and still just as helpless as before.

"Hello," Hannah said.

"Sister? Girlfriend? Friend?" asked the nurse. "Sorry if I seem like I'm in a little bit of a rush. We're trying to get through all of the boys today."

"Friend," Hannah said. "I don't think it's a problem. I'm sure Isaac would like to finish this as quickly as possible."

"Does he have any questions?"

"I don't know," Hannah said, surprised to have the nurse address her. "Do you have any questions, Isaac?"

"Do we really have to do this?" Isaac asked with a meek smile. He opened his eyes, and then his cheeks flooded a bright shade of pink. Hannah smirked; she didn't think she had ever seen her friend actually blush like this before. In fact, he had always seemed so unflappable, at least when it came to this kind of embarrassment.

"Yes," said the nurse. "We have to do this. It's part of the school's policy, of which I'm sure you are very much aware." Like in the volunteer before her, the nurse sounded as though she had gone through these exact same lines of conversation over and over again. But now she raised the cage.

Hannah saw it, and she was tempted to ask to hold it for a few seconds. Remembering that the nurse was in a rush, she just nodded.

The nurse sat down on a rolling stool, slipped over between his legs, and then she looked down at him. "Okay," she said. "Normally, I would measure you, but I’ve gotten good at eyeballing the sizes, and I’m sure this will fit perfectly. You look like a pretty average boy."

Hannah raised an eyebrow. A pretty average boy? She wondered what that meant, and she found herself checking out his shaft and his balls.

Hannah watched as the nurse slid his manhood into this rounded, metallic tube. It looked surprisingly sleek. The rounded edges shined, and then there was that battery pack near the top. At least, Hannah assumed it was a battery pack. A metal ring looped underneath his balls, and the nurse secured it. Everyone in the room could hear that click as the device latched on.

"Okay, young man," said the nurse. "I think this is going to be good. I'm sorry, what was your name?" The nurse turned back to Hannah.

"Hannah," she replied.

"Hannah, can you do me a favor and pair your phone with his chastity cage?"

"I can do that?"

"For the first few minutes, it enters a diagnostic mode, so anyone can access it. After that, only his keyholder will have the necessary administrative permissions."

"Right," Hannah said. That made sense to her. She pulled out her phone, and then she saw a notification at the top of her app's display. A new device had been detected, and did she wish to connect? She hit the Yes icon.

"Can you see his location?"

"I can," Hannah said after just a few taps of her screen.

"And can you tighten or loosen his cage?"

"Is that really necessary?"

"We want to make sure it works," said the nurse, still without looking over at Isaac.

"Can you feel that?" Hannah asked her friend as she hit a button to tighten the cage. Immediately, his eyes widened, and his fingers pressed down against the palms of his hands.

"Yes!" Isaac squeaked out.

"Don't worry," said the nurse. "It can be very uncomfortable, but it won't do any damage. These devices have been experimented with and perfectly calibrated to ensure discipline without risking harm to the wearer."

"And why do I have to wear it?"

"Fear," said the woman. "It's just primal. A boy, when he can feel his penis or scrotum get squeezed, will automatically have a fear response. It goes straight to the core of his being, and that's what we need here. If you disobey or act out, you need a dose of embarrassment and a reminder. That's why we do this." She seemed to enjoy that particular explanation.

Hannah didn't want to admit it, but she liked it too.

"Can you give him a quick shock?"

"What setting?"

"Let's go with something relatively strong."

Hannah regretted asking. She increased the number, starting at One and moved it to Five. After that, she bit down, her nostrils flared, and she breathed out.

He flinched! There was that sharp jerk of his body, and he yanked against his bonds. "I don't ever need to feel that again!" At least his eyes were watering, and it didn't look like he was going to cry.

"Okay then," said the nurse. "Let's get you out of those restraints, young man. Remember that shock. If you're a very good boy, you make your keyholder happy, and you earn some solid grades, you’ll never need to feel that again."

"Right," he said.

Hannah watched the nurse as she freed her best friend from the restraints. Within a few more minutes, she would lose access to his chastity cage. She wasn't supposed to have feelings about that one way or the other, yet there was that little hint of regret floating around somewhere at the edge of her vision. She did her best to ignore it and turned around as Isaac got dressed again.

Her Other Boy: Hannah

Everything smelled crisp, fresh, and new. The corridors were pristine, their sleek modern design giving off a sense of efficiency and control. Hannah swiped through her Minerva University app as she walked, her heart hammering slightly. The notification was still there, unchanged since she had first seen it after the welcoming ceremony.

Keyholder Assignment: Joel Mercer. His key is waiting in your dorm room.

Using the app, she could track his location. This was just one more feature to help the keyholders with their boys.

She had read about this process before, but now that it was real, she wasn’t quite sure how she felt. There was a weight to it, a responsibility she hadn’t fully anticipated. This wasn’t just about her education—it was about ensuring that the university’s structure functioned as intended. Minerva was more than just a school; it was a social experiment, and she was now an active participant. Out in the wider US, there was sometimes this sense that life was unfair and everyone had to fight hard to win at the expense of others. But at this college, she'd be responsible for this boy.

As she reached the common area of her dormitory, she spotted him immediately. Joel stood near a window, hands shoved in the pockets of his slacks. His posture was stiff, his eyes darting anxiously across the room as if he were afraid to make eye contact with anyone. Several female students strolled past, exchanging amused glances as they noticed him standing alone.

Hannah took a deep breath and approached. “Joel?”

His head snapped toward her, and his cheeks turned a soft shade of pink. “Y-yeah,” he answered, voice quiet. “You must be…Hannah.”

"Hannah Denton," she said and nodded while studying him for a few seconds. He was taller than her but seemed to shrink in on himself, unsure of how to hold his body. He had soft brown hair, a little unkempt, and nervously wide eyes that flickered from her to the floor as though afraid to look her in the face for too long.

She held up her phone. “Looks like I’m your keyholder.”

Joel swallowed hard, nodding quickly. “I—I figured.” He shifted his weight from one foot to the other. “I, um, already got the app installed, so you should be able to access…everything.”

She glanced at the app and scrolled again through her controls. She could check his location, monitor his academic progress, and—of course—control the electronic chastity device he was wearing. She tapped the interface lightly, watching as a new set of options appeared. A small notification confirmed that the system was active, and the physical key was waiting in her dorm room.

Hannah glanced back up at him. “Okay. I think the first thing we need to establish is…are you going to behave for me?”

His lips parted slightly, and for a moment, Joel looked as if he didn’t know how to answer. Then, hurriedly, he nodded. “Yes! Of course. I—I just want to do well here.”

Hannah smiled and worked to project confidence she wasn’t entirely sure she had yet. “Good. Then I’ll make sure you do. I’m going to be the best keyholder I can be, which means keeping you on track, making sure you attend your classes, and ensuring you follow the rules. Does that sound good?”

Joel hesitated for the briefest second, then forced another small, nervous smile. “Yeah. That…that sounds good.”

But there was fear in his eyes. This should've disturbed her; it didn't. Instead, seeing his anxiety did something else to her. Sparks of heat danced at the base of her stomach. Hannah didn't know what that said about her, but she couldn't resist the urge to smile.

Breathing out, she watched him carefully and considered what to say next. There was something fragile about him, something on edge, and she had no intention of making this harder than it already was. She tapped the app again, this time bringing up a list of scheduled check-ins and reminders. His curfew, weekly performance reviews, scheduled fitness assessments—it was all there.

“You’re going to be assigned to a study group too,” she added, swiping through more details. “It looks like I get some say in that, so I’ll make sure you’re with people who can help you succeed.”

Joel nodded quickly. “I appreciate that.”

She tilted her head slightly. “You don’t need to be scared of me, you know.”

He let out a shaky breath. “I know. It’s just…this is a lot. The rules, the…expectations.” He hesitated, then finally forced himself to meet her gaze. “But I’ll do my best.”

Hannah tapped her phone again and closed out the control panel for now. She didn’t want to intimidate him—at least, not yet. “Alright, Joel. Let’s make this a good year.”

He nodded, and though his smile remained, his hands trembled slightly at his sides.

Then she cocked her head to the side, "Should we check to make sure the cage works properly?"

"No?" he squeaked out.

"I think we should," she decided. Overriding his preference felt…incredible.

"When I was back at the school’s clinic, the nurse tested it on me," Joel told her. "It worked. I promise you, it worked."

"I'm sure it did," she replied. "I think I want you to come with me," she told him. "I want you to come back into my dorm room, I want to take some time to give you a real inspection and then we can test the device just to make sure everything works perfectly. I mean, what if it worked for her phone, but not mine?"

"I'm sure that's not going to happen," he protested.

"But how would you know? Are you majoring in electrical engineering? Are you an expert?"

"No, but…" She didn't have to interrupt him. Hannah enjoyed that simple fact. Instead, she placed her hands on her sides and watched him. That piercing gaze was enough to rip through his defiance. He wasn't going to be brave enough to contradict her.

"Exactly," she said. "You need to come with me. Come along, Joel." There was something strange about her phrasing, she knew. And yet, this still felt like playing some sort of game. She turned and walked out. Moments later, they were both outside, and she didn't even have to glance over her shoulder to see him scurrying behind her like an eager little puppy dog.

"You can walk next to me," she chided him.

"Right," he said, speeding up. As they strolled across the campus, Hannah kept scanning across the different concrete paths as she searched for the different signs indicating the way back to her dorm. She had just barely dropped off her stuff, but she was looking forward to enjoying a private room. For the girls, this was pretty common. Most of the dorm suites were set up with a common room, two bathrooms, a kitchen, and three or four bedrooms attached. It was a good system.

"Tell me about yourself," she instructed.

"What would you like to know?"

"Do you like playing video games?"

"Yes," he said. "I guess?"

"What kind?"

"Puzzles, RPGs, and first-person shooters," he told her.

"What's your favorite RPG?"

He named one, and it sounded like it came from some foreign language. "It’s Japanese," he told her. "Basically, it's a tactical game. You spend most of your time trying to figure out how you want to deploy your troops. I prefer the turn-based games."

"Right," she said. "How much do you play?"

"I'm not sure?"

"You're going to have to look that up," she said. "I want you focused on your classes. That means you still get to play, but I'm going to be carefully monitoring your grades and play times. You know your teachers will be updating your grades every week, right?"

"I know," he admitted.

"If I see anything I don't like, do you know what happens?"

"What happens?"

Hannah enjoyed this. She was surprised by that. On some level, she kept expecting some twinge of guilt. Seriously, she had always hated it when guys, whether her age or older, talked down to her. But right then and there, it was so easy to do it with Joel. He seemed like a sweet enough boy, but she was going to take her responsibilities seriously. Along the way, she was going to have fun with it. With every step, she faced that fact. She thought of telling him the truth, only she stifled that point. She held it back, mostly because he didn't need to know. It was going to be her responsibility to project a sense of professional detachment. She was doing this for his own good. She did this because he needed it.

"You lose your gaming privileges," she said.

"Privileges?" Joel spat out the word like he didn't like it.

"That's right," she said. When they finally came to the entrance of her dorm building, she stopped before taking out her phone to access the door. "From now on, you’re entitled to your games. I don't care what things were like back home. This is how things are going to work here. Tell me you understand."

He locked his teeth together although he didn't say anything. And even if his expression remained mostly neutral, she could see how his jaw tightened. There were those adorable little bulges at the sides of his cheeks.

One and two and three and four seconds went by, but she didn't stop. She continued to watch him. They were waiting right there in front of the door, and he probably assumed the awkward silence would be enough to break her resolve. If so, he must not have liked the result because she kept watching him. Silently, she counted, she waited for him to yield.

"I understand," he finally told her.

"Good boy," she said, watching as he winced again.

Good boy. The phrase was demeaning, humiliating, and infantilizing. With just those two syllables, she felt as though she had stripped away some of his independence. In fact, she was thinking about another math teacher who had a penchant for congratulating the boys in his classes with something like, "Great job! That was a really hard equation." When one of the young women in his classes got an answer right, he always flashed a similar smile before calling out, "Good girl!"

Joel noticed.

Although he didn't say anything, Hannah could tell.

She sensed that frustration radiate off of him, like he didn't know how to react to those words. They were “technically” complimentary; they were positive. Beneath that veneer of encouragement, however, she talked to him like he really was just a pet. Between her attitude with him and the chastity cage underneath his pants, Joel was probably having a hard time embracing his usual sense of confidence. After all, it didn't matter what the feminists or psychologists said. Sociologists could go on and on about how gender was an arbitrary construct, one constrained by the cultural norms of any given community. Those points didn't matter because he was a guy, and guys were supposed to be aggressive, strong, and certain. Even when they didn't know what they were talking about, they frequently had a penchant for offering up their uneducated opinions.

They took the elevator up to the third floor, got off, she escorted him to her suite. They passed a couple of other girls as they made their way through the common room, and she unlocked her last door. There, she saw the envelope on her desk. It would contain that the key to his chastity cage.

"Are you ready to begin?"

"Do we really have to do this?"

"We do," she answered. "And don't worry. I already saw one boy naked today. So it's okay. Let's begin with a simple test of obedience. Go ahead and take off your clothes." She did it. She really said that. Obedience. All at once, she decided she really liked that word, especially when Joel grimaced. He was handsome, and suddenly she was wondering exactly what he'd look like without his shirt on.

"Seriously?"

"Seriously," she told him. "Now do it." Again, she was surprised by the tone of her voice. It wasn't exactly the inflection. Instead, it was the ease with which she talked to him. She thought of high school, group projects, and seeing different guys in her classes. She thought of how much trouble they had given her at different points over the course of her academic career. Only now, with Joel, there was this new infusion that seemed to run through her veins. It was unadulterated confidence, but it didn't matter whether or not she made a mistake because she was going to win.

This was amazing!

As fresh energy sprang throughout her body, he seemed to shrink in on himself just a tiny bit. But then he began to strip, removing those layers. Unlike Isaac, Joel seemed to take his time. He kept his eyes aimed down and moved slowly, like it required extra effort to get his limbs and hands and fingers to move properly. Little by little, however, he revealed more of himself. In the meantime, she watched. Her eyes slid along his shoulders, down his arms, over his chest, to his stomach, the glinting chastity cage, and his legs.

This was fun! With a sly smirk, she asked, "You work out?"

"A little bit," he said. "Not really."

"From now on, you’re going to work out three days a week," she said. "It doesn't have to be anything extreme, but I want you on a treadmill for at least twenty minutes each time." She didn't know exactly where those numbers came from, but they sounded right to her.

"But…that’s not fair," he said.

"Why not?" Hannah asked him. Her eyes narrowed slightly. "You need to remember, I'm responsible for your well-being. That means more than just academics."

"But you can just dictate when I have to work out," he shot back. Apparently, the instructions began to press down on him, so now he had to struggle to accept her authority.

"Let's try this," she said. "I'm going to inspect you. I want to make sure the chastity cage is on nice and tight. If you don't do exactly what I say, I'm going to make sure it's a little bit tighter for the rest of the night. Is that what you want, Joel? Is that what you need?" This new inflection left no doubt: unless he really intended to test her patience, he needed to be far more cooperative.

Her locked boy sucked in a breath, tightened his teeth again, and glared at her. He didn't say anything, however.

"Lift your hands behind your head, place your fingers together, and close your eyes."

"You're joking," he said.

At this point, Hannah decided to test the device. She had her phone out, she brought up the app, and she opened the right menu. Then she decreased the size of the tube around his shaft; simultaneously, she tightened the rings. She didn't know how those sliding components worked, but he suddenly had less room in that chastity cage of his!

He squirmed, and it was amazing to watch that jolt of fear dart across his face as he stumbled back, like he thought he’d be able to escape those sensations if he just moved fast enough.

Obviously, it didn't work, not when he took his prison with him.

"Am I making myself clear?" Hannah asked.

Breathing hard now, Joel had bent forward. Tentatively, he raised his gaze toward her. For just a second or two, something blazed along his mouth and up toward his eyes. Then he suppressed it. Apparently, he was a pretty smart boy, so he understood that challenging his keyholder would be a very, very bad idea, especially after what she’d just done.

Reluctantly, he lifted his arms, laced his fingers, shut his eyes, and waited.

"Don't move," she said. "Don't try to say anything. Just relax while I inspect you."

His body remained rigid; he didn't move a single muscle or joint as she started to circle him. Then she reached out, and she didn't just touch him with the back of her hands like this was a petting zoo. Instead, she brushed her fingers along his neck, and a strange idea occurred to her. Maybe she had witnessed a couple of girls joking about this back at the orientation, or maybe it just came down to something someone said in one of the clips she had watched about Minerva University. Either way, she wondered what Joel would've looked like with a dog collar around his neck and a leash attached. More than that, she started thinking about holding onto a leash and escorting him between the buildings, which would make it abundantly clear to everyone who saw him that she had trained him thoroughly.

Truthfully, Hannah couldn't decide whether or not that idea was really supposed to appeal to her quite this much. Another flutter of excitement rushed through her body. Maybe she didn't have a good answer, but part of her really, really wanted to find out for herself.

She pushed that idea aside, came up behind him, and stopped. Technically, she was supposed to be inspecting his chastity cage. Instead, she reached down with both of her hands, placed her palms on his butt, and squeezed. His muscles contracted, and she loved the way the heat seemed to roll off of him. Next, she moved her fingers down between his shoulder blades, along his flanks, and up toward his chest. Finally, she let go. She circled him, stopping in front of him. Then she eventually looked down at his chastity cage.

The nurse had done a good job; it was locked on. In fact, another question occurred to her. Nibbling on the inside of her mouth, Hannah crossed her arms over her chest, and she wondered whether or not this was going to be a good idea.

The idea of chastity had certainly sparked a seemingly infinite number of firestorms online. Most social media platforms derived a great deal of revenue from making the users angry; rage drove engagement, which helped sell ads. (Maybe this was why some people actually accused Minerva University of being a front for the social networks.) Despite this, the assumption had always been clear: a boy, once locked up, wouldn't be able to remove his cage. But was that really true?

"You can open your eyes now," she said.

He obliged and saw her with one hand pressed against her face as she tapped a finger against her cheek.

From there, Hannah said, "Try to remove your chastity cage."

"What? Why?"

"Because I’m curious, and I bet it's pretty uncomfortable. It's pretty uncomfortable, isn't it? So then you’d want to take it off, wouldn’t you?"

"Yeah," he admitted.

"And I bet you really, really want to take it off right now, don't you?"

"Yes," he said, almost hissing the word.

"Then this is your opportunity," she told him. "I promise, if you take it off successfully, you won't get into any trouble."

"You’ll just put it back on me, won't you?"

"No," she replied. "I would actually take you back to the nurse, and she would get you a better chastity cage. But if anyone seriously suggested punishing you, I would step up for you, Joel. I’d make sure that you didn't get in trouble because you’re doing exactly what I told you to do."

"What if I don't want to?"

"Then we test out the shocking functions a little earlier than planned," she replied. "We also test them a lot more than planned." After that, she flashed him a bright smile. It felt good. It genuinely felt good, like she was teasing him, but she also loved the way the excitement simmered through her.

In that instant, he licked his lips, and it was pretty obvious that he wanted to accuse her of an idle threat. It wasn't. More than that, he could sense it. She saw the realization spread across his face.

"Fine," he groused.

"Go on," she told him like she didn't care about his tone. It didn't matter if he tried to resist her, nor did she worry about his resentment.

He locked his teeth together again, reached down, and he found that metallic band around the base of his balls and at the root of his cock. Then he exhaled, and he clenched his eyes shut as he tried to slide it off. His brows furrowed, and he was concentrating hard. Even though he didn't look, he used his sense of touch to get a better sense of what might work.

Taking sharp little breaths, he worked out of the chastity cage. He squirmed nervously, pulling and tugging, leaning forward, and rotating his hips as he did his best.

All at once, she couldn't help herself. Hannah took out her phone, and she started to record this.

Eventually, he glanced up. Maybe he sensed some shift in the air. If so, he probably didn't want to be right, especially when his eyes widened, and his lips parted. She burst out laughing; she couldn't help herself! Hannah was having so much fun with him!

Finally, he practically shouted, "I can't get it off!"

"No," she said. "You can't."

"Please. It is so tight now. Please, can you make it just a little bit looser?"

"That depends," she replied.

Frantic, he needed to know, "On what? What does it depend on?" The words gushed out of his mouth.

"Your attitude," she said. "Are you going to cooperate? When I tell you to do something, are you going to obey me every single time without any hesitation?" The words still sounded so strange, exotic, and misplaced. Then again, she knew that was exactly what she meant. She expected him to obey her. At this school, she was a girl, and he was a boy, so that meant she outranked him.

"I'm already naked," he said. "And you told me to try to take off the chastity cage, and I tried to take it off just what you wanted."

"That's not good enough," she said.

Right away, he understood what she meant. She could see it in the way his bottom lip tensed. Then he glanced toward the ceiling, probably like he hoped to find some other answer or solution to his problem.

"Fine. I will obey," he said. The words sounded awkward and stilted as they left his mouth.

"Perfect," she replied. "Now, get down on your knees in front of me," she said.

If he hesitated, she couldn't really tell. Maybe there was a fraction of a second there when he needed to consider what he was going to do, or perhaps he had to override his natural instincts as a defiant young man. Either way, he still got down on his knees in front of her.

"I'm going to shock you," she said. "We need to make sure it works, don't we?"

He answered with silence.

"Don't we?" Hannah asked.

"Don't make me say it," he complained.

"Why not?" Hannah asked. "It's important that you understand what we’re doing. Just as importantly, you need to understand why."

He looked up. "Because you're a sadistic bitch?" Joel growled under his breath. He was just a college boy, yet he probably hadn’t summoned the most indignant language he could. He probably hadn't thought about it, yet he let those words fly nonetheless. And now, he was going to pay for it.

The room went silent again. She was staring at him, only now she could feel that cold fury radiate off of her, especially when she asked with a clipped and sharpened tone, "What did you just say to me, Joel?"

"Nothing," he blurted out. "I didn't say anything. I swear, that was just a mistake."

"You know, I was just going to give you a quick little shock on the lowest setting. I think now we need to do a quick test. Stay on your knees, bow your head down, and tell me the truth. What did you say?"

Despite the threat, he still wasn't able to yield to her authority. At this point, he probably assumed that he’d get into even more trouble if he admitted it. Instead, he was going to lie to her. She knew exactly what he had said. She had heard those words, and now they almost seemed to reverberate against her eardrums. He called her a bitch. Here, at this college, he had dared to use that kind of language with her.

Dumb mistake.

"Nothing," he told her. "I didn't say anything."

At least he didn't suggest that she had only imagined it. For a very long time (across literal centuries), too many men had suggested that the women around them were just hysterical. It was so easy to denigrate female intelligence.

She increased the setting on her school app. "Are you sure about that?"

More frantic than should the necessary, he called out to her, "Yes! I didn't say anything!"

"Lying to me isn't a good idea," she informed him.

"I'm not lying!"

If she had only been observing, then maybe Hannah would have been impressed by his reticence. After all, there was something almost remarkable about his ability to cling to that idea. "I'm increasing the setting again," she said carefully. It went past five, six, seven...The digits increased with each gentle tap of her fingertip against the screen.

"Want to try again?"

"Please," he said, glancing up at her. "I'm serious. I didn't say anything. I don't know what you heard, but I didn't say anything!"

For just a second there, Hannah seriously considered whether or not it had genuinely been her imagination, yet the memory was clear, and she wasn't going to let this boy talk down to her. Across Minerva University, she wondered whether or not that would be an issue. For so long, the men of the world, the lords of the patriarchy, had worried about female manipulation. Hannah saw it again and again in Hemingway, Shakespeare, Hawthorne, and works by other great authors. The men made their points; if the women around them dared to disagree, then it was always a question of intelligence, insight, or perception. Meanwhile, men always enjoyed the privileged position of somehow having a reliable point of view.

"Let's try this," she said and shocked him.

By simply tapping her finger against the screen, she sent the signal. It flew from her phone to the chastity cage between his legs, and the electricity blasted along his nerves. He jerked his head up, eyes wide get unseeing. Then she grabbed him by his hair. It felt so good. She had always been fascinated by boys' hair, so she had this firm grip, and she yanked, and he grimaced again. His eyes narrowed and shined.

"You didn't like that, did you?"

"No," he said.

"No, Miss," she corrected him. Truthfully, she didn't even know where that term came from. It made her sound like a kindergarten teacher. She didn't care. She wanted that authority over this boy. Simultaneously, she secretly loved the idea of making him feel small and helpless in front of her, especially since he was already down on his knees (where he belonged).

"Did you say something inappropriate?"

Remarkably, he still held onto his lie. "No, I didn't! Please, you have to believe me!"

"Liar," she said. "The first one was set for eight. Let's try ten."

Releasing his hair, she increased the intensity. Again, it was so fast and so easy. "Ten," she announced.

Remarkably, this boy sneered at her. For just a second there, she was tempted to laugh. Those impulses surprised her. It was strange to think that she could be both annoyed and entertained at the same time. Then again, she understood something that this boy clearly hadn't figured out yet: she was going to win.

That particular idea glowed beautifully behind her eyes, and she loved it! In high school, she had pumped so much effort into her classes and extracurriculars. Each time, she hadn't known whether or not she was going to be successful. When it her came down to that final application letter, some random quiz in math or a big test in English, she couldn't be sure what was going to happen. Obviously, she always worked hard, but there was that edge of uncertainty at all times. But right then and there, with this chastity-locked boy on his knees in front of her, she was going to win.

It wasn't a question. The doubts scattered, and she was even tempted to laugh out, "Let's just go straight to twenty!" She had seen the warnings; while the chastity cages had been perfectly calibrated to prevent any kind of long-term damage, the maximum force of the energy would be insanely painful. It was the kind of punishment that was only supposed to be used under "extreme cases of disobedience or bad behavior".

Hannah let go, she stepped back, and she raised the phone.

His eyes narrowed as he glared at her. Clearly, it was like he just wanted to burn her down with nothing but the heat from her stare. At some other place or time, that might have been genuinely intimidating. Then again, there was something about Joel's boyish face that made it hard for her to take him seriously. If he had been older, then maybe he would have been able to intimidate her. Then again, she was fully dressed while he was naked and there on his knees! Not only that, she loved seeing the glinting chrome façade of his chastity cage.

His most important body part had been imprisoned.

No matter what else happened, she could always rely on that one single point. It granted her a kind of confidence she had never known before. After all, the systems that Minerva University were designed for her success.

Knowing this, she didn't worry about what happened next as she tapped the screen. She had that icon, and the signal jumped.

Remarkably, he tried so hard to hold out. This boy had gotten angry, she could tell. He struggled hard to keep his expression neutral, like he didn't care what happened, only then she watched as he winced again, his features crumpling as the frustration mixed with that blast of pain. His lips parted, and he let out a sharp gasp. Suddenly, he was almost jumping up onto his feet before gravity yanked him right back down again, and he found himself braced on his knuckles and knees.

Crouching down and still savoring her authority, Hannah extended her hand, and she stroked the underside of his chin. "What's wrong? You didn't like that? You didn't like getting punished? I mean, that's what happens when you disobey me. I'm your keyholder, Joel. You need to understand that. I don't care what you thought when you first enrolled here. This is where you are, and I expect good behavior. So now, what did you do before?"

"I spoke out of turn," he said.

"Yes," she agreed. "You did. And what should happen now?"

"What?"

"What should happen now?" Hannah asked, her voice clear and certain.

"I, I don't understand."

"Are you sure about that?"

Adorably, genuine panic seemed to spread across his face. She loved the way his eyes got wide as his lips parted, but he still couldn't think of what to say. Feeling generous, she said, "Let me give you a little hint. You spoke out of turn, and you said something inappropriate. What should happen when boys say something inappropriate?"

"You're joking…" Joel said.

"No," she replied with a slow shake of her head. "I'm not joking at all. When you act out, you get punished."

"You can't be serious," he said. "You already stripped me naked, and now I'm wearing this stupid thing, and you just…" He couldn't finish the sentence. Obviously, he wanted to, yet something held him back. The words seemed to evaporate at the back of his throat.

"I shocked you," she said. "And you needed it. So what are we going to do about your punishment, Joel?"

This time, he refused to answer. With his head hanging down, it was so easy for him to just face the carpeted floor and to hide from her determined gaze.

"Okay," she said. "If you're feeling reluctant, let's give you three more quick shocks, and then we can talk about your punishment."

"Wait, no!" He raised his head and already started to jump back up onto his feet.

Since she had the phone in her hand, it was so easy to discipline him! It hardly required any effort at all! Her fingertip came down, and she delivered one blast of electricity, then another and another after that!

He jolted, dropping to his knees, shoving his elbows against his sides, bringing up his arms and tightening his fingers into fists. At the same time, he inclined his head again. He let out those quick little squawks of dismay, one after another, all while she smiled down at him.

This really was so easy!

Better yet, she saw the acquiescence settle across his face once it was done.

He was breathing hard, and she saw something amazing etched there on his face: fear. For a moment, she expected to feel bad. Maybe there was supposed to be some reluctance or twinge of conscience. If so, Hannah didn't feel it. Instead, she marveled as this sense of energized awe coursed along her body. She could feel it behind her eyes, along her bottom lip, down her neck and straight into the core of her being. Her fingertips almost tingled.

In an instant, she was even tempted to deliver some arbitrary and capricious punishments.

Puffing out her cheeks, she resisted the urge. She fought back that temptation and simply watched him.

"Do you have something to say to your keyholder?"

"I'm sorry," he gushed out.

"More," she demanded.

He sucked in a breath, sharp and desperate. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry about what I said before. It was a stupid move."

"Was it a stupid boy move?"

"Yes," Joel said. "It was a stupid boy move."

When she had first escorted him back to her dorm room, Hannah had genuinely believed that she just wanted to explore his cage and to test out the device. But now, she was teaching this boy an important lesson, and she couldn't bring herself to stop.

"Good," she said. "I'm glad you can learn. So…how should we punish you?"

"Punishment?"

"Yes," she said. "How should we punish you? You said something really inappropriate."

"But you already shocked me…?"

"True," she acknowledged. "But I only had to do that because you were lying to me." She snapped her fingers and pointed right at him. "Oh, that reminds me. Not only did you insult your keyholder, but you tried to lie to me as well. Is that acceptable?"

This time, he made a much smarter decision. "No," Joel told her. "That's not acceptable."

"Why not? Why shouldn't you lie to your keyholder?" Keyholder. Little by little, that word seemed to take on new meaning.

"I don't know," he said.

"Sit up straight," she said. "Stay on your knees and hold your hands behind your back."

He obeyed!

Savoring that delicious heat that seemed to thrum along her body, she reached down again, she brushed her fingers along his cheek before touching his chin. She gently pinched him, "Joel, this is important. I want you to listen very carefully. Like I said before, I'm responsible for your well-being. It's my job to make sure that you do well at this school. You know what that means?"

"I have to get good grades?"

"That's part of it," she said.

"I have to stay healthy?"

"That's another part of it," she told him with a knowing nod.

Clearly, there was something else. He struggled. He was fighting hard to figure it out, yet the ideas refused to form for him. She smiled, encouraging him. More than that, she wanted him to understand that she could be patient, so long as he made it clear that he was still doing his very best.

"I don't know," he finally said before, bracing himself.

"Don't worry," she replied. "There's nothing wrong with asking questions. If you don't know, what should you do?"

"What else does it mean for you to be my keyholder?"

"I'm responsible for training you, and that means you have to do what I say. There's a reason why you’re wearing that chastity cage. I'm sure it won't be long before you’re begging me for the chance to get out of it, but a little bit of pain might be necessary sometimes. I wish that wasn't true, but we’ve already seen how you can misbehave." She didn't need to say this next part, yet the words came to her, and she didn't want to just swallow them down. All at once, she started thinking about high school again, her different classes, and those dumb yet smug boys who had always mistakenly believed they knew what they were talking about. Even when they were guessing, they so often spoke with that brazen certainty, like the universe would bless them with some undeserved wisdom on the basis of their sex alone. "That's why you need this, isn't it? That's what you need me to help you."

For several fractions of a second there, he had clearly wanted to argue with her. His mouth opened wider, and he got ready to shape those words and to disagree. Then he reconsidered it. Perfect, she thought. This boy was learning! She'd only had him here for a few minutes, but she could see those first steps of his evolution. "Yes," Joel finally said to her. "That's why I'm here. I need this." His voice remained devoid of any enthusiasm, but she didn't care. He was saying it. He was really saying it!

"Good boy," she replied, brushing her fingers through his hair again. That casual intimacy continued to excite her. "So I want you to go into that corner right there, I want you to stand, hold your hands behind your back, and don't dare defy me." As she made that last point, a different temptation seemed to wiggle around and deep within her.

"Yes, Miss," he said.

Miss. As he used to honorific, he seemed to demote himself, like he understood just how inferior he had become within the walls of this institution.

Her boy rose to his feet. She admired his naked buttocks, the contours of his legs, and the shape of his shoulders.

Then he was standing there, in the corner of the room, and she said, "Don't turn around."

"No, Miss," he agreed. "I won't turn around."

"Good," she said. Just as that breath left her mouth, she bit down on her lower lip again. Hesitation and doubt still simmered at the base of her stomach; a little shiver ran down the back of her neck, all while she considered exactly what she was going to do next. Then an idea occurred to her. Or maybe it was instinct. Either way, she glanced over at her new bed, and she contemplated exactly what was going to happen next.

If she just wanted to behave like any other college girl, she could have pulled out her phone, started scrolling, and relaxed for a few minutes while he soaked into the reality of his new status. As a boy, he needed to do it. She grinned; as a boy, he had to be compliant and docile. Although she really enjoyed those ideas, that other temptation still niggled at the back of her brain, reminding her of what she could do next. She didn’t have to play with her phone. Instead, she could…

For the next few seconds, Hannah watched Joel as he remained there, trapped in place and bound by the invisible bonds of his obedience.

He was doing it; he was really doing exactly as she said. It didn't matter how embarrassing or humiliating he found this to be. He still complied with her wishes because she was in charge.

She was his keyholder.

Smiling there for another second, Hannah shook her head and tried to dismiss that exotic glee. Seriously, she has never experienced anything like this before. Even back in high school, she had joined those group projects, and she invariably took control, but she always had to wonder how much she could trust any of her classmates. This was different. With Joel, she could have ordered him to turn around, and he would have obeyed. She could have snapped her fingers and told him to get down on his knees; again, he would have done exactly what she wished.

This was amazing, she told herself. It seemed so remarkable, like a new kind of game, one she had never known existed before. And yet, it was enough to unfurl something hidden but perhaps waiting deep within her.

This was her room, and he was locked in a chastity cage, one only she could access. Consequently, she tore open the small envelope left behind on her desk, pulled out the key, and held it tight in her hand. Then she carefully placed it in one of the drawers underneath her bed. Along the way, she watched him.

Curiosity may have dragged at him, but Joel was smart enough not to make a mistake. He didn't turn around, he didn't ask any questions, and he didn't try to argue. He was smart enough to remain pliant and obedient. If his keyholder told him to stay in the corner, then he had to remain in the corner.

Still feeling like she could get in trouble, she pushed herself up onto the bed, she spread her legs, and she ran her fingers down along her inner thigh, then over the fabric of her jeans. She pressed down. She couldn't believe she was doing this. Still, there was that friction, the pressure, and it seemed to unlock something within her. She leaned against the headboard, but she pushed down with her two middle fingers. Second by second, she nibbled on the inside of her mouth. She bit down on her lower lip, held her breath, and tried to stay silent.

Hannah still didn’t expect it as the sparkling arousal danced through her body. It shot like this electric current; it had only been waiting for her, and now she could enjoy herself! Clenching her eyes shut, she started to breathe a little faster as she kept touching herself. This wasn't real masturbation. She hadn't slipped her hand down into her panties, but she could still rub and massage herself. At the same time, another reality started to soak into her.

This was real, it was happening, and she had actual control over another person. Then again, he was a boy, and he had come to the school, so he had known exactly what was going to happen. Or if he had dismissed those ideas and declarations as hyperbole, then it was his fault. He should have known better. Either way, it was her responsibility to take care of him, to train him, to tame him…

That last term seemed so perfect and only amplified her building ecstasy. As she rubbed herself, her hands pressing down, she didn't think she could really climax. It should have been impossible. But now, the concept of "taming" a boy triggered something else, something primal and irresistible. She loved this. She wanted to touch herself. On another level, she wanted to tell him to turn around so he could watch all of this. She wanted to make him do it!

Some other sense of decorum held her back. Like so many girls, she had been soaked in a patriarchal concept of appropriate behavior. The double standards were there, even if she could identify them, she couldn't just shrug them off.

So instead, she kept glancing over at him, and she knew she could have jerked her hand back from between her legs.

But she didn't have to…

That boy didn't understand what was going on.

She was touching herself and savoring this so much. As her fingers moved, Hannah had to wonder whether or not he could pick up on the ragged sounds of her breath. Maybe he was trying to lose himself to some other idea. Or maybe he knew exactly what was happening; if so he also understood he couldn't stop her.

His keyholder embraced her new status. She could punish him, train him, confine him to his room or some small part of campus. Heck, she could have set the boundaries to a single closet, trapping him there like a piece of cleaning equipment.

She grinned, and she knew he would do anything and everything she said. All of those different ideas swirled and spun within the depths of her imagination. Excitement morphed to bliss, and she kept rubbing herself, harder and faster. She moved her fingers down again and again. Getting that right angle proved to be more difficult, especially when she was almost seated upright. It didn't matter. She clenched her eyes shut for a moment, pressed down again, got the right angle, enjoyed that perfect pulse of pressure, and suddenly it exploded through her frame.

It was one quick, shivering orgasm. Behind her eyelids, she forgot about the school, her new dorm room, everything, including that boy. Instead, there was just that sense of power and authority. There was the underlying knowledge that she was in control.

Then it was done, and she leaned back.

Remarkably, her heart was pounding, and she could feel the heat play along her cheeks and down her neck. Her nipples had stiffened, and there was definitely that moisture right between her legs. She grinned. She smirked. She couldn't help it. She shook her head, and she didn't know what to do for a few seconds.

"Can I turn around now?"

"Not yet," Hannah told him.

She expected a question, some defiance or something else. Instead, he remained timid in his corner. Apparently, his outburst of defiance from before had been very short-lived. Then again, she genuinely wondered how long a boy could try to resist when he wore that special device between his legs. She thought of the electrical blasts. In truth, her understanding of the device was purely academic. Even if she took classes that talked about mechanical engineering involved in the chastity cage he wore, she wasn't going to experience it for herself. Or even if she had, it would be purely voluntary. Not only that, no one else would be able to decide when or how she might be released.

But she could do that for him. She could do that, and she could train him. Again, she thought of that delicious word. She could "tame" him. She could tame him like he was a disobedient little puppy dog. She could take this wild animal and give him all of the discipline he needed. He could civilize him in an entirely new way…

Hannah rolled off the mattress, stood, and smoothed out her shirt. She stretched her arms behind her back for a couple of seconds. Finally, she straightened her back and declared, "You can turn around now."

Moving tentatively, Joel clearly didn't know exactly what had happened. There was that entertainingly befuddled expression on his face, maybe he had an idea, only he couldn't bring himself to believe it. Good, she thought.

Once he obeyed, she realized something. She wasn't embarrassed about what she had just done. On the contrary, it felt right and good and natural. She had enjoyed herself, and that was her right, so it wasn't like she had to worry about what he thought. As a girl, Hannah didn't even need to be concerned with the possibility that he might have tried to spread rumors about her or something. This was not high school. This was so much bigger and better. More importantly, the women at the school could come together. They were unified against the boys and their bad behaviors.

Besides, if he told anyone, and if she heard about it, he would be the one to suffer those consequences.

So, clearly, it was in his best interest to stay quiet.

"Do you have something to say for yourself?"

"No, Miss," he said.

"Good," she replied. "So what should we do about your punishment?"

"You already shocked me," he said.

"I did," she conceded. "But that was just a test."

His eyes widened, and it was obvious he wished he could have asked the obvious question. He probably wanted to say something like, "A test? Again? You have to be kidding me!" It was true. She’d been playing with him.

Hannah wasn't kidding; she wasn't teasing him either. Instead, she watched him, her gaze going cold and sharp as she enjoyed the way he squirmed there on her feet. This was power, she knew. This was how it really tasted. As a high school girl, she had always listened to her teachers; she had never wielded this kind of authority. Perhaps that have been one reason why she had focused so hard on her schoolwork. When she earned those good grades, she felt like she could make the world work correctly.

This time, she didn’t have to try, not when she had that app on her phone. Plus, there was the key in her drawer…

"You still need to be punished," she told him when he couldn't bring himself to speak. "I'm thinking spanking would be appropriate."

"You're joking," he said. Immediately, he pursed his lips into a frustrated little pout. He looked like he had just eaten something obnoxiously sour. It was cute, she decided.

"I'm not joking," she replied. "In fact, I think this should be pretty easy.” She was seated on the edge of her bed now, and she casually patted her lap. "Come over here."

His eyes went wide, and he quickly shook his head from side to side. On some level, he probably needed to suggest that this was a joke, that she couldn't be serious, and that she was just messing around. If so, he suppressed those responses, especially because he must've been able to reach the certainty on her face.

And that was really what she felt. She loved it. She basked in it. As a girl, there had always been these different questions. What was she supposed to wear? How was she supposed to speak? Insecurity had dogged her from middle school to high school and onward. But now, in this room, with this boy, she could let that go.

"Come here," she ordered. Her voice sliced through the air, and he started moving! He really did it! Again, that sense of triumph and power rushed through her. She felt as though she had conquered him. Technically, she hadn't done anything in particular. She just issued a couple of commands while she had every advantage. Even so, that still felt like victory. And she loved it…

He came closer, and she grew bolder. She had rarely touched guys before. She'd hugged Isaac a few times, but there had often been the barrier of "appropriate behavior" between them, like a boy and a girl always had to be extremely careful about getting trapped in one another's gravity.

With Joel, Hannah didn't have to worry about that. After all, she was his keyholder. Intimacy of a certain flavor was going to be natural and obvious and inevitable. With her fingers tight around his wrist, she yanked and forced him right across her lap. Remarkably, he fell into position, so now he was facedown.

Beautiful.

Truthfully, he was heavier than she had expected. It wasn't like he was a big guy, but there was just something about having an actual boy spread out across her lap like this that surprised her. He was warmer too; the heat of his body started to seep into her jeans. Again, she didn't care. Instead, she took a few more seconds to enjoy herself.

She scratched at his back, his butt and thighs. He shivered; not only that, she noticed the little bumps that appeared along his shoulders and upper his neck. "Are you scared right now?" Hannah should have known the answer. "Are you scared of me right now?" As a petite girl, that wasn't supposed to be a real issue. If anything, she was supposed to be nervous around him. A little bit of technology could change all of that, however.

"Yes," he admitted, his voice shaking.

"Good," she replied right before she grabbed his ass and tightened her fingers. Her nails dug down into his skin. Then she pulled her hand up into the air, flattened her palm, and enjoyed that second. She was doing this. She was really doing it!

She struck once.

"I bet you're going to be a lot more careful with what you say," she said.

Hannah hadn't asked him a question, but Joel still called out, "Yes, Miss!" At least, he made the attempt.

Her hand flashed down again, and she struck with as much force as she could manage. She wanted to imagine her hand slashing through the air. She struck again! There was that clap of sound, and another rush of pleasure ran through her body. She didn't think she was supposed to be vicious like this, but it felt so good!

Besides, she was a smart girl; she could rationalize all of this. He needed it. He needed to be reset. He needed to understand how things were going to work here. That old quote came back to mind, "Spare the rod and spoil the child." She could have revised it so easily, "Spare the spanking and spoil the boy." Frankly, she liked this version more.

She struck again, her hand flashing down and clapping hard against his pert ass as it started to glow pink. She had done that! This was really happening, and she had done that!

"Are you going to behave yourself?" Hannah demanded.

"Yes, Miss!"

"Are you going to be a good boy around campus? Are you going to be a good reflection on me?"

"Yes, Miss!"

Thorough and vicious and playful all at the same time, she struck three more times, two on the right, another on the left, and she grinned. He was breathing hard and fast, his body tight with frustration. Or maybe he was still trying to catch up, like he wasn't sure what to do about the sparks of pain that lanced between his nerves.

"How?"

Her monosyllabic question waited there on the air for this boy to answer. He needed to do something. He had to speak. He had to understand that if he didn't, there’d be consequences, and they'd sting just as badly as before.

"I asked you a question, Joel," she reminded him. Casually, she slid her fingers along his exposed skin. She touched the back of his neck, that spot between his shoulder blades, then down along his legs. She traced her fingers along his flesh as she enjoyed herself, if only because she was fascinated by the male form. Although she has mostly satisfied herself before, there was still something so alluring about having him right there.

"I'll be good," he promised her.

She smacked his ass! Once the sound dissipated from the air, she nibbled on her tongue and shook her head with obvious disappointment. Maybe he couldn't see her while he faced to the floor, but she still said, "Here's something you're going to learn in college. Specificity is important." Hannah sounded almost professorial as she spoke, like maybe she would decide to be a teacher someday. Or maybe she would just become a boy trainer. Was that a job? She certainly hoped so, and she was sure that a woman like Rebecca Connor would work toward that future. Pushing those fantasies back, she continued, "All too often, people speak, but they don't really say anything. Good? Bad? Those don't mean anything, not unless you can contextualize those words and arrive real meaning." Perhaps she had picked up that point in a book, but she didn't care. She was enlightening him.

"Yes, Miss," he replied automatically.

"So what are you going to do? How are you going to be good?"

"I'll do what I'm told it?" He flinched again, probably thinking her hand would swing down through the air to strike again.

She didn't, not this time. Rather, Hannah smiled. Perhaps he could hear the approval in her voice, "That's right. And?"

"I don't know what to do," he confessed.

She struck three more times, two on the left and another on the right. Once she finished slapping his tightened buttocks, her palm tingled. Within a second or three, Hannah decided she enjoyed that sensation. "So think about it. Think about what you’re going to do in a different situation. When you’re going to class, how are you going to behave?"

"I don't know!"

"What should you do then?"

"Ask?" Clearly, he had braced himself for another spanking.

This time, she didn't deliver. Instead, Hannah decided to educate him instead since that was what this boy so clearly needed anyway.

She smiled for a second, thinking about how they’d originally come into her dorm room just to test the equipment. They had needed to discern whether or not it would function properly. It did. And yet, there was still something about this private session. Once he left, she knew she was going to have even more fun on her own. Theoretically, she should have gone out and spent some time with her roommates. Instead, she had this boy across her lap, and she wasn't going to let go, not until she gave him this lesson. She had responsibilities after all.

"You can ask me," she said. "Whenever you're unsure of yourself, come to me, and I’ll tell you what to do."

There were lots of boys all across the world who would’ve bristled at that kind of advice. Only now, he gulped, and he was nodding, and he told her, "Yes, Miss."

"In class," she told him. "I expect you to be quiet. You wait until a teacher calls on you. You shouldn't cause any trouble whatsoever. Sit in the back, don't get in the way, and let the women around you do what they need to do. After all, do you really need an education?"

"Yes?"

She spanked him.

"No, Miss," he said, instantly changing his answer.

"Why not?"

"Because boys don't have to be educated?"

"No, they don't," she told him. "And before you ask, you’re here to learn how to behave yourself. That's a different kind of education, I suppose, but it's not the same. You need to remember that. The girls are here to learn how to run the world. And why are you here?"

At this point, he must've been thinking about the speeches, the orientation, the public announcements, and the words from Rebecca Connor herself. "I'm here to learn how to follow? I'm here to learn how to support the women around me?"

"Exactly," she told him, grabbing his ass again. "One more time. Repetition is important. It's a good way to help you learn." She made that sound like a helpful study hint.

"I'm here to learn how to follow? I'm here to learn how to support the women around me!"

"Good boy," she said. "One more round, just to make sure you don't forget…" He raised her hand into the air, she got ready, and then she swung down.

Around Campus: Kaelyn and Marvin

A breeze from the vents washed over him as Marvin walked carefully across the dormitory lounge while balancing a steaming cup of tea on a small tray. His hands were steady, but there was an unmistakable tension in his movements. The polished wooden floor reflected the dim, warm lighting from the ceiling fixtures. The distant thrum of conversation and the occasional burst of laughter from other students filled the space, but Marvin barely registered them. His entire focus was on the girl seated in front of him.

Kaelyn sat on the plush couch, legs crossed, phone in hand as she enjoyed some idle scrolling. The soft glow of the screen illuminated her face, making her expression unreadable. Marvin approached with practiced care and set the tray down with measured precision. The ceramic cup rattled slightly against the saucer before settling into place.

“Your tea,” he said softly, standing with his hands behind his back, waiting. He was dressed like any other college boy in his torn jeans and T-shirt, yet he felt like some ridiculous butler.

Kaelyn didn’t look up immediately. She let a few moments pass, drawing out the silence before finally reaching for the cup. She took a slow sip, her lips barely touching the rim. “Perfect,” she said and set it back down with deliberate ease. “Thank you, Marvin.”

He hesitated before speaking again. “Kaelyn...may I ask you something?” He sounded so polite.

She raised an eyebrow but didn’t look away from her phone. “You may.”

Marvin took a small breath and braced himself. “I was hoping you might consider…releasing me. You know, just for a little while.” That was her right and prerogative.

Now she did look up. Kaelyn placed her phone face down on her lap and tilted her head, studying him. “Oh? And why should I do that?”

Marvin had rehearsed his argument over and over, perfecting it in his mind. He straightened his posture and tried to sound as composed as possible. “I’ve followed every rule without question. My grades are high. I’ve done all my assigned tasks without complaint. I bring you drinks, carry your books, and complete every errand you ask of me.”

Kaelyn nodded slowly, tapping a single finger against her knee, her gaze never leaving him. “Go on.”

“I haven’t caused any trouble,” he continued, encouraged by her lack of immediate refusal. “I’ve been respectful, obedient, and I’ve proven that I can be trusted. Surely, I’ve earned some consideration?” He sounded so cute as he spoke.

She let a long silence stretch between them. The sound of distant footsteps echoed down the hallway, but Marvin felt as though the entire world had shrunk to this moment. Kaelyn leaned forward slightly, resting her elbows on her thighs. Her expression remained unreadable.

Finally, she gave a small, thoughtful hum. “You do make some good points,” she admitted. “You have been quite diligent.”

Hope flickered in his chest, tentative but growing.

But then she smiled, sharp and deliberate. “No.”

Marvin’s mouth opened as if he hadn’t fully processed her response. “But—”

She raised a hand, silencing him effortlessly. “If you argue again,” she said lightly, “I’ll leave you locked for another month.” He swallowed hard. His hands clenched slightly at his sides, but he knew better than to push further. His heart pounded as a quiet, sinking feeling settled in his stomach.

“Now,” Kaelyn continued, her voice soft but firm, “thank me for everything I’ve done for you.”

He responded with this brief hesitation. Then, lowering his gaze, Marvin exhaled. “Thank you for everything you’ve done for me.”

She smiled, pleased, and picked up her phone again as if the conversation had already left her mind. “Good boy. Now go fetch me another cup of tea.”

Marvin turned, heading back toward the kitchen, his movements quiet and restrained. He passed a few students along the way, their conversations blurring together into an indistinct hum. He stared straight ahead, his mind racing, his stomach twisting with frustration and resignation.

He wouldn’t ask again.

As he reached the counter, he gripped the edge of the tray, his fingers tightening. The scent of tea leaves filled the air as he prepared another cup. With a slow, steadying breath, he turned on his heel and made his way back.

Isaac’s Keyholder: Isaac and Emily

Come to Room 616, Carson Hall. 8:00 tonight.

When he saw the text message, he wasn't sure exactly what to do. For a second there, it sounded like some kind of prank. He wondered if he’d go there, only for a bunch of upperclassmen to jump him or something. Before those ideas could really germinate into something genuinely scary, Isaac's phone buzzed again.

This is Emily. Your keyholder.

Emily. He saw her name, and he tried to understand exactly who this girl was going to be to him for the next four years. Obviously, she had the status of his keyholder. Her name had appeared on his app

Whether he liked it or not, he had to go. Isaac's worn shoes echoed down the polished concrete corridor of Carson Hall, the sharp smell of institutional cleaning products lingering in the air. He checked the text message again. Room 616. The number felt like a weight in his pocket, a silent reminder of his new role in the grand design of this academic world. His heart thudded against his ribcage like a trapped bird as he approached the door, the anticipation building with every step.

Despite the fear, he thought of Hannah and how she could handle something like this, so he could too.

He raised a trembling hand and knocked, the sound echoing through the emptiness. The anticipation grew thick as he waited, and the silence persisted out like a tightrope. Then, a click, and the door swung open to reveal a girl with long, straight blonde hair and vividly sharp blue eyes. He was hot; he was the kind of girl who could have easily been an influencer. For a moment, he felt lucky. Maybe half-formed fantasies started to flash inside of his head, like he imagined getting to know this girl, spending time with her, asking her out, falling in love, and...She looked him up and down, a flicker of boredom playing across her features. Despite her expression, Isaac gulped back his own desires. In fact, his shaft strained hard against his new chastity cage. It was futile, of course. There was no way for his body to overcome the restraint he now wore.

"You're early," she said, her voice a cool breeze in the hallway.

"I...I'm sorry," he stammered, feeling the weight of his new servitude press down on him. "I didn't want to be late."

Her gaze lingered on him a moment longer before she stepped aside and gestured for him to enter. The room was small but still seemed airy with a single bed, a desk, and a chair, all arranged with military precision. There was something about the way she held herself, something regal that made him feel like he was intruding on sacred space. More than that, he could feel his gaze drawn to her. He didn't know if he wanted to look at her sleek blonde hair or cute nose or those shiny red lips. She had to be wearing lipstick. Even if he knew that, he couldn't ignore that biological imperative as it vibrated at the center of his chest.

"I'm Emily," she said, her voice a soft purr that belied the power she wielded. "I'm your keyholder, and you’re here to clean for me."

Isaac blinked. He didn't understand at first, but he didn't want to look ridiculous either. He nodded, his eyes scanning the room for signs of mess. It was already spotless. "I...yes, I'll get to it right away."

Emily leaned against the desk, her arms crossed over her chest. "Good. And remember, I expect my coffee at 8:30 sharp every morning."

Isaac nodded again, swallowing hard. "Of course."

Her expression remained unreadable as she continued, "And if you can manage to behave, I won't have to waste much time disciplining you."

The words hung in the air, heavy with meaning as that cold shiver rushed down his spine. He forced a smile and tried to appear eager. "I understand. I'll do my best." Again, he thought of Hannah as he did his best to cooperate.

Her eyes searched his face as she looked for something he wasn't sure he had. Then, with a nod, she said, "You may begin."

The door clicked shut behind him, leaving him alone in her private room, the weight of his new responsibilities pressing down on his shoulders. He took a deep breath and tried to ignore the flutter of fear in his stomach. When he glanced over, he saw the cleaning supplies: a bucket, the squeeze bottle filled with blue liquid, and a few towels. He didn't know where he was supposed to get some hot water. Probably her sink. It didn't matter because she had already dismissed him.

First Day Reports: Hannah and Isaac

Isaac pushed open the heavy glass door to the Student Union and navigated through the hum of conversation and the clatter of trays against tabletops. The scent of freshly brewed coffee and sizzling food filled the air, but his stomach churned with something other than hunger. He kept thinking about his day, the looks of disdain, and the quick smirks from the girls around him.

He'd known about Minerva, of course. He’d read the articles.

But this wasn't anything like high school, even if a few scenes felt familiar enough.

Clusters of young women occupied the common dining area, their laughter ringing through the space, their voices confident and lively. Scattered among them were young men, heads down, hurrying between tables with trays of food, napkins, or drinks in hand. They moved quickly, avoiding drawing attention to themselves. It was an unspoken rule, one Isaac had already learned in his first few hours at Minerva University.

His grip tightened around the strap of his backpack as he spotted Hannah sitting near the window; she waved at him with her usual bright smile. The sunlight streamed in, catching the edges of her hair, making it glow like embers. She looked completely at ease here. For a second, he noticed that she was more attractive than he remembered, but he tried not to let that idea affect him.

“Isaac!” she called, grinning. “Over here!”

He wove through the tables, dodging a guy carrying a tray stacked with cups and another hurrying toward a group of girls who were snapping their fingers at him impatiently. Isaac kept his eyes low and his movements careful.

He slid into the chair across from Hannah. “Hey.” At least with her, he could feel a little safer. Then again, he was a guy, and the idea of feeling "unsafe" seemed strange to him. Yeah, he had gone out at night with different friends, and maybe he had wondered whether or not they could get jumped or mugged or whatever.

But it was different here. Whenever he looked over at the other girls, he seemed to watch him with these predatory piranha smiles.

“How was your first day?” she asked and leaned forward, her eyes bright with curiosity. Before he could answer, Hannah just couldn't help herself and plowed ahead. “Mine was great! My professors are incredible. Dr. Kessler is even more brilliant in person than I expected. She talked about structural inequities in history and how we’re the generation that can finally correct them. It was amazing.”

Isaac forced a smile. “That sounds—”

“And my ethics professor, Dr. Lively, she’s so insightful. She doesn’t let anyone get away with surface-level thinking. She tore apart this girl’s argument in class today, but in, like, a constructive way, you know? She said our role as Minerva students is to redefine fairness, to be the ones who shape the future.”

Hannah’s enthusiasm was genuine, and Isaac itched to share in it. He wanted to believe he was part of something revolutionary, something world-changing. But all he could think about was the quiet, pressing weight he’d felt in every room, the way his stomach had twisted when he realized how little space he was allowed to take up here. This wasn’t fair…then again, that was the point.

She finally paused to take a sip of her coffee. “Anyway,” she said and set the cup down, “how was your day?”

Isaac hesitated. He wanted to tell her about the way his professors barely acknowledged him, the way some girls looked at him like he was a curiosity and others like he was an annoyance. He itched to say that he’d already memorized the best ways to move unnoticed through the halls, how he’d seen a guy get scolded in the cafeteria for sitting before the girl he was with had settled in. He wanted to tell her he felt out of place, that this school didn’t feel like it was meant for him at all.

Instead, he shrugged. “It was a hard day. But I can get through it.”

Hannah frowned with the first real flicker of concern crossing her face. “Hey,” she said, reaching across the table to squeeze his arm. “You can do this, Isaac. You’re smart. You work hard. And yeah, this school is different. But you’re strong enough to handle it.”

He nodded, though the reassurance didn’t quite settle in. He wished she had noticed earlier. But maybe it was easier for her not to. Besides, the school had one specific purpose: female empowerment. More than that, he thought of that other phrase, the one that seemed to slink and creep around at the edge of every thought: female supremacy.

Like so many young men, Isaac had tried not to think too much about politics. As far as he was concerned, they were gross and didn't really matter anyway. Lots of people loved to get excited online as they argued about everything from superhero movies to tax policies. Most of the time, it just sounded like angry shouting to him. Whether it was some sarcastically biting remark or a screed written in all caps, he just didn't see the point. But now, he was at this college, and the political structure was different.

He was at the bottom.

As he contemplated all of this, Hannah smiled at him, warm and unwavering. “You’re gonna be fine.”

And for now, he pretended to believe her.

"Did you meet your keyholder?"

"Yes…"

"And?"

"Nothing," he said. "She was fine."

"Come on," Hannah answered. "You can do better than that."

When Isaac glanced up at her, he saw something on her face. She had accused him of being reticent before, like he refused to share any of the important details from his life. That had sometimes been a silly little game or joke from high school. She might have helped him study for a test, and he would get the results, and then she would ask how he had done, but he would pretend that it didn't matter either way.

Only this time, Hannah saw how his face tightened. He was looking down, like he couldn't face her. Somehow, that didn't bother her. Instead, she experienced something else, that same sense of strength that came from being superior.

It surprised her. This boy was her best friend, after all. They had come here together, but he was still a boy. She tilted her head a little bit to the side, and then she ordered, "Tell me."

Isaac must have picked up on the difference in her voice. A gulp dropped down his throat, and he was still glancing to the left and right. Finally, under her watchful gaze, something inside of him seemed to break. "She's really pretty," he said.

"Interesting," Hannah said. "Keep going."

"She wants me to come in and clean her dorm room for her."

"Seriously?"

"I'm serious," he groused.

"And how do you feel about that?"

"I, I…"

Hannah surprised herself by cutting him off, "You know, there's nothing wrong with being helpful. I mean, if she's going to be your keyholder, you definitely want to be on her good side."

"But she's treating me like…" His voice trailed off.

"A housewife?"

"That's not what I was going to say," he lied.

"It's okay," she said. "The trad wife thing is pretty big online. I mean, that's what those girls do, isn't it? They go around and they cook and clean for their husbands? They do whatever he says because he makes the money."

"I'm sure that's not how it works," he said.

"Oh?" Hannah raised an eyebrow. "How would you know?"

He opened his mouth. Isaac knew he had to say something, but he also understood when he started scrolling through those videos exactly how things worked in their friendship. Hannah was amazing, and she was the kind of girl who would help him study even when she had her own projects to do. There had been at least two classes he would’ve failed without her help, especially because she had a knack for getting him to put down his gaming controller. At the same time, however, his feed was supposed to be private and personal. Obviously, she was never going to ask about the kinds of porn he'd streamed, but this was different because it was the kind of content she really didn't like. For her, it meant something, and now he felt silly for letting this slip.

"It's nothing," he said, shaking his head from side to side.

Back in high school, Hannah probably would have let it go. And even if they had only been here for a very short time, he could see that change in her as she narrowed her eyes and said, "It sounds like something to me. Tell me. Do you like to watch those videos?"

He did.

Isaac pressed his lips into a frustrated line as the different memories flashed through his head. He thought of those pretty influencers, these young women in their early twenties who loved to talk about their relationships. These were the girls who addressed their cameras, and there was this easy sense of intimacy as they talked about their days and supporting the men in their lives. It had all felt so safe and...traditional. He had listened, especially when those girls started going off on the feminists. He remembered one young woman who growled down into her phone, "I’ll be real here, I don't get it. I don't understand why these feminists are so angry. I mean, it's easy for a girl to get a guy. All you have to do is put in a little effort. But that's the problem with feminism, isn't it? These girls want all of the benefits of working or whatever, but they aren't willing to make the sacrifices needed. They want to have everything. They think they should get the guy and the job and the family or whatever, but that just isn't how life works. You need to make sacrifices. So that's what I do. I love my man, and I make sacrifices for him. I can't wait to have his babies, and I’m going to be there for everyone in my family. I want to be that mom. I want to be that good wife who makes her husband feel special. That's who I am, and I think that's what the feminists want too, but they're just too angry to admit it."

Obviously, Isaac hadn't shared any of those ideas with Hannah. Only now, she was watching him, and she waited.

Someone else might have gotten allergic to the awkward silence that stretched between them. She didn't.

"Isaac…"

"Look, can we just talk about something else?"

"No," she replied.

No? He blinked and gazed back at her. Obviously, there had been sensitive points over the course of their friendship; these were the topics they never discussed. One probably came up during sophomore year when he had this crush on this viciously beautiful girl named Zarah. Even if Hannah had snorted, saying something about how her name was dumb, Isaac had barely noticed. He hadn't been able to see past the curly shine of her blonde hair, her bright green eyes, those little freckles on her cheeks, or the curves of her body. He had definitely kept those last details to himself, even if Hannah had instantly understood exactly why he would be so attracted to that gorgeous cheerleader. Zarah had been the kind of girl who only posted a couple of selfies every week and still ended up with tens of thousands of followers, the vast majority of whom seemed so dedicated to her. Those simpering boys hungered for her attention, and Isaac hadn't been able to free himself from that crush.

So they didn't talk about it. They weren’t supposed to talk about this either.

"No," she repeated. "I want to know what's going on. Come on. You can tell me." Her tone may have softened, but she was still watching him.

His mouth wrinkled into another pout. "Fine," he said. "Basically, those women believe in a more traditional dynamic."

"One built on dependency?"

"One built on mutual trust," he said. He thought that sounded a lot better.

"Come on," she snorted. "This isn't just about trust. We’re talking about having one partner be dependent on the other. We live in a capitalist society, one with very few safeguards. If he decides to leave her or kick her out, and she doesn't have any kind of career, what is she going to do?"

"That doesn't usually happen," he replied.

"Usually," Hannah said, emphasizing that key detail. "How often does it have to happen for us to acknowledge that this is probably a bad idea?"

"And there are laws," he said. "He would probably have to pay support or something."

"Because I'm sure she could get an excellent lawyer when she doesn't have any money of her own?"

"Look, I don't want to talk about this," he said.

"That traditional dynamic is a terrible idea," she said.

"I said I don't want to talk about this," he growled back at her. He raised his chin, and he glared at her.

As a guy, Isaac must've hoped that would be enough. He was taller and stronger, and maybe there was this alien instinct that told him he was the male of the species, so he was supposed to get what he wanted.

"Too bad," she replied. "We are talking about this. We're talking about this right now."

"But…" Isaac began.

Just as his voice started to crack, she cut him off, "I could always go talk to your keyholder. What was her name again?"

He felt childish even as he said it, but the words burst out of his mouth anyway. "I don't have to tell you."

"Maybe you don't," she said. "I'm sure I could look it up. Did you know there is a directory for all of the boys and their keyholders?"

"What? I didn't see that," he said.

"Maybe that's because you don't get access to that kind of information," she said. "Come on, Isaac. Are you really going to make me do this?"

"What if I really don't want to talk about it?"

"I don't think that's acceptable," she replied. Then she rushed ahead. At the same time, he could see that little hint of pink along her cheeks, like this triggered something deep and powerful within her. Just as he noticed that detail, she kept talking, "Remember, this is a different kind of school, Isaac. This isn't like high school. The boys don't get to just run around and spout off whatever nonsense they want. I might not be your keyholder, but I'm still a student here, so it's my responsibility to help you."

"How is this helping me?"

"Seriously?" Hannah asked. "You're basically poisoning yourself."

"What?"

"You’re basically poisoning yourself," she said with even more force this time.

"How?" Isaac snorted. "We're just talking about some videos!"

"What you watch and consume can affect you. It can influence your politics. It can change how you see the world. I mean, just look around online. I get it. Companies want the most engagement, so the most outrageous ideas are going to be the most popular. But do you seriously think this is good for the public discourse?"

Isaac blinked. He didn't know what to do when she pulled out her academic language. It felt like she was speaking in some foreign tongue, and he didn't know how to keep up. More than that, he understood that it was pretty much impossible for him to compete with her. Sometimes, he wondered if that was the point.

"I'm serious, Isaac. I care about you, so I want you to tell me. Do you take that stuff seriously?"

"No," he answered automatically.

"Then you won't mind if I talk to your keyholder. She can put some parental blocks on your phone for you."

"Don't…"

"Why shouldn't I?"

"Because I should be free to watch whatever I want!" Isaac blurted out.

"No," she said. "I meant what I told you before. That stuff is toxic."

"I'm entitled to my own opinion," insisted her friend.

"Only to an extent," she replied. "If you told me you like to torture animals, I wouldn’t call that a legitimate opinion. If you want to start going around believing that women deserve to be the subordinate sex, then the same rules apply. You aren't entitled to believe whatever you want, especially here."

He opened his mouth. He was trying so hard to think of something he could say. He wanted to argue. He needed to fight! And yet, this was Hannah. She was smarter than him; she had the grades to prove it. More than that, she watched him with this ferocity, like she drew strength from the surroundings.

He didn't know what to do or what to say. He didn't know how to respond.

Finally, he just nodded. "Okay," he replied.

In spite of her victory, Hannah wasn't done. "Her name?"

"Emily," he said. "Emily Sejic."

Hopeful Distractions: Isaac

After that conversation, Isaac said goodbye, he got up, and he headed back toward his dorm room. Just a few minutes later, he shut the door behind him, and he understood that he was supposed to be responsible. He probably needed to study.

Instead, he clenched his eyes shut and thought of Emily. He thought of that beautiful girl, and he thought of Hannah and how his best friend had talked to him.

Even though he knew it was futile and probably a very bad idea, he pulled out his phone, and he snorted. Parental controls? The idea was ridiculous as far as he was concerned.

As an adult, he was capable of making his own decisions. More than that, it seemed impossible for a guy like him to have to deal with something so childish. He wasn’t some little kid who might find inappropriate pictures.

When he went looking for them, he knew exactly what he was doing. A defiant smile curved along his lips, and something occurred to him.

Emily. He thought of her again. He thought of seeing her in the morning and that bored expression on her face. He thought of how she ordered him around, and his shaft twitched inside of his cage. Right then and there, he really, really wanted to distract himself.

But he was a boy, he didn't really know how to control himself. Instead of going off and taking a cold shower or going for a run or even pulling out his phone to play some games, he did something else entirely.

Isaac threw himself down onto his bed, he raised his phone over his head, and he started typing. He tried one platform and typed in her name.

Nothing. No relevant results.

He went to another platform, and he typed in her name again.

This time, he saw her.

Emily. He saw her blonde hair, the vivid hue of her blue eyes, and then he started scrolling, and he stopped. His breath caught in his throat. There she was, standing on a beach in nothing but this bright blue bikini, her sun-kissed body on display. He saw the cleavage revealed by her bikini top. It looked like her breasts could've spilled out in any second. The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he started to fantasize.

His mind didn't just drift; it felt like every thought got ripped away. Instead of thinking about his classes, navigating college, or anything else, there was just that girl, her creamy skin, and those incredible fantasies of running his hands along her body. He wanted to kiss her, to push his lips up against hers, and to hear her moan as his fingers caressed along the sides of her body or up to her chest. He imagined stretching away the slinking material of her bikini to finger her. Or better yet, he could place his hands on her shoulders and nudge her to her knees, and…

(Isaac's cock pushed and strained against the inner contours of his chastity cage like a prisoner desperate for escape. Unfortunately for this boy, there was no way for his member to break free.)

His eyes widened when her name appeared on his phone. All at once, he remembered where he wasn't what he was doing. Even if this was the privacy of his dorm room, it didn't matter.

His phone kept vibrating. She was calling him!

Then, like an idiot, he swiped his finger across the screen and held the device to his ear. "Emily? What is it?"

"What are you doing right now?"

"Nothing," he said, shocked that he didn't stutter out his answer.

"You know, I can see what you're doing on your phone," she said.

"You can?"

"I can," she said. "Stop it." Then she hung up on him.

Face red, he threw himself back down onto the bed, only this time he didn't dare touch his phone. Instead, he had to wait as the excitement faded. Even if his cock started to relax, the rest of his body remained tense. Worse, that longing for arousal didn't go away.

The Keyholders: Hannah and Emily

At first, Hannah didn't make a decision. She understood that there were quite a few different possibilities. Besides, she wanted to see exactly how he developed. Not only that, she was thinking about Joel and deciding whether or not she should call him over to play with him. Plus, she had to contend with her own classes.

Only then, Hannah spotted Emily sitting at a shaded table in the courtyard and scrolling through her tablet. The afternoon sun cast long shadows over the stone pathways of Minerva University, and the quiet hum of students discussing lectures and assignments filled the air. Emily looked composed, her golden hair pulled into a sleek ponytail, her expression neutral but sharp as she focused on whatever was on her screen. Emily radiated an effortless authority, the kind that came naturally to so many of the girls at Minerva. For a second there, Hannah started to wonder if she could have ever competed with a girl like Emily. Then again, and had done a good job of handling Isaac. Of that, she was sure.

Making up her mind, Hannah walked up to her with a friendly smile. "Hey, Emily?"

Emily glanced up, studying her for a moment before nodding. "Yeah?"

"I’m Hannah. I’m a friend of Isaac’s."

That seemed to catch Emily’s interest. She set her tablet down and folded her hands on the table, her sharp eyes narrowing slightly. "Oh. Right. You two grew up together, didn’t you?"

"Yeah, we were in high school together." Hannah pulled out the chair across from her and sat down. "I just wanted to introduce myself, and, you know, check in."

Emily smirked slightly. "Check in on what?"

Hannah shrugged, glancing around before lowering her voice. "I know how boys can be. Even the well-meaning ones. They need structure."

Emily nodded approvingly. "That’s true. Isaac hasn’t been difficult so far, but it’s only the first week. Some of them start testing boundaries once they get too comfortable."

"Exactly." Hannah leaned in slightly. "I was thinking…have you considered putting guardian blocks on his phone?"

Emily raised an eyebrow but didn’t immediately dismiss the idea. "Guardian blocks?"

"Yeah. You know, just as a precaution. It’d help keep him focused. Limit distractions, cut down on any, uh, inappropriate browsing."

Emily tapped her fingers on the table as she considered this. And maybe it was just Hannah's imagination, but she thought she saw the corners of Emily's mouth harden, like she just remembered something distasteful. "It’s not a bad idea. The school already has monitoring software in place, but I can activate the extra features."

"Think about it this way," Hannah continued, sensing she had Emily’s full attention. "Isaac is a good guy, but even good guys get sidetracked. The internet is full of distractions. If you make sure he’s only accessing approved sites, he’ll be more productive. And besides, it reinforces expectations. If he knows his phone is being monitored, he won’t even be tempted to waste time."

Emily exhaled through her nose, then nodded. "Alright. I’ll set it up tonight."

Hannah leaned back, satisfied. "Good. He’s lucky to have you looking out for him."

Emily smirked. "He’ll be better off for it."

The two girls exchanged a knowing glance before Emily picked up her tablet again; she was already pulling up the necessary settings to make the change. Isaac’s keyholder navigated through the system with ease, accessing administrative privileges granted to guardians. Within moments, she had Isaac’s account ready on the university’s internal platform.

"I think I’ll block entertainment sites, anything with social media," Emily mused, scrolling through the options. "Also, I’ll limit his access to news. No need for distractions."

Hannah nodded approvingly. "Good idea. And what about his messages?"

Emily pursed her lips, considering. "I can set it so he can only text approved contacts. It’ll make sure he’s not talking to the wrong kinds of people."

Hannah grinned. "Perfect. And if he ever asks about it?"

Emily chuckled. "He won’t. He’ll assume it’s just part of the system. And if he does, I’ll just remind him it’s for his own good."

Hannah leaned back in her chair, watching as Emily finalized the settings. Another layer of control settled quietly into place, unnoticed by the one it would affect the most.

Isaac’s Outburst: Isaac and Emily

Isaac trudged through the quiet morning air with the hot coffee cup warming his fingers as he made his way across campus. The sun had barely begun to rise over Minerva University, casting a pale golden glow over the nearly empty courtyards. He kept his eyes down as he approached Carson Hall, where Emily’s dorm was located. He hated how natural this routine had become. Each morning, before the campus had fully come alive, he made this trek, bringing Emily her coffee, making sure it was exactly how she liked it—two sugars, a splash of cream, stirred just right. Once she had her coffee, he got to work. He needed to do her laundry, dust and vacuum.

He knocked lightly on her door. After a moment, it swung open to reveal Emily, dressed in an oversized sweatshirt, her golden yellow ponytail slightly disheveled. She took the coffee from his hands without a word, sipping it as she stepped aside to let him in. The room smelled faintly of lavender and paper, and the neatness of her desk suggested she had already been awake for a while. Isaac hesitated before entering. Something was gnawing at him, an irritation he had tried to push aside all morning. He clenched his jaw as Emily sat down at her desk and  finally looked at him with mild interest.

“You’re quiet,” she observed. “What’s wrong?”

Isaac hesitated, shifting his weight from foot to foot. “It’s my phone,” he muttered. Like so many college students, his phone served as one of the most important items in his life. If he had to choose between losing his wallet or losing his phone, it wouldn't be a difficult decision.

Emily raised an eyebrow. “What about it?”

He exhaled sharply, gripping the back of a chair. “It’s barely working. I can’t access most sites, and I can’t message anyone except for a few contacts. I think—” He swallowed, shaking his head. Clearly, he didn't want to think about the most obvious possibility. Then he glanced up at her, perhaps hoping to see that same board expression she usually gave him.

Emily sipped her coffee again, nodding. “I activated the guardian restrictions on your phone.”

Isaac blinked. “You—what?”

“I put some parental blocks on it last night,” she said matter-of-factly and set her cup down. “You have too many distractions. This will help keep you focused.”

Isaac’s hands curled into fists. “But...but that’s not fair.”

Emily tilted her head slightly, her expression unreadable. “Fair?” she echoed, as if the word were foreign to her. “Isaac, I don’t need to be fair. I need to be responsible. You might not like it now, but this is for your own good.”

His jaw tightened, his breath quickening. “You don’t get to just decide that,” he shot back, his frustration bubbling over. “I should have a say in—”

“Enough.” Emily’s voice was firm, cutting through his words like a blade. She stood up, slowly walking toward him. “You’re upset, which is understandable. But you need to remember something.” She met his glare without flinching. “I’m in charge because I'm your keyholder. And this is how it’s going to be.”

Isaac sensed this surge of rebellion rising in him like a heat crawling up his neck. His fingers twitched at his sides. He didn’t want to accept this. He didn’t want to just go along with it. The unfairness of it all scratched inside him.

Then, without thinking, he let out a low snarl of frustration. Emily’s eyebrows lifted slightly in amusement, but her voice remained steady.

“Go stand in the corner.”

Isaac’s eyes widened. “What?”

“You heard me.” Emily crossed her arms, her gaze unwavering. “Stand in the corner until you cool off.”

His entire body tensed, the humiliation of the command washing over him like ice. He wanted to resist. He wanted to fight back. But deep down, he knew it was useless. Clenching his teeth, he turned on his heel and made his way to the corner of the room. His face burned as he faced the wall, fists clenched at his sides.

Minutes dragged by, the tension thick in the air. At least, that was how it felt for him. Isaac’s heart pounded in his chest. Every second standing there felt unbearable. His mind raced, bouncing between anger, shame, and something he didn’t quite want to name. The quiet control in Emily’s voice unsettled him. It wasn’t just the words—it was the certainty in them, the way she spoke as if there was no other option but obedience.

Emily took another slow sip of her coffee, setting the cup down with a small clink. “Good,” she said. “Now maybe we can start making some real progress.”

Building Blocks: Hannah

Hannah took her usual seat near the front of the lecture hall, set down her tablet and opened her notes for the day’s biology class. It was still early enough in the semester that the room hummed with anticipation as students filed in, most of them young women. They were chatting animatedly about last night’s assignments and upcoming exams. The handful of boys in the class, as always, clustered toward the back, quiet and wary, their presence barely acknowledged.

Dr. Miriam Caldwell, their professor, stepped up to the podium and tapped the microphone to signal the start of class. She was a tall woman in her late forties, dressed in a sharp blazer, her silver-streaked hair pinned back into a no-nonsense bun. A woman of precision, intellect, and purpose, she commanded the room effortlessly, her presence enough to quiet the lingering whispers. “Good morning, everyone,” she began, her voice crisp and assured. “Today, we’re continuing our discussion on genetics, particularly the fascinating complexities of DNA replication and inheritance.” She clicked the remote in her hand, bringing up a detailed diagram of a DNA strand on the massive screen behind her. A ripple of focus settled over the room.

Hannah leaned forward, intrigued, as Dr. Caldwell launched into a discussion on how genetic material was passed down through generations. The lecture proceeded normally at first—talks of nucleotides, replication errors, and evolutionary changes—until Dr. Caldwell’s tone took on a more reflective edge.

“This is where things get particularly interesting,” she mused, pausing to look out over the room. “Because when we analyze genetic inheritance from a broader perspective, we come to an inescapable truth about biological development: male DNA is riddled with deficiencies.”

A murmur of approval rippled through the room. Some of the girls exchanged amused glances, others smirked outright. A few of them laughed softly under their breath. The boys in the back shifted uncomfortably but said nothing.

Dr. Caldwell continued, her expression one of academic detachment, as though she were merely stating an obvious fact. “The Y chromosome, for instance, is practically a genetic wasteland. Unlike the robust X chromosome, which carries a vast amount of genetic material and contributes significantly to a person’s biological complexity, the Y chromosome is weak. Degraded over millennia, it holds very little genetic information beyond its role in determining male sex characteristics.”

A hand shot up from the front row. “So, basically, men are biologically defective?” the student asked, a teasing lilt in her voice.

Dr. Caldwell chuckled. “In a sense, yes. The Y chromosome is not only significantly smaller but also prone to higher mutation rates. It lacks the same repair mechanisms present in the X chromosome, meaning males are genetically predisposed to a greater number of disorders and inefficiencies.”

A wave of chuckled laughter spread through the hall. Hannah smiled, enjoying the energy in the room. There was something invigorating about hearing this kind of discussion—science as confirmation of what Minerva University had been designed to emphasize. The air crackled with excitement as the professor continued.

Another student raised her hand. “Does that mean that, over time, men might not even be necessary?”

Dr. Caldwell clasped her hands in front of her. “There are some theories that predict just that. Certain species have already evolved beyond the need for male genetic contribution. And with advancements in reproductive science, the role of men in biological reproduction is…well, let’s say it’s becoming potentially redundant. And of course, there are the questions of technological intervention.”

More laughter. The girls leaned into their desks and soaked up every word. A few nodded in agreement, whispering amongst themselves. One girl near Hannah giggled and murmured, “Imagine a world where we don’t have to deal with their nonsense at all.”

Meanwhile, the boys remained stiff and silent, their gazes fixed on their notes or the tops of their desks. One or two of them stole nervous glances at each other, clearly uncomfortable but unwilling to speak up.

Hannah stole a glance toward the back of the room and focused on one boy. He was there, arms crossed tightly, his jaw clenched. He looked down at his tablet, pretending to take notes but hardly moving his stylus. She wondered if he was trying to suppress whatever frustration or embarrassment he might be feeling. A part of her sympathized, but another part of her thought—well, this was just the way things were now.

Dr. Caldwell let the class simmer in their reactions for a moment before continuing. “Now, let’s bring this back to the broader question of biological evolution and why, despite these inefficiencies, males still exist. There are, of course, evolutionary functions they serve, but whether those functions are still necessary in a rapidly advancing society—that’s an open-ended question.”

A student near Hannah scoffed. “I think we all know the answer to that.”

Dr. Caldwell grinned. “Indeed, but let’s leave that for another lecture.” She tapped the screen, shifting the presentation back to the primary discussion. “For now, let’s return to DNA replication and the process of mitosis…”

The class gradually returned to the structured lesson, but the energy lingered. The mood in the room had shifted—an invisible but palpable affirmation of what so many of the girls here already believed: that they were on the winning side of history.

Hannah leaned back in her chair and twirled her stylus between her fingers as she revelled in that raw exultation. It wasn’t just about the science—it was about the certainty, the direction of progress. And for the first time that day, she couldn’t help but glance back at Isaac again, wondering how much longer he and the others like him would continue clinging to the old ways of thinking before they finally accepted what was becoming clearer every day. In here, it was easy to believe the women of the world could truly change everything.

Fundamentals of Communication: Isaac

Isaac sat near the middle of the lecture hall and gripped his pen as he watched the other students filter in. Communications 14A was one of his required courses, and he had known from the start that it wouldn’t be easy. Still, he had hoped that maybe—just maybe—it wouldn’t be as bad as some of the others. That hope had already vanished.

Professor Elaine Harrington entered the room and instantly took command of the room; her long coat swished behind her as she moved to the front. She was a woman in her early fifties and looked out at her students with piercing eyes that seemed to look right through people. She tapped on her tablet, and the large screen behind her came to life with the day’s topic: Cognitive Superiority in Communication.

Isaac’s stomach tightened. He could already see where this was going.

“Good morning, everyone,” Professor Harrington began. “Today, we’re going to talk about intelligence and how it shapes communication. More specifically, we’re going to discuss why women are, as a whole, superior communicators—and by extension, why they are, generally speaking, more intelligent.”

A ripple of agreement spread through the room. The girls nodded along, some leaning forward in anticipation. The boys, few in number, sat still, their faces carefully neutral. They knew better than to interrupt or interject.

For the girls, debate was encouraged. For the boys, silence was expected.

Isaac felt his fingers tighten around his pen. He knew he shouldn’t react, shouldn’t let it get to him—but it was getting harder and harder to ignore.

Professor Harrington continued, her voice smooth and assured. “Studies have shown that women excel in verbal reasoning, emotional intelligence, and critical thinking. They outperform men in academic settings, and as our society progresses, it’s clear that the future belongs to those who can express themselves effectively and adapt. That is why the curriculum here at Minerva is designed to reflect these facts.”

Isaac felt a slow burn in his chest. He raised his hand. He knew that was a mistake, yet he still couldn’t stop himself!

The professor didn’t even glance his way. Instead, she turned toward one of the girls in the front row, calling on her instead.

“Yes, Naomi?”

The student—a confident blonde—smirked. “So, does this mean that men struggle in communication because their brains are less developed?”

Professor Harrington smiled approvingly. “It’s not just about development—it’s about efficiency. The male brain, while useful in certain primitive capacities, lacks the intricate neural pathways that make complex communication effortless for women. This is why we see men struggling in academia, the workplace, and even social settings.”

Laughter echoed through the room. Isaac could feel his pulse quickening. He kept his hand raised, waiting, hoping—but it was clear the professor wasn’t going to acknowledge him.

Minutes passed. He let his hand drop.

The rest of the lecture continued in the same manner—Harrington calling on girl after girl, each one reinforcing her arguments with enthusiasm. The boys remained quiet. What else could they do?

By the time class ended, Isaac was fuming. He shoved his books into his bag, waiting for the room to empty out a bit before making his way toward the professor’s desk. He didn’t want to do this, but he couldn’t let it go. He needed to say something.

Professor Harrington didn’t look up as he approached. She was typing on her tablet, seemingly oblivious to his presence.

He cleared his throat. “Professor?”

She didn’t react right away. Then, slowly, she lifted her gaze, her expression unreadable. “Yes?”

Isaac shifted uncomfortably under her stare. He had been so sure of himself a moment ago, but now that he was standing in front of her, his words felt stuck.

“I—uh—I was trying to participate in class today,” he finally said. “You didn’t call on me.”

Her lips curled into something that wasn’t quite a smile. “That’s correct.”

He blinked. “But…why?”

Professor Harrington placed her tablet down and folded her hands. “Because, this class is no about you. It’s about learning. And one of the most important lessons for young men like yourself is to listen.”

His jaw tightened. “I was just trying to engage.”

“And I am telling you that engagement, for you, looks different than it does for the women in this class.” She tilted her head. “You need to focus on absorbing information rather than trying to assert yourself where it’s neither needed nor wanted.”

Isaac endured those lapping waves of frustration in his chest. Normally, his emotions seemed abstract; with this professor, they seemed to overwhelm him like a physical force. He took a step back. “That’s not fair.”

Professor Harrington exhaled through her nose as if dealing with a particularly slow student. “Fairness is irrelevant, young man. What matters is adaptation. You’re at Minerva University now. You have two choices—you can resist, or you can learn to fit into the system.”

He swallowed hard. He wanted to walk away, to leave this conversation behind—but something about the way she was watching him made it impossible.

“Say it,” she instructed calmly. “Say that boys need to listen.”

His hands clenched into fists. “Professor—”

Her voice didn’t waver. “Say it.”

His breath came out in short, sharp bursts. He wanted to refuse. He wanted to fight back. But he knew what would happen if he did.

Slowly, reluctantly, he whispered, “Boys…need to listen.”

A satisfied smile crossed her face. “Good. I’m glad we had this conversation.”

She picked up her tablet again, effectively dismissing him.

College Party: Hannah and Issac

Isaac sat at his desk and stared at his laptop screen, though he wasn’t really seeing anything. His dorm room was small and sparsely decorated, but it was his only refuge in a place that made him feel increasingly cornered. He might’ve talked to Hannah about this, but he already knew what she’d say.

The door swung open without a knock.

Hannah strolled in like she owned the place. She plopped down onto his bed, kicking off her sneakers with a satisfied sigh. “Guess what?” she said, her voice tight with that edge of excitement.

Isaac sighed, rubbing his temple. “What?”

“I got invited to a party. And guess what else?”

Isaac gave her a tired look. “You’re going?”

She smirked. “We’re going.”

He turned in his chair. “No, we’re not.”

Hannah rolled her eyes and stretched out on his bed like a cat. “Oh, come on. You never go anywhere. You need to get out.”

“I get out,” he muttered. “I go to class. I go to the dining hall. I exist in public spaces.”

“That doesn’t count.” She propped herself up on her elbows as she studied him. “Are you afraid the girls will bully you?”

Isaac hesitated, then looked back at his laptop. “I just don’t feel like going to some party where I have to…I don’t know, navigate everything. It’s exhausting.”

Hannah grinned. “I’ll protect you.”

He scoffed. “Yeah, right.”

“I’m serious,” she said, sitting up. “If anyone messes with you, I’ll handle it.”

He didn’t respond. The truth was, he didn’t trust that anyone could really protect him in a place like this. Not even Hannah.

She let out an exaggerated sigh. “Look, it’ll be fun. Just a couple of hours. You can stand awkwardly in the corner while I socialize. It’ll be great.”

“No thanks.”

Her grin widened, and a mischievous glint entered her eyes. “Well… I could always let Emily know you’re being antisocial.”

Isaac’s head snapped toward her. “You wouldn’t.”

Hannah just raised an eyebrow.

For a moment, he tried to convince himself she was bluffing. But the longer she held his gaze, the more certain he became that she was entirely and completely serious. His stomach twisted. If Emily thought he was isolating himself, she’d get involved. She’d monitor him more closely. She could make sure he was “engaging” properly. She might even impose extra rules or restrictions. It wasn’t worth the risk.

“Fine,” he muttered.

Hannah clapped her hands together. “Great! It starts at five. I’ll come get you.”

He slumped back in his chair, already regretting his decision. “Fantastic.”

She beamed. “See? You’re already having fun.”

Isaac let out a slow breath and ran a hand through his hair. He didn’t understand how she could be so casual about everything. Then again, she was on the winning side at this place. He couldn’t let himself forget it.

This time, Hannah knocked on Isaac’s door promptly at 4:45, not bothering to wait before swinging it open. She found him sitting on the edge of his bed, staring at his sneakers like they held all the answers to life’s problems. His dorm room was still small and sparsely furnished. A faint breeze from the open window did little to dispel the lingering warmth of the day.

“Ready?” she asked, hands on her hips.

“No,” he muttered but stood up anyway.

Hannah smirked. “Good enough.”

They left his dorm and stepped out into the afternoon air. It was still hot with the final breath of summer hanging in the air before fall fully settled in. The campus paths were busy with groups of students heading in the same direction, voices carrying through the twilight. The distant hum of music pulsed through the air, growing louder as they approached the party.

The building was two-stories tall and made of black brick with sleek, white mortar, its windows glowing with warm light. A throng of students, mostly girls, gathered in the front yard, chatting in tight-knit groups. The few boys in attendance lingered at the edges, their laughter a little forced, their shoulders slightly hunched.

Isaac swallowed hard, already feeling out of place. Hannah, on the other hand, walked forward with an easy confidence. She grabbed his wrist and pulled him through the crowd, weaving past clusters of girls who barely acknowledged them.

Inside, the party was even more chaotic. Music thumped through the speakers, a steady bassline shaking the floorboards. Girls dominated every space, taking up the couches, the chairs, the most visible places in the room. The guys were relegated to the outskirts, waiting to be useful—fetching drinks, holding purses, or just standing awkwardly in corners.

“This is…a lot,” Isaac muttered, scanning the room.

Hannah grinned. “Relax. It’s a party. Have fun.”

“Easy for you to say.”

A few girls nearby were laughing loudly and clinking their drinks together in a toast. One guy carefully balanced a tray with more cups, looking as if he didn’t dare spill a drop. Isaac sighed, stuffing his hands in his pockets. Boys rushed around, filling drinks and taking orders for snacks. At least no one tried to force Isaac into that kind of domestic service.

Before he could say anything else to Hannah, a loud voice cut through the chatter. “Alright, ladies, it’s time to go hunting!”

Isaac turned just in time to see a girl with short, spiky hair holding up a pair of brightly colored water guns. Several others whooped in excitement, grabbing the plastic weapons from a bin at her feet.

“What—” Isaac started, but Hannah just laughed.

“Oh, this is happening,” she said, eyes gleaming with anticipation.

The girls armed themselves, shaking their water guns with excitement. “Alright, boys,” the spiky-haired girl called out. “You get a ten-second head start. Then we hunt you down.”

Isaac’s stomach dropped. “You’re kidding.”

“Go!” someone shouted.

The guys hesitated for a split second before scattering, some darting toward the backyard, others bolting through the house. Isaac barely had time to process before Hannah shoved him toward the door. “Run, dufus!” she said, laughing.

He stumbled forward, sprinting outside just as the first spray of water hit the doorframe behind him. The late summer heat had left the air thick, but the cool droplets hitting the ground signaled that no one was safe. Laughter rang out as the girls stormed after their targets, spraying water with reckless delight.

Isaac ducked behind a tree, heart pounding. He wasn’t sure whether to be terrified or amused. He peeked around the trunk and saw one guy get hit square in the back, yelping as his shirt darkened with water. His attacker grinned and took off after another fleeing boy.

“This is ridiculous,” he muttered.

“Found you.”

Isaac barely had time to turn before a jet of cold water struck his shoulder. He yelped, jumping back, and found Hannah standing a few feet away, smirking as she twirled her water gun in her hand.

“Alright, you got me,” he said, raising his hands.

“Oh, I’m just getting started.” She fired again, hitting his chest.

Isaac groaned and glanced down at his wet shirt. “Really?”

Hannah just laughed. “Rules of the hunt, my friend.” She cocked her head toward the rest of the chaos. “Better get moving before someone else finds you.”

Another burst of water shot past his ear, so Isaac took off running again as the sounds of her laughter chased after him. As he dodged around the corner of the house, he nearly collided with another guy who looked just as frantic.

“Dude, they’re relentless,” the guy panted.

“No kidding,” Isaac glanced behind them. More girls were streaming outside, their water guns raised like weapons of war. These girls were serious, and they couldn’t wait to track their prey.

What kind of party was this?

There was no way to avoid it. He was going to get soaked. And yet, he still couldn’t just give up. He couldn’t let these girls win without making them work for it. All at once, Isaac began to smile even if he didn’t know why.

Isaac ran again, his breath coming in quick, uneven bursts as he weaved between trees and groups of laughing students. The night air clung to his damp shirt, the water from Hannah’s shot still soaking through the fabric. The sound of splashing and shrieking echoed all around as the girls relentlessly pursued their targets.

He darted around the corner of the house, nearly colliding with another guy who looked just as panicked as he felt. “Basement,” the guy gasped. “I heard someone say it’s safe there.”

Isaac hesitated. Nowhere really felt safe, but the backyard was crawling with hunters, their neon-colored water guns glinting under the porch lights. He wasn’t sure how much longer he could keep dodging.

“Fine,” he muttered, following the guy as they sprinted toward the house.

They reached the side door and yanked it open, slipping inside just as another burst of water splattered against the wall behind them. Isaac sucked in a breath, his heart pounding as he and the other boy hurried down the wooden steps into the basement.

The air down there was cooler, musty from years of old furniture and forgotten belongings. A few other guys were already crouched behind a battered couch, their eyes wide and wary. A single dim light flickered overhead, casting long shadows along the concrete walls.

One of the boys, a lanky guy with curly hair, exhaled in relief. “Alright, I think we’re good.”

Isaac wasn’t convinced. He leaned against the wall and worked  to catch his breath. “You really think they’ll leave us alone?”

The guy next to him shrugged. “It’s worth a shot.”

The sound of approaching footsteps made them all freeze. Then the door creaked open, and the basement was flooded with laughter.

“Oh, boys,” a sing-song voice called. “Did you really think you could hide?”

Isaac’s stomach dropped as the girls poured down the stairs, water guns at the ready. Hannah was leading the charge, her grin downright wicked.

“Run!” someone yelped, but it was too late.

Cold water sprayed in all directions, sending the boys scrambling for cover. Isaac ducked behind a stack of old crates, but Hannah was already there, her water gun aimed right at him.

“Out of lives, buddy.” She pulled the trigger, soaking him once again.

He groaned, shaking his head as she cackled. “You’re enjoying this way too much.”

She twirled the gun in her hand. “Can you blame me? You should see your face.”

The others weren’t faring any better. The basement had turned into a wet warzone, the air filled with shouts, laughter, and the constant splatter of water against the walls and floor. One by one, the boys surrendered, hands raised in mock defeat.

Eventually, the chaos died down, leaving behind a group of thoroughly drenched, breathless students. One of the girls clapped her hands together. “Alright, I think that’s enough hunting for one night.”

Isaac wrung out the bottom of his shirt, shaking his head. “You all are insane.”

Hannah only beamed. “That’s the spirit.”

As they made their way back upstairs, the energy of the party had shifted. The game had left everyone exhilarated, a strange kind of camaraderie settling between the girls and their waterlogged prey. Again, he was laughing.

“Okay, ladies! It’s time for the wet t-shirt contest!” called out one of the girls, someone he didn’t know.

“What?” Isaac whispered.

Hannah’s laughter rang through the backyard as the last of the boys were rounded up and lined against the fence. The hunt had been successful, and now the girls had something else planned for their hapless boys. A voice rose above the chatter—the spiky-haired girl again—grinning as she announced, "Alright, time for the next event! Welcome to the first-ever Minerva Wet T-Shirt Contest!"

Isaac, still catching his breath from the chase, froze. "Wait, what?"

Hannah elbowed him playfully. "Come on, it’s just a bit of fun."

The other boys shifted uncomfortably, their damp shirts clinging to them, while the girls laughed and nudged each other. More buckets of water appeared from somewhere, carried by enthusiastic volunteers. The guys were given no time to protest before the first splashes were flung at them, their shirts growing increasingly soaked. The fabric clung to their shoulders, biceps, chests and stomach. They were on display as those rogue droplets ran down their bodies.

Some of them flinched while others groaned, but the girls were having too much fun to care.

Their captors cheered, whistled, and clapped. "Flex! Dance! Do something fun!" the spiky-haired girl called out. One girl even took out her phone to record, already grinning at the idea of posting it later.

Some of the boys hesitated, their discomfort clear, while others decided to lean into the ridiculousness of it. One guy started flexing his arms, another busted out an exaggerated robot dance, making the girls roar with laughter. Someone started chanting, and soon, others joined in, calling out the names of the most enthusiastic dancers.

Hannah turned to Isaac, grinning. "Go on. Show ‘em what you’ve got."

Isaac sighed, rubbing his face. "This is humiliating."

"Only if you let it be," she said with a wink. "Just have fun."

With a deep breath, Isaac stepped forward. He started with a half-hearted bicep flex, which earned some cheers. Encouraged, he decided to take it up a notch, striking a few overly dramatic poses like a bodybuilder. The laughter that followed wasn’t cruel—it was lighthearted, approving. He could feel himself relaxing.

Then, fueled by the energy of the moment, he went for it. He spun on his heel and threw himself into an exaggerated dance move, shaking his hips in a way that made Hannah burst into laughter. The applause around him grew louder, girls clapping and cheering. He had to admit—it was kind of fun.

As the contest went on, some of the boys got bolder. One even attempted a backflip, landing awkwardly, but the girls still cheered. Another guy tried a dramatic slow-motion flex, which made the crowd explode in giggles. The enthusiasm in the air was infectious. After several rounds of silly boy poses and dance moves from the lineup, the spiky-haired girl finally held up one hand.

"Alright, alright! You’ve all been amazing, but we have to pick a winner!"

A dramatic pause. The girls murmured amongst themselves before a name was called. It wasn’t Isaac’s.

He felt a pang of disappointment but quickly shook it off as Hannah clapped him on the back. "You did awesome! I’m proud of you!"

Isaac chuckled, shaking his head. "Yeah, yeah."

The winner took a triumphant bow as the girls cheered. The contest wrapped up, but the excitement lingered. Some girls high-fived their favorite contestants, and a few boys were grinning despite themselves.

Isaac wiped his wet hair back and realized, to his surprise, that he was actually enjoying himself. The night wasn’t turning out as bad as he’d feared.

“See, this was fun,” Hannah told him. She didn’t ask. He didn’t like it, even if she was technically correct.

Inspection Fun: Hannah and Joel

Fun. In high school, the concept had seemed almost like an anathema to Hannah. She hadn't really considered it one way or the other, but she had known this for sure: she didn't appreciate any kind of distraction. When parties or game nights or other distractions appeared, she always pushed them aside while simultaneously resenting the extra effort required to politely focus on what really mattered: her projects, her test scores, and improving her academic resume.

But this was college now, and she thought of the simple joy that came from walking around campus, seeing the young men, chatting with the girls in her classes, and even going to parties. She'd been invited to a party, she went, and there had been the wet T-shirt contest, and there had been something so wildly exhilarating about chasing after Isaac, and the other boys.

Although Isaac had pouted at the time, even he had been smiling by the end of the night.

She loved this! She loved having fun!

For so long, adults had remarked that high school sucked, but college was going to make it all worth it. As near as she could tell, that was true.

Theoretically, she could have fallen into the same habits and routines from high school, especially when she started thinking about some grand ambition like going to medical school or becoming an attorney. She understood just how competitive graduate school could be. In fact, she was certain that lots of college kids jumped into their post secondary education, only to follow that same path of work and ambition.

At this point, Hannah didn't want to do that.

That became especially clear when she made a decision.

Joel, like the other boys, had endured the indignity of reporting back to the Student Health Center to get his chastity cage cleaned. Obviously, the boys had to shower each day, but that didn't help with their imprisoned genitals.

Only then, Hannah had been talking to another girl in one of her classes. Her classmate giggled and said, "There’s something pretty special about taking him into a bathroom, tying him up, stripping him, and cleaning him. Boys are so bad at hygiene, you know? I swear, they’re like animals if we leave them on their own."

Giggling along with her classmate, Hannah hadn’t argued.

For the most part, Joel tried to stay out of her way. She called him over from time to time to clean up her place and do her laundry. Once or twice, she had been busy studying, and she had gotten hungry, so she texted him and ordered him to go get her some food.

He was remarkably obedient. Not only that, there was just something so incredible about having this helpful young man around. It made her think of a point one of her high school teachers had made, "We like to think of housewives as women who just cook and clean. In most cases, however, especially back in the 1940s and 1950s, women ran the household. This took so much more effort than you might assume. They had to handle the bills, household repairs, and things along those lines. It took a lot of time and effort. Even now, if a person has a house spouse, they get a big boon to their career. You don't know it yet, but being an adult means handling all of those annoying chores like car maintenance, paying your taxes, and repairing all of those small little things that make modern life work so well." At the time, Hannah hadn't really understood.

But she did now.

At one point, she dropped her phone, and she didn't want to head into town to get it fixed. So instead, she sent Joel.

Later on, she had to create a poster for a presentation in one of her classes. Rather than head back into town to pick up the supplies herself, she sent her boy. Strictly speaking, he was helping.

At one point, he had complained, saying, "Do you really think this is fair? I shouldn't just have to serve you like this!"

Cute.

Silly but cute.

Hannah could have laughed and told him that he was effectively her servant. That was what chastity meant at this college. Even if Minerva University served as an isolated island of male subjugation, her experiences here made her hunger for this kind of power dynamic all across the country (all across the world). Instead of reminding him that he was locked in chastity and had to do whatever she said, Hannah decided to be gentler with this boy, "I know that's how you feel, but you need to remember that I'm taking care of you. I'm overseeing your behavior, and that takes some effort. When you do a few chores for me, you're just paying me back."

In the next moment, she almost expected him to say something about how he couldn’t spend hours serving her each day. Fortunately for him, he had swallowed back those declarations, probably because he remembered what it was like to get stripped and spanked.

And yet, she now had that other idea, and she sent her boy out to go pick up another package for her. He didn't know what it contained, but he would find out soon enough.

She couldn't wait!

In more serious moments, she could recognize that most men across the world wouldn't surrender so easily. Even so, she could hope. Simultaneously, she started to believe in the viability of female supremacy. When she saw it in each class and throughout the hallways and outside, it got a lot easier. Maybe that was the problem with most of society, she occasionally reflected. People simply lacked imagination to understand just how much the world could change.

Coming back to the question of hygiene, she decided to call Joel back to her room.

When he presented himself, she marveled that she could just send the text and wait, knowing he would rush over. It wouldn't matter if he was studying, hanging out with his own friends, or playing video games. He had to do as she said. If he didn't, she could punish him. She had that power. Each time she reflected on this, the excitement raced through her body.

Only now, he knocked on her door, and she called out to him, "Come in." He obeyed, presenting himself.

"What can I do for you?" He didn't sound annoyed as those words left his lips. Even so, she could sense the resentment straining off of him.

She knew what she had in mind. She knew what she could do with him.

"Strip," she said. "I want to inspect your chastity cage."

"But I went to the Student Health Center on Sunday," he protested. "It's in my records, isn't it?"

It was; she had monitored his performance, but she didn't care about that.

Rising from her seat, Hannah placed her hands on her hips as she looked right at him. "It doesn't matter what you have done before," she reminded him. "I gave you an order. So what are you going to do?"

Dropping his head down, he quickly said, "I’ll do whatever you say."

"Yes," she agreed. "You will."

With her hand still on her hips, she studied him. Even if he couldn't quite match her gaze, she had no problem simply watching him as she waited for his compliance.

He gave it.

Like a good boy, he peeled off his T-shirt, he pulled down his black shorts, and he kicked away his shoes. One garment at a time, he stripped. Soon enough, he was down to just his dark blue boxers. Then he pulled those down as well.

"You know, this really isn't a big deal," she said. "I’ve seen you naked before." She made that idea sound so basic and easy, like even a boy should have been able to accept it without any problem.

"Right," he agreed. His shoulder tightened, but he cooperated. Joel yanked off his boxers, and he bundled everything up into a neat little pile before nudging it off to the side. Adorably, he held his arms together, his knuckles pushed up against the underside of his other hand as he tried to cover his chastity cage in vain. Obviously, Hannah could have just nudged him aside or ordered him to hold his hands behind his back. Instead, she picked up the package he had fetched for her, she tore it open, and then she nodded to herself, completely satisfied.

"Come with me," she said, stepping out of her room and into the common area. Tonight, her roommates were out. Joel didn't know that, so he crept forward, like he was terrified a pack of girls would descend on him at any moment.

Undaunted, Hannah strode over to the bathroom, she opened the door, and she motioned for him to go inside. Once there, she nodded toward the shower stall.

"What are we going to do?" Joel asked.

"You see that hook right there?" She pointed to the wall opposite the shower head. He nodded. "Go over there, close your eyes, lift your arms, and keep them pressed against the title for me."

"Why?" Joel asked. "What are you going to do?"

"You're going to do it because I told you to," she answered. "And you'll see soon enough exactly what I have planned for you."

"Yes, Miss," he said.

He stepped forward, closed his eyes, and raised his arms. He shivered as his back pushed up against the tiled wall. The cold probably soaked into his body. His muscles contracted, his nipples stiffened, and he sucked in a breath, tightening his stomach. In the meantime, Hannah waited for one and two and three and four seconds. She enjoyed this. She let her gaze drift up and down along his body.

Technically, Joel wasn't one of the most attractive boys on campus. There were plenty of other young men who were more handsome or better built. In fact, several of the keyholders on campus had started competing. They treated their boys like show ponies, forcing them to spend extra time and attention on their hair, their workout routines, and their diets. Those were the especially pretty boys, the ones who were getting sculpted to satisfy their keyholders.

Hannah had considered playing that kind of game with Joel, but she inevitably decided that it would have taken too much time. Playing with him was fun, but she wasn't interested in entering him into any competitions.

Then again, seeing Isaac in that wet T-shirt contest had been very, very entertaining…

Shaking those thoughts aside, Hannah concentrated on the boy in front of her again.

He still had his eyes locked shut. Although he obediently kept his eyes shut, she enjoyed the way his body trembled just a tiny bit. Even if it would've required some coaxing, he was scared of her.

A playful smile curved along her lips. Good, she thought. Women needed to be feared just a little bit. She didn't intend to be cool with him, but she certainly wanted to try this.

She reached down and pulled out the item from the package; the handcuffs jingled, and he quickly asked, "What is that?"

She brought his hands up toward the hook, she locked one cuff around his right wrist and the other around his left, securing them to the wall. Within seconds, he was bound, and she grinned again. It had taken some stretching, but now he was stuck there, naked and on display just for her.

"You can look," she said.

Right away, Joel opened his eyes, raised his head, and saw the handcuffs now looped through that hook over his head. "What did you do?" It must’ve been obvious, yet he still needed to ask.

"I restrained you," she said unapologetically.

"Why?" Joel asked. "I've done everything you wanted!"

"Because you're a boy, and boys have a hard time controlling themselves, especially when something like this is concerned." To emphasize her point, she reached down into her jeans pocket, and she pulled out that special item. Technically, she could have used her phone, but she aimed for a little bit of drama with this moment.

It worked. He saw the key pinched between her fingers, and he immediately tried to reach out for it. Adorably, he strained against the handcuffs, but he was still trapped there against the wall.

"What, what are you going to do?"

"I know you went into the Student Health Center for your inspection and cleaning, but I think this is something your keyholder should do as well. So that's what I'm going to do. And if you're a very good boy, I might let you have some fun. Would you like that?"

Instantly, he understood. His mouth probably started to water. Better yet, he gushed with desperation,  "Yes, please. Yes, please, Miss!" His eyes bulged.

"Let's see if you can handle this," she said as she stepped forward. She leaned toward him, she pressed her chest to his. Even if there were the layers of her bra, her undershirt, and her Minerva University sweatshirt, this boy still shivered with desire and anticipation. She whispered to him, "I expect you to be on your very best behavior for me."

"Yes, Miss!"

Then she stepped back, she slipped the key down into that small opening, she turned it, and the mechanism released. She removed the ring from around his balls, she pulled that sheath off of his cock, and then she pulled away the different connectors, one piece at a time until his cock had been liberated. Instantly, his manhood stiffened. Excitement flooded through his boy part.

"Do you think I should give you a good washing?"

"I don't know," he said demurely. "That's a decision for you to make, Miss." He was smart. Just as importantly, Joel was doing his very best to show her that he was going to cooperate. He’d do everything in his power to satisfy her, especially because this was the closest he'd come to an orgasm.

They had been at school for several weeks. For a young man like Joel, this must have been so incredibly difficult. Hannah could actually empathize quite a bit better; she had learned a lot about herself since coming to college. In particular, she had discovered just how much she enjoyed touching herself. She loved knowing that she had this boy under lock and key. She enjoyed caressing herself, gliding her hand down between her legs and stroking her slit. She loved the way her fingers could play along her breasts, down her stomach, and along her sensitive flesh. With every touch and caress, she triggered those vibrant desires. They became more and more powerful until she climaxed!

Before she came to college, she had touched herself just a handful of times. Since actually getting the privacy of her dorm room and knowing that she had this boy, she had probably masturbated at least once every night. Sometimes she did it to relax after studying. Occasionally, she woke up in the morning before her alarm went off, and there was that desire just waiting for her.

It refreshed her; it made her feel like there could be this exhilarating rush of energy!

But now, she had to deny that temptation. Instead, she concentrated on his cock. "Clean enough," she said. "But I think you could use a little touch up. What do you think?"

"Whatever you say," he told her, his voice shaking.

Casually, she turned around and bent over. After another heartbeat, she glanced over her shoulder and saw him, staring down at the curves of her ass. "Do you like that?" Hannah teased him.

"I'm sorry," he quickly gushed out. "I wasn't trying to be rude or disrespectful, Miss!"

"Oh, I know," she said with a little titter. "If you're a very good boy, maybe I will let you get closer later."

"Yes, Miss," he answered. "Whatever you say, Miss."

He was being so good. Then again, Hannah wasn't naïve. In her psychology class, they had talked about the effects of chastity quite a bit. Her professor enjoyed lecturing about male denial and how arousal could prompt men to be aggressive and domineering or subservient and eager to please. "Ultimately, it just comes down to that question of release. If a man understands that raw aggression will get him what he wants, then he will be aggressive. If, however, he learns that the only way to possibly get out of his chastity cage is simple obedience, then he will learn to do as he's told."

Hannah saw that with this boy–her boy.

She turned on the water, warmed it up, grabbed the bar of soap, and rubbed it between her hands. The suds built up almost immediately, and soon her fingers were wet and covered with bubbles. Then she turned around, she walked over to him, and she started to clean him.

Her hands moved up and down along his cock. Feeling both playful and puckish, she traced the pad of her thumb around his opening. She stroked him, gripping him. She moved her hand up and down, sliding her skin over his. Simultaneously, he grunted and moaned. He was making those delightful little whimpering sounds like a desperate animal.

"Are you going to be a good boy for me?"

"Yes…" Joel breathed out.

"Does that mean you should always do what the girls around you say?"

"Yes, Miss," he admitted.

"And why is that?"

Right then and there, Joel wasn't going to try to be defiant. He didn't care about the politics of what he said. She could see that he only had one goal, one need, and one singular desire that enveloped everything else. At some other place or time, this young man probably clung to his other dreams and ambitions, like he wanted to be a mechanical engineer or an office manager or something. He had to have his own plans and hopes for the future. But as she touched him, those other goals became irrelevant. They were just shadows, whispers of a breeze and nothing more.

She continued to stroke him, her hand moving up and down.

"Women are superior," he said. "Women are the superior sex, and I’ll do whatever you want, especially if you touch me like this. I’ll do whatever you want because I want to get off so badly!"

Hannah stopped. She pulled her hands away. "That's unfortunate," she said.

His eyes flew open as he looked right at her. "What–what did I do wrong?"

"Technically, nothing," she replied. "I believe you, Joel. I believe that you just told me the truth as you understand it. You are willing to be obedient because I was touching you, and it felt so good for you, didn't it?" With a bemused smile of disappointment, she shook her head from side to side. "But that's not a good enough reason."

"What? Excuse me? What did I do wrong?"

"You told me you are only willing to do this because you want to get off," she said. "That isn't how this works. That isn't a genuine understanding of female superiority."

"But, but…"

Joel’s keyholder leaned over again, turned on the hot water, and washed her hands. The white suds disappeared down the drain within the span of a few heartbeats. Only then, she reached up, and she grabbed the showerhead. She pulled it from its hook on the wall, and she turned the other handle. Within seconds, cold water sprayed down into the drain.

"What, what are you going to do?"

"You're nice and clean now," she said. "But I want you to think about this. I want you to think about how you messed up, and what you're going to do differently next time."

Immediately, he knew what to do. He tried again, "Miss, I just messed up. Please, can I have another chance? I'm serious. I genuinely want to obey you. I want to serve you! I’m learning all of my lessons, and I'm getting really good grades, and all of my teachers will say that I've done everything they have told me. I don't talk up in class, and I don't act out. I'm not like some of those other boys!" The words tumbled from his mouth, one after another while she listened with a knowing smirk.

"Still not good enough," Hannah decided. "You're only telling me what you think I want to hear. Technically, you're trying to manipulate me." She raised her free hand and wagged her finger from side to side, "Bad boy. But don't worry. I'm still going to have sex with you."

"You are?"

"I am," she promised him.

"Thank you, Miss! Thank you so much!" He tugged against his restraints. "If you just let me down, I swear, I'll do everything I can to make it good for you."

"I have no doubt," she agreed. "But we still need to clean you up and get you locked up."

His face turned white, "Locked up?"

"That's right," she told him right as she aimed the spray at his crotch. Cold water jetted against his hard shaft, along his balls, and down between his legs. He jerked from side to side, fighting like a wild animal, but he couldn't break free from those restraints. She had him, and now she couldn't help but laugh as he squirmed and struggled. His muscles tightened, and he fought so hard to break free, but he wasn't going to rip through that stainless steel.

Little by little, his erection started to dissipate. She watched as he went soft, then completely flaccid. Even so, she decided to give him a nice washing. She rinsed him off from his head to his toes. Pretty soon, little bumps appeared all along his body, and she grinned as he shivered. "When you have the chance to serve me, I expect you to do it enthusiastically because what should be your top priority?"

"You! You need to be my top priority, Miss!"

"Good boy," she said and turned off the water. She grabbed a towel next, dabbed his face, his chest, and then she dried off his cock and balls. Luckily for him, he managed to remain soft. Even when he watched as she picked up the different pieces of his chastity cage, his body didn't respond. Rather, he didn't allow himself to get excited again. She was close, and he probably wanted her so badly, but it didn't matter. She applied the ring, the tube, and the different connectors. She secured the chastity cage, piece by piece, just as the nurse had done before. Within a few more seconds, he was once again imprisoned.

"Do you need a little shock to remind you of how this works?" Hannah asked him.

"No, Miss," he answered.

"I think you do," she said casually. She left the bathroom, came back with her phone, and lifted it up. Then she gave him one zap followed by two more in the span of four seconds. He twitched each time, biting down or growling as he tried to fight off those snaps of pain.

"Very good," she said. "Tell me that was for your own good," she instructed.

"That was for my own good," Joel agreed.

"You see, things work best when you do as I say. Isn't that right, Joel?"

"Yes, Miss," he agreed.

By now, she had freed him from the restraints, taken him by his hand, and escorted this boy back into her small room. Standing over him. Now, she looked down at him. "Would you like to see me naked?"

"Yes, Miss!"

"Beg."

His throat tightened, his jaw locked, and it was obvious he was torn. Maybe he thought of this as some kind of trap. If so, Hannah didn't care. Instead, she raised the phone again and wiggled it. "Go on," she said. "I expect you to cooperate."

Then again, this was so much more than simple cooperation. It was subjugation, surrender, and the loss of something primal. When he did this, he would be giving up something important. He had to understand that. Hannah certainly did. In fact, she couldn't help but grin down at him. She could feel her lips pull away from her teeth as she enjoyed that look of hesitation and trepidation on his handsome face.

"Please, may I see you? Please? Please, I want to be a good boy for you."

A good boy. She loved that phrase! She loved how it made him sound so small and inferior. Again and again, Hannah thought of those errant glances from her older high school teachers, especially the men who looked over at her and assumed she was just going to be some silly little airhead. Even if they had encountered lots of girls who were more than just capable, they still had that expectation. To them, the hero of the story always had to be a boy. To them, leadership meant masculinity. It didn't matter what she did. In fact, they probably just shrugged and thought of Hannah herself as some aberration. She was another feminist anomaly, but those men still assumed that the world would go back to the way it had always been: boys in charge and girls simpering to help them along the way as they achieved one glorious victory or another.

Joel couldn't see the world like that, not any longer.

"Please? Please, I want to serve you. Please, I'm going to be your servant."

"My servant?" There was another word, one she really, really wanted to hear right then and there. "I think you can do better than that," she told him. She was still grinning. There was something hungry and predatory glinting in her eyes.

"Your slave…" It was probably wrong to use that kind of language. It was probably inappropriate. Then again, they were alone, and she didn't have to worry about anyone else, not with the door shut and locked and this boy imprisoned within his chastity device. With that cage between his legs, he knew his place.

Hannah smiled. "I like that. Say it again. Tell me what you are. Tell me what it means." She sounded a little bit like the host of some academic competition. She had just challenged him to define this word. And when he did, he’d define who he had become.

While she waited, Hannah circled him. She brushed her fingers through his hair, stroked his shoulder, and slid her hand up along his neck before gently scratching at his cheek. She loved the way he shivered, how he squirmed there on his knees in front of her. She didn't know if she had ever seen a boy quite so tense. It was like he needed to spring up and do some jumping jacks or maybe go run a marathon.

Then again, she thought of his boy part and just how excited he had become. Too bad for him, she reflected.

"It means I belong to you," he said. "It means you’re in charge, and I have to do whatever you say."

"That sounds good," she said. "Give me some examples." Again, she picked that special language, that academic tone, like this was entirely theoretical. It wasn't, not when she could feel the heat right there between her inner thighs. Her nipples were so stiff, and every breath felt a little faster, a little sharper.

"You can make me do whatever you want. You can make me do your laundry or clean up your room. You can make me perform for you."

"Perform for me?" Hannah asked. "I like that idea. What kind of performance did you have in mind?"

He froze, his entire body going stiff as he stared at some random spot on the floor, probably because he desperately needed to hide from implications of what he had just told her.

"I, I don't know," he stuttered out.

"I have an idea," she said. "Let's see what you can do with your mouth," she told him.

That was when she straightened her back, leaned down, and peeled off her top. She removed her undershirt, and then there was just her bra. As she worked, Hannah started to wonder about that rush of nervous energy.

In high school, she had been in the girls locker room on one random day, right before PE, and a boy had accidentally wandered in. She remembered glancing up and seeing that look of genuine terror spread across his face. Even though he was outnumbered, however, the girls had answered with the exact same kind of response. There was screaming and shrieking, girls slamming their lockers shut and turning to run out of his field of vision. Inevitably, the boy had spun around and darted out of the locker room; for him, it had been an honest mistake and a stupid accident.

The girls had panicked, like they thought of him as some dangerous interloper.

It had been just one boy. He had probably been a freshman; he had looked so small and scrawny. It wasn't like he was one of those well-built athletes who probably could have been dangerous. And yet…Hannah still remembered that sense of fear as it had coursed through the air, electric and undeniable. It reminded her of the feeling right before a lightning storm. But now, she found herself standing over this boy, and she waited for something similar.

Moment by moment, she thought about this and what she was going to do with him. Teasing him had been one thing. This would be something else.

"You're my slave," she said simply. By now, she was naked and exposed and ready to play with him. She intended to enjoy this…

"Yes, Miss," he agreed. If he heard the uncertainty or doubt in her voice, he gave no sign of it.

His captor ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth.  Again, she waited for that sense of exposure to give her some rush of vulnerability, like she was supposed to be scared. In that moment, however, she didn't bring her knees together, nor did she raise her arms to hide her chest. Instead, she contemplated a different reaction, one where she had every right to do this.

Besides, this was for his own good…

As she considered that, part of Hannah wanted to just grab him, pull his head back, and lean forward. Instead, she turned, and she walked back to the edge of her bed. She sat down, relaxed, spread her legs, and savored the space all around her.

"Crawl over to me, bow down, and nuzzle my toes. Kiss my feet and tell me how much you enjoy being on your knees in front of me."

Even if he also hated it, it didn't matter, all because this was something he had wanted.

Sure enough, Hannah glanced down at her chastity slave, and she saw those big eyes as he drank in sight of her. His eyes slid along her chest, back up to her hair, down again toward her stomach and her knees, and her dampened slit. All of those little details held his attention for several more seconds.

"Joel," she said, breaking him from his reverie.

Finally, he shook his head like a distracted puppy dog. Then he crawled forward. There wasn't much space, but he took his time. Hannah didn't mind, if only because there was something so amazing about seeing this prime specimen of masculinity down on his hands and knees as he crawled before her.

In truth, Hannah didn't know whether or not this was supposed to be acceptable or not. After all, the university existed to train both young women and men. Granted, the goals were different, but she didn't see any problem with that. Sexists online loved to use that excuse; women and men were fundamentally different, they argued, so it made sense they would be treated differently. Consequently, those same men used that concept as the intellectual pillar of their arguments. If men and women were different, then women could be treated differently (worse). Maybe they didn't admit that last part, but the implication was always there, at least from a woman's perspective. Maybe those guys honestly believe that this was for the best.

Hannah could almost empathize.

Then again, she could use that same reasoning. Boys and girls were different, so this young man belonged down there.

She smiled to herself, contemplating exactly what that little piece of metal between his legs could accomplish. At the same time, she glanced over at her phone, and she wondered whether or not she should have used it again.

"Before you start," she said. "Thank me for unlocking you."

His eyes got big, and he opened his mouth, his lips tight with raw exasperation. He revealed the edges of his teeth, like he thought he might pounce. Then again, he had to understand that his most primitive instincts weren't going to help him here. Instead, he had to gulp them down, and he pushed his elbows to his sides before his fingers tensed. Reluctantly, he exhaled. He got himself under control.

Hannah watched all of this; more importantly, she enjoyed the show! She loved seeing how this young man could have to fight through his emotions. Remarkably, Joel succeeded. He didn't lose his temper, nor did he throw another tantrum. She thought of what he had said to her that one time, but he was learning.

In fact, Hannah had to believe that all of the boys across campus were learning.

He dipped his head down. He took his lips, and he kissed her right foot. Then he did the left.

"What?" Hannah had to ask him. "Is that really the best you think you can do? Come on,” she smirked again. When he glanced up at her, it looked like he wished to say something. She cut him off with a smile and, "Don't speak. You want to stay right where you are, and I want to see you nuzzle my feet. I want to hear you tell me how grateful you are for this opportunity. I mean, I'm letting you see me naked, and we’re about to have sex. Doesn't that sound incredible?"

Sex. He still didn’t understand, not with the cage between his legs.

Clenching his jaw, he obviously wanted to say something, but he knew better than to argue with her. Instead, he lowered his face again, and he nuzzled her right foot with his lips and the tip of his nose sliding along her toes. He moved up and down, from her ankle to the top of her foot. At the same time, he had to hate this. He worshiped her, and he showed her exactly where he belonged, but he probably still believed that he would get out of here.

"How long do you think it's going to take before this fundamentally changes who you are?" Hannah had to ask. "It's only been a couple of weeks. I mean, look at you. Did you ever think you would be in a position like this?"

"No, Miss," he said even as he kissed her big toe. Then he slid over to her other foot.

"No," she said. "You didn't think you would be like this, but I'm going to show you how good it feels. I mean, right now, what do you want?"

"Release," he admitted.

"Exactly," she told him. "If I put a contract in front of you and told you to sign it, would you? What if I told you to sign it without reading it? Would you?" Again, Hannah didn't allow him the opportunity to answer. "You would," she said. "Maybe your hand would be trembling or whatever, but you would sign it. It wouldn't matter if you promised to serve me for the rest of your life. It wouldn't matter if you literally signed up for slavery. You would accept it because you’d want to get off so, so badly!" She giggled. She couldn't help it, like this was just an amazing little joke.

"I don't know if that's true," he protested. Somehow, that was the best he could do.

"Oh? Should I take you back into the bathroom? Should I chain you up against the wall again?"

"No, Miss! Please, don't!"

"Exactly," she said. "And to think, there are boys all across the campus who are being trained just like you." For a moment, she thought of Isaac, and she considered his free spirit, and she wondered exactly how she felt about that. Simultaneously, she thought of that other girl. Emily.

Shaking her head, Hannah dislodged those thoughts. She had a boy in front of her, and she intended to focus on him.

"Say it again."

This time, he didn't have to ask what she meant, "I'm your slave, Miss."

"And do you enjoy serving me?"

"Yes, Miss," he said.

"Come here," she said, extending one hand and beckoning her boy with the curve of a finger.

He obeyed, sitting up straight before he braced himself on his knuckles, and he leaned forward, his head moving between her legs until his cheeks brushed along her inner thighs. He was coming closer, so much closer, and she couldn't wait.

With one arm still stretched forward, she placed her fingers on the back of his head. "Lick," Hannah commanded.

Yes!

At once, he obeyed. Maybe that was the most amazing part of it all. In those first couple of seconds, the sensations shot across her skin, but it was that power, the authority, and the control that seemed to inject pure need into her body. Her muscles tightened, and she pulled him closer as his lips and tongue worked against her drenched pussy. He serviced her, working steadily at first, but that wasn't good enough.

"Faster," she ordered.

He listened and obeyed! His tongue played up and down, left and right, and in those tight circles. "Lower," she said next. Again, he did as she asked. "Faster," she said just a few heartbeats later. Simultaneously, she closed her eyes, and she relaxed. With one hand on the back of his head and the other behind her, she lost herself.

Alone at night, she had become accustomed to enjoying herself, but this was different. It was so much better! Exquisite desire flashed between her nerves. Her toes curled even as she pushed her heels down against the floor. "Yes," she told him. "Yes. Just like that. Yes. Good. That's right. Show me where you belong. Show me what I can do with you. Show me how you're always going to be obedient. Yes, you are." The words came out, one after another, and she didn't even have to think about them. She just spoke, and she knew she was telling him the truth. More importantly, she knew he couldn't stop.

His tongue brought her wave after wave of delicious anticipation, only then it got so much better!

There was that blaze of satisfaction. Incandescent ecstasy exploded along her skin, pulsating from her center out up into her arms and down her legs. Her toes curled even take her now, and she had her eyes open, but she didn't see anything. Raising her chin, she cried out. She knew that there were probably other girls in the dorm who would hear this, but she didn't care. She couldn't worry about that, not when she had this boy on his knees before her!

"Enough," she said.

She nudged him back. "You can go now."

Just like that, she dismissed him, and he scrambled to his feet. He got dressed, and he left.

Longing: Every Boy

All across campus, the boys had to endure the buzzing longing, the fizzing sensations of need and desire. For some of them, they lost sleep, and a deep anticipation seemed to creep through their bodies. For most of them, however, the denial gave them extra strength. The need gripped them, becoming more and more powerful. Consequently, they could do their homework, exercise, and play their little games even as they served their keyholders.

Satisfaction: Every Girl

Of course, everything was different for the girls on campus. They enjoyed this. So many of them had denied their sexuality, if only unconsciously. They hadn't really understood exactly how powerful their urges could be. Yet now, these boys awoke something within them. Because the young men couldn't stop their superiors, the girls learned to hunt. They rediscovered their predatory desires, and they grabbed those boys, kissing them, fondling them, groping and harassing them. It was also good, especially when those young women channel their frustrations from high school or earlier. Boys had always been so bad, but now these young men were learning. It was up to the girls on campus to make sure the lessons stuck.

Around Campus: Academic Service

Tyson slung his backpack over his shoulder and exhaled as he stood up from his desk. The anthropology lecture had been engaging, at least for him. He’d been quiet and taken his notes. No one expected much from Tyson or any of the boys. They were supposed to take up space, be compliant, and remain in the background. Anything beyond that was usually unwelcome.

He was halfway to the door when Professor Whitmore’s voice cut through the low hum of students packing up.

"Tyson, stay behind for a moment."

A few of the girls glanced over as they left, smirking or whispering amongst themselves. His stomach tightened. He turned back toward the professor, who remained seated behind her desk as she flipped through a stack of papers. His heart pounded as he walked over, trying to keep his face neutral.

"Yes, Professor?"

She didn’t look up right away. Instead, she plucked a single sheet from the pile and set it in front of her. His paper.

"This," she said, finally meeting his eyes, "is a very impressive essay."

A flicker of hope stirred in his chest. Had she actually recognized his effort?

Then her expression hardened.

"Too impressive."

The bottom dropped out of his stomach. "What do you mean?" Of course, he had an idea even if he didn't want to acknowledge it.

She leaned back in her chair with her fingers interlaced. "The depth of analysis, the argument structure—frankly, this reads far above your expected capabilities."

His throat went dry. "I—I spent a lot of time on that paper. I researched—"

"And I have to wonder where you got it from. Did one of your classmates take pity on you? This sounds like it was written by a woman.”

His cheeks burned. "No, Professor. I wrote that paper myself."

She arched an eyebrow, unconvinced. "Or perhaps you used AI? A little tool to prop up your performance? It’s not unusual, you know. Boys often look for shortcuts."

Anger twisted in his gut. He clenched his fists at his sides, his nails digging into his palms. "I didn’t cheat. I wrote every word."

Professor Whitmore sighed, clearly unimpressed with his denials. "I don’t believe you."

The force of those words pressed down on him, suffocating. It didn’t matter what he said. It didn’t matter what was true. He was guilty because she had decided he was.

She picked up her pen and tapped it against the paper. "Here’s what we’re going to do. I could take this to the administration. A plagiarism violation would mean expulsion."

His breath hitched. Expulsion. That would be the end of everything. His future, his education—gone.

"But," she continued, her tone almost casual, "I’m willing to give you an alternative. You can enroll in academic service for the remainder of the semester."

He swallowed hard. "Academic service?"

"A fair consequence. You’ll be assigned to maintenance duty—cleaning, picking up garbage, ensuring the campus stays pristine. It’s a valuable learning experience. This kind of service helps you learn discipline."

His fingers curled tighter. She was forcing him into a choice that wasn’t a choice at all. If he refused, he’d be expelled. If he accepted, he’d be humiliated, paraded around campus as yet another boy who needed to be put in his place.

"Of course," she added, "if you truly believe you wrote this paper, I’d be happy to arrange a meeting with the disciplinary board. We’ll let them decide. But be aware, the burden of proof is on you. And history shows they don’t look favorably upon dishonest young men."

A lump formed in his throat. He had no way to prove anything. His word meant nothing here.

He closed his eyes for a brief second, then forced himself to nod. "I’ll do the academic service."

Professor Whitmore smiled, satisfied. "Smart decision. Report to the student labor office this afternoon. And remember, Tyson—be grateful for the opportunity to better yourself."

He nodded stiffly, swallowing back his resentment. Then he turned and walked out of the classroom, his future still intact—but at what cost?

As he stepped into the hallway, the buzz of student chatter surrounded him, but he barely heard it. His mind raced. It wasn’t just the humiliation that stung; it was the sheer injustice of it all. He had worked harder on that paper than anything before, and yet, his effort had been dismissed as impossible.

Then again, this was just how it worked at Minerva University.

Isaac’s Tasks: Isaac

The line at the campus coffee shop moved sluggishly, but Isaac stood patiently with his hands in his pockets as he waited for his turn. Normally, he would have taken out his phone and let the time stream by, but Emily's aggressive use of the guardian controls made that pretty much impossible. She had mostly transformed his phone into a brick.

So instead, he looked around and watched as students studied or clustered around the tables and chatted. The early morning crowd was filled mostly with girls chatting with their friends or scrolling through their phones, while the few boys in line stood quietly and waited patiently. Even though he had pretty much memorized it, Isaac glanced at the menu.

The smell of roasted coffee beans filled the air, and the steady hum of conversation blended with the soft clatter of plates or cups. He shifted his weight from foot to foot, suppressing a yawn. The weight of his responsibilities pressed on him already, and the day had barely begun. The tension of always watching his words, always staying in line, made his shoulders ache before he had even gone to his first class.

He didn’t see her coming.

In one instant, he was standing still and staring at the counter ahead. In that next fraction of a second, someone slammed into his shoulder, sending him stumbling back. His breath caught as the girl who had just walked straight into him let out a sharp, irritated exhale. Her phone nearly slipped from her grasp, and she fumbled to steady herself.

“What the hell?” she snapped, jerking her gaze from her screen to glare at him.

Isaac blinked, startled. It wasn’t his fault—she’d been looking down, not watching where she was going—but the heat in her eyes made his stomach twist. She was tall, with striking dark eyes and waves of deep auburn hair that framed her face. Dressed in a sharp blazer over a pleated skirt, she carried herself with an effortless confidence that made him shrink inward. She looks like she could have been the CEO of some new tech startup. More importantly, Isaac had learned to recognize that look. It was the same look he had seen from girls who knew exactly how much power they held over him.

“I—” he started, but her expression darkened.

“Are you serious right now?” she scoffed and stepped closer. “You just ran into me.” Obviously, that was impossible, not when he had been standing in line.

Isaac swallowed hard. His instinct was to argue and to tell her she had walked into him, but his pulse quickened at the realization that it didn’t matter. His words wouldn’t change anything. The wrong response, even something as simple as pointing out the truth, could cost him. He thought of the administration. More importantly, he thought of Emily. Up until now, he had done a relatively good job, meaning she might have decided to unlock him for a little while.

If this girl decided to go find his keyholder and to report him, he could be in so much trouble…

Most of all, she was a girl. He was a boy. And at Minerva, that meant she had the power here.

“I’m sorry,” he said quickly and hoped that would be enough.

She gave him a slow, unimpressed once-over, her lips twisting in annoyance. “That’s it? That’s your apology?”

Isaac hesitated. His heart skittered in his chest. Of course, he was itching to tell her it wasn’t fair. He wanted to remind her that she was the one who wasn’t paying attention. But none of that would make a difference. If she reported him for being rude or disrespectful, it would be his word against hers. And his declaration wouldn’t mean a thing.

“I—” He took a slow breath, forcing himself to meet her gaze. “I’m really sorry. It was my fault. I should have been more careful.” Every word scraped against his vocal cords, yet he didn't see any choice. He had to be good. He had to be docile and obedient.

She snorted. “Yeah, you should have.” She crossed her arms and stared at him a little longer, as if expecting him to grovel further. The longer the silence stretched, the more nervous he became. Then, with a final shake of her head, she turned and walked away, her phone back in her hand, her attention already elsewhere.

Isaac stood there, his jaw clenched, his hands curled into fists at his sides. His stomach churned, frustration bubbling beneath his skin. But he forced himself to breathe, to shove the feeling down where it couldn’t be seen. He was used to this. He had learned to endure it. But that didn’t mean it didn’t burn.

The line moved forward. It was his turn to order.

He stepped up to the counter and quietly placed Emily’s order.

The barista, a boy who looked about Isaac’s age, glanced at him with the same exhausted weariness he felt inside. Isaac briefly wondered if this boy had been put in his place that morning too. Perhaps he had also swallowed his pride just to get through another day.

Isaac paid, then stepped to the side to wait. He had to hurry back. If Emily’s coffee wasn’t hot enough, if he took too long, if she was in a bad mood—he didn’t want to think about it. He just wanted to get through the morning. In order to do so, he had to focus on one task at a time.

One task at a time. That had become his new mantra as he made his way back across campus toward Emily's dorm.

When he arrived, he hoped for something simple. She was supposed to take his coffee, tell him to clean, and that would be it. He could finish up in relatively short order, make his escape, and rush back to his dorm room where he could study for a little bit. Instead, she was waiting for him.

Emily sat on her bed, her legs crossed. She looked at ease in her black and blue pleated skirt, that white blouse, and with the ribbon in her hair. When he saw her, his body stirred. Those desires swirled faster deep within him. Simply being on campus triggered something within him. He could never deny it. Beyond the safety of his bed, he always had to contend with those young women. So many of them were hot. So many of them drew him in. His eyes often drifted toward their legs, their butts, their stomachs and breasts. Even the glint of hair could be enough to awaken something inside of him.

Like all of the other boys, Isaac did his best to resist those temptations. He tried to fight past the urges, buried deep within his body, yet it was nearly impossible because he was a boy, and those virile urges refused to dissipate.

Emily had removed his chastity cage once to allow him to relieve some of the pressure. She had made him thank her for the privilege, and he had done so willingly, almost eagerly. He had gushed out, "Thank you. Thank you so much for this opportunity! Thank you for the opportunity to serve you!"

She had just smirked with this look of disdain on her face.

Like a good boy, Isaac had shut his eyes and tried to draw out that orgasm for as long as possible. He made it last for a few extra seconds, but that was it. It hadn’t been enough; it hadn't been anywhere near good enough to give him genuine relief. If anything, that single orgasm had simply heightened his desires, reminding him of just how good it could all be.

“Put the coffee on my desk," she said when he came into her room.

"I'll take care of your laundry, and I can vacuum if you like. Is there anything else you would like me to do?"

"Actually, yes," she said.

He waited. Ridiculously, he had the urge to hold his hands behind his back with his spine held rigid and straight, like he was on display for her.

Emily ran her gaze up and down along his frame. "I have a friend…" Her voice trailed off. He didn't understand why this was relevant, especially because Emily hadn't seemed especially interested in sharing anything of her life with this boy. Some keyholders took a very specific interest in their boys. They revelled in the opportunity to train them and discipline them. For the most part, however, Emily preferred to focus on her own studies and interests. This boy may have been one of her responsibilities, but she didn't really worry about Isaac.

"I have this friend," she said again, smirking. The corners of her cheeks rose up as she considered this. "Her name is Amanda, and she is a really sweet girl. She is pretty, but she comes from a pretty traditionalist area. To be honest, I'm a little bit worried about her."

Tentatively and in a small voice, he asked, "Why are you worried about her?" It seemed like Emily expected him to speak, so he tried to appear engaged, like he was really paying attention.

"I'm worried about her because she's never had an orgasm before."

"I see…" He didn't, not really. He didn't understand why she was telling him any of this.

"I'm not sure what it is," Emily continued as though he hadn't said anything at all. "I mean, I guess it's just a question of interest. When you come from this kind of community, you don't get a lot of encouragement to explore your own body. Things might be better here at Minerva, but I get it. Things are pretty bad elsewhere."

This time, he stayed quiet and maintained that timid demeanor.

His keyholder glanced up at him for just a moment. It wasn't hard to look nervous around her, especially because he knew how much an electric shock could sting. Emily may have mostly ignored him, but he occasionally made mistakes, which warranted "correction". He didn't want this to be another one of those instances.

"So anyway, I think he she should get the chance to use a boy." Emily sharp and her gaze on him. "I'm thinking you would be eager and obedient. Isn't that right?"

"I, I don't understand," he said.

"I mean, I pretty much treat you like a slave now," she said. Officially, the girls probably weren't supposed to use that kind of language. Whenever a girl laughed about her chastity slave in class, one of the teachers would usually say something like, "We don't use that word here." Then again, the professors usually smiled as well, rendering the admonishment pretty pointless. "So if you’re my chastity slave, I should be able to get to do whatever I want with you. Right now, I'm thinking about sharing you."

"Sharing me?" Isaac said. His breathing quickened, and he could feel that cold air rush along his bottom lip. "I don't think that's appropriate. I don't think…" Her gaze snapped up to his, and he froze. He couldn't speak. With a glance, she paralyzed his vocal cords; she forced his entire body to stop.

"Then it's a good thing no one asked you for your opinion," she replied. Emily pushed herself free from the mattress, she hopped to her feet, and she walked right up to him. With the paralysis of her proximity and authority still holding him in place, Isaac stayed put. But now she reached up and touched him with the back of her hand. She was stroking him like he was a pet. "I want you to understand that this isn't a request. This is an order. My friend is important to me. She's never been with a boy before, and she's never enjoyed an orgasm. So I expect you to do your very best to pleasure her." Again, Emily paused. "That won't be a problem, will it?"

He gulped. He shook his head. "No, it won't."

"That's what I thought," Emily said as she started to circle him.

"But…"

"Yes?" Emily asked, almost sounding magnanimous now.

"I don't really know this girl. Are you sure I can do it?"

"Oh yes," she said with a giggle. "You're a boy, and I know you're going to be especially eager because we both know what you want."

"What, what do you mean?"

"I mean, if you do a very good job, she might let you out of your cage. I’ve given her temporary access to the device, so she can free you if she wants."

"Seriously?" Isaac breathed out.

"Seriously," Emily said with just a hint of mockery tracing her answer. "You want to do a good job, don't you? You want to get down on your knees in front of my friend and show her just how good you can make her feel. You want to satisfy her. She’s going to be your only priority, isn't she?"

"I'll do my best," he promised. Even as he spoke, he winced, thinking he sounded ridiculous. Then again, he meant it. If this was his chance, then he couldn't mess it up.

Emily stopped in front of him, and she said, "Amanda is going to have very rigid expectations. She’ll want you to be an obedient boy and a good slave. Can you do that?"

"Yes," he said. Some of his enthusiasm from before started to fade. He couldn't help it, not when Emily was watching him like this.

"What are you going to do?"

"I'm going to be an obedient boy and a good slave," he promised her.

"Have you ever worked on pleasuring a girl like this before?"

"No…" He hated how his voice trailed off, but Isaac wasn't like some of the other guys from his high school class. He didn't have all of these incredible experiences, nor did he have an intuitive grasp of the female psyche or what a young woman might have wanted.

"It's okay," she said. "Get on your knees. I'm going to give you a little lesson."

At once, he dropped down before her.

Gulping, Isaac held his elbows at his sides and rested his palms on his knees.

Standing over him, Emily said, "When it comes to being with a woman, you need to focus on her pleasure. You also need to understand that female arousal is very different compared to what most men experience." In that instant, he endured another brush of annoyance, if only because this girl wasn't supposed to tell him what "men" experienced. She was a girl; she didn't know. If Emily really could comprehend the male point of view, then she would have understood why he wanted to fight this so badly right then and there.

Then again, Isaac couldn't really mess this up. Her friend represented a real opportunity, a chance he couldn't lose. Even if he had to dedicate himself completely to a stranger's pleasure, he was going to do it. That girl could use him however she wanted, and he would be obedient and pliant all along the way. He’d smile, and he would tell her that she was perfect in every way. As a boy, that was what he had to do. As a boy and at this college, that was what he was learning to do.

"I can do that," he said.

"Can you?" Emily asked with another hint of disdain in her voice. She squinted, looked down at him, and she seemed to inspect him; she was evaluating him like she wasn't sure what to do with this specimen before her.

That almost made sense.

Deep down, Isaac understood that there would always be this gulf between women and men. Even if he was learning about their superiority here at the school, he contemplated that gap. It wasn't just a question of socialization, he understood. There were those biological differences. At this point, he honestly didn't know whether or not female superiority was true. Surrounded by that ideal on a constant basis, it was hard to cling to everything he had once known back in the mainstream.

Emily continued, "I want to hear about how you did your very best to please her. I want you to be completely and utterly selfless with her. Because when she's done with you, I'm going to talk to her. I'm going to talk to her, and I'm going to learn all about your behavior. What happens if you disappoint her? What happens if you live up to the worst expectations of your sex?" The worst expectations of his sex. That sounded like some phrase she learned from one of her professors. The words may have sounded strange coming from a college girl, yet she still spoke them with grace and casual ease.

"I'm going to be punished," he said.

"Do you  want another orgasm?"

Isaac jerked his head up to look at her.

"Yes," he said automatically. He didn't try to hide his desires or his longing.

Even if he had made the attempt, it would have been futile. Just like every other boy on campus, he was kept in that perpetual state of eager desperation. He ached for an orgasm. He needed that release. When he woke up, there was that buzzing need all across his skin. Throughout his day, he experienced it whether that meant standing in line, vacuuming Emily's floors, doing her laundry, opening a textbook, or listening to one of his professors. With every moment, he could feel it, that tingling desire at the back of his brain.

"When you focus on her pleasure, I want you to think about listening to her. Focus on everything she tells you. Listen. Pay attention. She may not say it out loud, but you need to take your time. Help her to relax. Offer to massage her feet, rub her back, kiss her toes, whatever she wants. And when you go down on her, take your time. Lick slowly. You can start with a simple up-and-down motion, or you can trace little circles. It's entirely up to you, but the most important part is that you pay attention."

"I understand," he said.

"Good boy," she replied. Then, before he responded, Emily tittered and shook her head from side to side. "Actually…Let's give you some practice right now, shall we?"

For Isaac, that sounded like it was supposed to be an important decision, one that required careful consideration. Emily, however, simply stood, she pulled down her tights, peeling them off along with her panties and socks in a messy little bundle. She dropped everything to the floor, raised her skirt, sat, and spread her legs. "Come here," she commanded.

Eyes wide, he stared back at her. It was crazy. For so long, he had known that lots of guys could be pretty casual with nudity.

"Now?"

"Now," she confirmed for him, her eyes bright with undisguised desire.

Isaac didn't know what to do. Of course, he had heard those quickly whispered rumors between the boys about how their keyholders had decided to use them. It started out slowly with those tentative admissions. But now, lots of the women on campus "joked" about how the boys were only there to service their superiors.

Without even thinking about it, Isaac began to move. He found himself gliding forward, and he braced himself on his knees and his knuckles, and he had his head between her legs, he breathed in. The warm aroma of her arousal wafted up his nostrils. His mouth watered, and suddenly his lips were pressed against her slit. "Show me what you can do, boy. Remember, start out nice and slow. Get me wet. Then go in deeper. Lick, and glide your tongue up and down. If you want, you can go a little bit from side to side or in tight circles. Most of all, you need to listen to me. Focus on me. Are you ready? Get started." Then she started laughing as he licked because he had no other choice.

The Real Task: Isaac

Emily gave him Amanda's dorm room and a time. His mostly useless phone had vibrated while he was in his pocket during his English class. He had slipped it out and tentatively glanced down, thinking it might have been a message from Hannah. It wasn't. It came from his keyholder, and he knew exactly what it meant.

For the rest of the day, he wasn't sure what to expect. He did his best to concentrate on his classes.

Unfortunately for Isaac, and the other young men on campus, he couldn't simply zone out. Obviously, the professors weren't especially interested in any male perspectives. Despite this, the teachers still got annoyed when the boys stared off into space or obviously weren't paying attention. It wasn't uncommon for a professor to walk up to a young man's desk, to slap her ruler or yardstick down against the tabletop, startling him and everyone nearby. If the boy really wasn't paying attention and yelped, then plenty of the professors decided to institute some corporal punishment.

Isaac remembered the first time that happened. He had been in his history class, and a boy had been focused on his doodles. Even though he was seated toward the back of the class, the professor continued to lecture, talking about the Seneca Falls convention and how women had routinely demonstrated their superiority even as they dealt with patriarchal oppression. The cadence of her voice never changed as she strolled forward, moving quickly and efficiently.

Lost in his own world of paper and pencil lead, the young man didn't notice the professor was coming closer and closer or that she gripped her yardstick.

At first, most of the students didn't realize what was going on. The lecture hall buzzed with quiet murmurs as the students took notes. One by one, however, Isaac, and the others realized what was about to happen.

The girl started snickering. A few of the boys glanced back and forth at one another, perhaps wondering if they should warn their comrade. None of them were brave enough to do so, especially because that risked drawing attention to themselves.

The yardstick blurred across the air, snapped down, and smacked hard against his desk with a booming shock of sound. The boy jerked back, almost as though he had been electrocuted. He dropped his pencil, and he stared up, suddenly terrified as he realized that there was this very calm, very cold professor standing above him.

“You,” she snapped, her voice slicing through the room like a whip.

The boy’s head jerked up. His pencil slipped from his fingers and rolled onto the desk.

“Yes, you,” she repeated, beckoning him forward. “Go up to the front of the room.”

He hesitated, then stood slowly, his face already turning red. He shuffled toward the front, keeping his head down. The professor folded her arms and followed.

“Since my lecture isn’t holding your attention, let’s see how well you understand the material,” she said, her lips curling into a thin smile. “Tell me, what year was the Seneca Falls Convention held?”

The student blinked. He hesitated, then guessed, “Uh…1880?”

A few muffled laughs (from the girls) rippled through the room. The professor arched an eyebrow. “Wrong. It was 1848." She smirked, considered everyone around them, and her eyes seemed to rest on Isaac for several seconds. That probably wasn't true. That momentary eye contact was probably enough just to make time slow down for this boy. After all, the instructor was focused on this young man who had stopped paying attention. Now, she certainly had his focus. "Pull down your pants, boy."

"Yes, ma'am," he said, maybe realizing that acquiescence was his only option. Others may have tried to argue, but this boy was smart enough to realize that he wasn't going to win this. He had to do as she said. There were no other options.

"Put your hands on my desk," she said next.

Again, he complied. He had pulled down his pants and his underwear, and now his buttocks were on display in front of every student. The girls kept snickering. They didn't have to worry about getting in trouble. None of the boys dared to say anything.

She lifted the yardstick and touched it to his backside.

"When  was the Seneca Falls Convention held?"

She had just told him. Only a few seconds before, she had given him the number, so it should have been swirling around inside of his head. There was just one problem. With the fear percolating behind his eyes and deep within his chest, he couldn't think. It was impossible for this student to absorb that detail even if she had already corrected him.

Isaac had written it down. He saw it right there on his laptop. The pixels glowed, and he did something brave. He raised his hand.

The professor didn't even notice; even if she had, there was no way she would have called on him.

"I just told you," she said unhelpfully. "Does that mean you're still not paying attention? Does that mean you’re still not taking my class seriously? My boy, those who fail to learn from history are doomed to repeat it."

The professor enjoyed his desperate silence.

She smacked his ass, the yardstick cutting down through the air again before it snapped hard against his backside. Immediately, she pulled it away, and Isaac clenched his teeth because he saw that red welt. The woman wasn't done. She struck again, even harder this time! The sound boomed across the air. The boys shivered. They tried to look brave, but it was pretty much impossible as they saw one of their own take this kind of disciplinary action.

As far as the professor was concerned, she had every right to do this. Boys were silly and foolish, and they required this kind of motivation to remain engaged. After all, she probably believed there was a good reason why young men were failing out of college at alarming rates.

"Next question: Who were the two primary organizers of the convention?”

He shifted on his feet, eyes darting toward the door as if considering an escape. “Um…Susan B. Anthony?”

The professor sighed. “No. It was Elizabeth Cady Stanton and Lucretia Mott. Susan B. Anthony became active later.

His teacher struck. A fresh burst of noise slammed into Isaac's eardrums. Part of him still wanted to look away, but he didn't dare. Instead, he had his hands clenched tight just above his lap.

"Let’s try again—what was the name of the document presented at the convention?” He still didn't face the class.

He bit his lip. “The…Women’s Rights Act?”

“Incorrect. It was the Declaration of Sentiments,” she said crisply. "I suppose this means you need genuine correction. Come on, boy. Show me that you’re paying attention. Show me that you are capable of learning. If you don't, you know all about the rumors, don't you? Young men such as yourself fail out of school, but they don't go back to their old lives. No, they get sold."

Sold?

Isaac stared.

He didn't believe it. It was a joke.

"I mean, that's just a rumor. Something like that could never happen here," said the teacher with a knowing chuckle.

Before her next question, she struck four times in quick succession, two on the left, then two on the right. The boy was shivering now, his shoulder shaking as he tried to deal with the overload of sensations that raced across his body. That burning torment must've gripped him, making it harder and harder for him to think clearly.

Even so, his teacher wasn't done with him. She intended to make sure that all of the students here learned the important details of this momentous historical event. “And tell me, how many resolutions were passed at the convention?”

His jaw tightened. “I…uh…twenty?”

“Twelve,” she corrected, tapping her fingers against the desk. "In fact, that is such an important number, maybe you will remember it if we give you a mnemonic device. Start counting." She smacked his ass with the yardstick again. The boy gritted his teeth, hissing out as he tried to deal with the onslaught of pain. That agony drilled through his defenses, but he obeyed. He counted out!

One...two...three...

...Ten...eleven...twelve...

After every strike, she struck again and again, making sure he wouldn't forget that number.

“Last question. Of those twelve, which one was the most controversial?”

The boy swallowed. “Uh…the one about…jobs?”

She tilted her head. “No. It was the resolution on women’s suffrage—the right to vote. The very thing that, eventually, led to the 19th Amendment. Maybe if you had been listening instead of doodling, you wouldn’t be standing up here making a fool of yourself.” By now, his backside was a bright shade of red. "Because you can't pay attention, dear boy, it makes me wonder whether or not you deserve the right to vote. Tell me you don't. Tell all of us that you don't deserve the right to vote."

"I'm just a dumb boy, so I don't deserve the right to vote!" He called out those words, and every syllable bounced off of the walls. Again, the girls were giggling and whispering back and forth. More than one of them pulled out their phones either to record all of this or to snap a few quick pictures for their feeds.

The boy’s face burned crimson. He nodded stiffly, humiliation written all over him.

The professor gestured toward his seat. “Go sit down. And next time, pay attention.”

As he slumped back to his desk, the professor turned back to the class, her expression cool. “Now, where were we?” The lecture resumed, but the most important lessons —both historical and personal—had already been delivered.

That was just one example of the kind of humiliation the boys here had to endure. As Isaac made his way across campus and to Amanda's front door, he wondered what was going to happen to him. He braced himself, largely because he didn't know this girl. Even so, he had received the notification.

His keyholder had delivered temporary guest access to another user.

He'd already known who it would be. He hadn't bothered to check. But now he was standing in front of her door, and he knocked. Simultaneously, he wondered what this girl would be like. He contemplated how she would taste, the sound of her voice, and every other detail that would wash over him as he did his very best to serve her.

When she opened the door, Isaac saw a plain looking girl with straight brown hair, chocolate colored eyes, and full lips.

She studied him as he stood there in front of her. When the seconds finally turned awkward, he coughed to clear his throat, "Hello." He winced, thinking that sounded way too formal. He tried again. "I'm Isaac. Emily sent me?" He couldn't quite turn those words into a real declaration.

"Right," she said. "Come in."

He stepped across the threshold and saw her private suite. There was a couch, a TV mounted on the wall, and her bed a few feet away.

"I've been thinking about this," she said. "For a little while, I was thinking maybe I should just give up on the idea? But then, Emily was talking to me, and she thinks I should have some fun. So that's what I'm going to do. I'm going to give this my best shot. And that means I expect you to do whatever I say."

He turned back to face her right as she reached for him.

She grabbed him by his shirt and shoved her forearm against his throat. Thrown off balance, he stumbled back as she forced him up against the wall. He still couldn't really breathe, but that didn't seem to matter to her as she pushed her lips to his. She was frantic, almost hungry. Her lips danced along his mouth, and he whimpered. He was groaning; he couldn't help himself.

There was something so incredible about having this random girl kiss him just like that, only then she casually reached her hands down into his pants, and she found his chastity cage. She squeezed that metal tube before her hand brushed down along his balls. She grabbed his scrotum. It wasn't painful, not really. If she applied any more force, he knew those sensations could morph into agony in an instant, but she wasn't there, not yet.

"While you're here, these belong to me," she said.

"Yes," he quickly agreed. "I understand."

"Weirdly enough, I don't think you do," she answered as she stepped back.

At first glance, this girl seemed so sedate, like she was supposed to hide out in the back of every classroom.

Only now, she seemed to unleash something. Maybe, back in her old school, she had harbored these kinds of thoughts before. Right as he made this guess, she confirmed it for him, "You're trying to figure me out, aren't you?"

"I guess?"

"Okay," she said even as she casually reached down into her jeans and pulled out her phone. Right away, he knew which app she was going to use. Doing his best to look masculine, obedient, and demure all at the same time, Isaac simply stood there. He knew he couldn't really interrupt her. He couldn't take that kind of risk, especially since he remembered what Emily had told him. If he messed this up, the consequences would be intense. He’d pay for every act of defiance or disobedience. Even if it was just a mistake on his part or if this girl misinterpreted his actions, he could still be disciplined severely.

As those thoughts swirled through his head, he tried to focus on her instead. Amanda made it a little easier as she informed him, "I grew up in a very traditional household. I mean, it was very, very traditional." She pumped a lot of extra emphasis into every word. "Basically, my parents were surprised when I told them I wanted to go to college. Then they told me they were going to cut me off if I came here. Luckily for me, I got a really nice scholarship after I wrote an impassioned essay all about how I think the world could be better."

Because he got the impression he had to ask the obvious follow-up question, he breathed out, "How?" His voice was low and quiet, but Amanda had no problem hearing him anyway.

"I knew my audience," she said. "I made an impassioned plea for a better future, one where women are in charge. We deserve to rule. Women should be treated like royalty, and you boys should be little more than slaves."

"Why me?" Isaac asked. "I mean, don't you have your own chastity slave?" He flinched as he used to that phrase, but he couldn't take it back now.

"Because I wasn't sure I trusted myself. But now, I see you here, and I think I know exactly what I want." She grinned. "Let's start with a simple hint, shall we?" She was still holding onto her phone, and she glanced down at the screen. She scrolled, she found the information she wanted, and then she said, "I'm thinking Fourteen."

Instantly, he understood. That was the setting on his chastity cage and the electrical shock function. He had never endured anything like that before.

"No, wait!"

It was too late; she had made up her mind. More importantly, her fingertip came down, and she touched the screen. Between heartbeats, the signal jumped, the device in his pants received those instructions, and the battery unleashed the torrent of electricity. The duration wasn't any longer than any other shock.

It didn't need to be.

Agony! It exploded across his body, dropping him to his knees. In one moment, he had been standing and desperate. In that next second, he was down on his hands and knees, his weight braced against his palms and his fingers spread.

"That felt good," she said.

"But, but…"

"But you thought I was going to be this shy, timid girl? That's what all of my friends think for some reason. Maybe I have a harder time telling the truth in front of other women. But with you, it's a lot easier. I know I'm in charge, and I know I'm going to win. Isn't that right, boy?"

He didn't answer fast enough.

She shocked him again!

"You know, I think we can do better than that. Let's try for Fifteen, shall we?"

Faster now, he tried to call out and plead with her. He still wasn't quick enough. Even if he had been, it probably wouldn't have changed anything, especially because he raised his head and saw the grin on her face through his blurred vision.

Amanda enjoyed this. She was having so much fun!

"Have I made my point?"

"Yes!"

"Good," she said. "Strip."

Isaac scrambled as fast as he could, removing his shirt, shoes, socks, shorts, and underwear within the span of just a few seconds. He didn't think he had ever stripped this fast at any other point over the course of his life. But now he was naked except for the chastity cage, and he was tempted to try to stand. Instead, one glance from Amanda made it clear to him that he needed to get back down on his knees. Naturally, he was taller than her. But in that instant, she towered over him because he had lowered himself into that subordinate and subjugated position, exactly where she wanted him.

"Stand up," she said. "I want to inspect you." This was becoming a common pastime for so many of the young women on campus. As keyholders, they had this immense power. Before, male sexuality may have seemed dangerous, like these girls had unconsciously absorbed all of those lessons about the male libido.

But now, those boys were all locked up. As such, they behaved themselves. They didn't get any other choice. Amanda grinned as she watched him stand up straight, his shoulders tensed and his arms at his sides.

"Lift your hands up for me," she said. "Good. Now, I want your hands behind your head." As he complied, he felt like a prisoner or maybe a criminal. Ultimately, it didn't matter. He wasn't entitled to any kind of response besides following her instructions. He bent his elbows, raised his arms, and interlaced his fingers behind his head.

Then she casually started to circle him, taking one quick step after another as she slid her eyes up and down along his body.

"How does this feel?"

"I don't know," he said.

His playful tormentor stepped back in front of him, raised her phone, arched an eyebrow, and asked, "Are you sure about that?" Amanda asked him. "I mean, if you really think about it, are you sure about that?"

His lips tensed, and his eyes narrowed. His brows furrowed, and he glowered at this girl.

"That's what I thought," she said. "Come on, boy. I want you to be honest with me."

He locked his teeth together.

"Okay then," she said, bringing her finger down toward the screen.

Obviously, attempting to maintain his silence had been a bad idea. He cried out, "No, wait!" Too late, Amanda had already decided what she should do with this boy.

Her finger touched the screen, and the signal left once again. His chastity cage activated, delivering that sharp jolt of voltage. Electricity surged through his body, making him cry out, forcing him to arch his back, and making him stumble. He lost his balance for a few seconds there. In that final fraction of a second, he caught himself, and he was seething, panting, his body still rippling with that incandescent blaze of agony. Theoretically, it only lasted for a second or two at the absolute most. Then again, the pain seemed to linger, like it got lodged within the meat of his muscles.

"I expect you to behave," Amanda said.

"Fine," he said.

"Mistress," she corrected him.

He blinked. "What?"

"Mistress," she said.

He stared at her. This was supposed to be the nice girl, the young woman who had been so thoroughly trained as a child that she was nervous and scared around sex. At least, that was what Emily had said. But now, he saw that hunger once again as it played across Amanda's face, so he didn't know what to do.

Ridiculously, he glanced over at the door, like he thought he might have been able to escape. That instinct thrummed along the edge of every thought.

"Yes, Mistress," he told her. Mistress. He'd heard that word before, but he had never really understood what it meant. Now he could feel it. Locked within those syllables, there was this sense of power and control. When he used that word, he acknowledged her superiority. In this room, she was in command. On this campus, she was better than him, and he had to do whatever she said.

As those details interlocked, she tilted her head just a little bit to the side as she watched him. "Back in the position."

Right away, he obeyed, straightening his back, tightening his shoulders, and lifting his hands. Again, he laced his fingers behind his head, and then he closed his eyes. Reluctantly, he told her exactly what she wished to hear, "Yes, Mistress."

At first, keeping his eyes shut may have made him feel slightly better, if only because then he didn't have to see the way the light played across her hair or that sly smile on her mouth. Then again, he didn't know where she was or what was going to happen. And even if he instinctively understood that bracing himself changed nothing, he understood that this young woman could punish him whenever she liked.

It wasn't fair…

He thought of the phone and the equipment between his legs. He thought of that advanced chastity cage, and he shivered.

"What are you thinking about right now?"

"Nothing," he answered.

"I expect you to tell me the truth, especially when I ask you a question," she said. "Should I give you another chance?"

"Yes, please, Mistress," he said.

Perhaps she appreciated the shiver of fear that danced across his answer because she stepped back in front of him and placed her hands on her hips. With that inpatient expression on her face, she watched him. She wasn't one of the hottest or most beautiful girls on campus. Even so, he saw that ferocity written across her features. This was a girl who could take whatever she wanted. Right then and there, she expected something from him. If he didn't give it to her, the consequences would be severe.

A fresh injection of fear shot down his spine as his heart stuttered faster, his breathing came in those sharp little gasps, and his body temperature seemed to contradict itself. His skin was hot; his core was cold. He didn't know how that could happen as he watched her.

"Go ahead," she said, not unkindly.

Even so, he could still messed this up, and she could…No, he stopped himself. He wasn't going to consider the next jolt of pain. Even now, after just a minute or two, it was easy for this boy to forget about how badly it had stung. Maybe, in some corner of his thoughts, Isaac needed to believe he could withstand the next burst, like it wouldn't really affect him. But that was wrong. Intellectually, he knew it, and he refused to let his poor judgment overwhelm him. He had to be good for her. He had to satisfy her.

Emily had been right about that.

Emily.

He thought of his keyholder, and he imagined what was going to happen if this vicious girl in front of him decided to tell her friend that he had been disobedient or that he had misbehaved. If that happened…

"I was thinking about the rest of the world," he confessed. "I was thinking about the chastity cage and what would happen if every guy had to wear one."

"That would be interesting," she said. "It could be like a rite of passage, don't you think? Maybe when a boy hits puberty, he needs to be locked up? Maybe when he becomes an adult, he needs to get the electrified cage? What do you think of that?"

Isaac gulped. "I don't know."

"Are you sure about that?"

"It's scary, Mistress!" He practically shouted his answer.

"It's scary?"

Isaac had watched different horror movies. He remembered seeing the splatter, gore, and cleverly filmed violent visuals. Despite all of this, those films couldn't make his heart kick and hammer like this. His fingers tightened, and he stared down at her feet, like he couldn't bring himself to meet her gaze. "Yes, Mistress," he said. "It's scary because I know it would work."

"Really? What do you mean by that?" Amanda must've known exactly what he had in mind, but she itched to hear it anyway. For him, it was a nightmare. For her, it was something else entirely…

He raised his gaze and looked back at her, only to flinch. She was the same plain girl she had been before, only now her features seemed to be lit by something else, a different kind of passion he didn't know how to combat. Clearly, Isaac had to answer her. If he didn't…Puffing out his cheeks, this boy concentrated. He closed his eyes, and he didn't want to contend with this future. Then again, he thought of the school and how the chastity cages had been implemented so easily. Granted, he and the other boys volunteered, largely because they didn't understand what was happening.

The concept of mass adoption should have been ridiculous. He thought of protests, riots, and men fighting back. And yet, he also thought of more recent political events, how pundits would go on and on about how one idea or another was supposed to be impossible. In particular, he remembered hearing people say that Minerva University couldn't actually be a sexist institution. It couldn't serve to promote women over men. Despite what Rebecca Connor had said, this university would eventually fall into the mainstream just as so much had.

But that wasn't true, and it wasn't happening, so he found himself in front of this girl.

"If women really wanted to subjugate men, I think they could do it," he said. Those words never would have left his mouth before he arrived at this college. But that was the point. Even if the women's education was the priority, Rebecca Connor and the professors at this school still wanted the boys to be changed and affected. These young men needed to learn how things could work. And he saw it for himself. The fact that he was naked and posed in front of this girl proved that and so much more.

"Good," she said. Her eyes narrowed as she started to strip. She disrobed in front of him, taking off one piece after another. She seemed completely and utterly at ease with herself. Then she sat down on the edge of her bed and, just like so many other girls, she spread her legs, and she beckoned him to come closer.

He fell to his knees, he crawled toward her, and she put her hand on the back of his head. She guided him, and she said, "I've never had a boy do this for me before."

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"Look at me," she ordered. Simultaneously, she touched her fingers to the underside of his chin, taking the choice away from him.

He stared at her. Eyes wide, he drank in the sight of that girl, and she studied him. "I want you to remember this. I want you to remember what is happening to you right now. I want you to remember that I'm the girl who did this to you."

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

A fierce smile curved along her lips, and then she pulled him forward.

Right away, he started to think of everything Emily had told him. When he worshiped Amanda's body, he licked slowly, taking his time. More than that, he tried to focus on the sounds she made.

Infuriatingly, she didn't tell him anything at first. With his face buried between her inner thighs, it wasn't like he could just look up to see her expression. But then, as his tongue swept along her pussy, he picked up on something different. There was that little shiver, a pulse of heat, and something else. It could've been his imagination, but he didn't think so. Then he thought he had discovered this pulse of air. Maybe it was a sharpened gasp.

He nuzzled her, shifting his angle. He went a little higher. That didn't seem to work. He flicked his tongue down and lower. On some level, he wished he could have just lapped at her slit like some thirsty animal. Instead, he had to focus.

That was what Emily had meant. He couldn't be dumb about this. He needed to concentrate.

Only then, she made it so much harder because she still had her hand on the back of his head, and she was guiding him, except he didn't know how to interpret those signals. When she tugged on his hair, he was drawn back, but he didn't know whether or not he was supposed to speed up, slow down, dart his tongue to the left, the right, up or down. He found himself guessing.

But more than that, he still tried to concentrate on all of the limited information she gave him.

He could do this, he told himself.

And even if he didn't realize it, he was learning something important. This was a vital skill.

All too often, males complained about how the women in their lives were unclear. Most of the time, however, the boys simply refused to think about it. Those men simply couldn't bring themselves to concentrate. They couldn't channel the intellectual energy into really being selfless.

But then and there, Isaac didn't get the choice.

He started to speed up.

He heard that quick, gasped little moan.

He heard it again, sharper and louder this time.

His tongue was getting tired, but he kept going! Faster! Harder! He dove down. Indeed, she seemed to want this because she pushed down on the back of his head. All at once, she was definitely writhing and wiggling there on the edge of the bed.

"Damn," she hissed. He couldn't see her face, yet he imagined her eyes going wide, her lips, drawing back and tightening at the same time, all as the cold air ran along her teeth. "That, that's good. That's really good, boy! Keep going! Show me what you can do! Come on! Show me what you can do!"

The fatigue soaked into his jaw. His mouth was getting tired. His tongue kept aching because he didn't think he had ever done anything like this before. He continued, serving her. He offered everything he had, all while contending with that worry at the core of his being.

Or maybe it was just a little lower…

Either way, Isaac couldn't help it. He couldn't deny that desire that gripped him. Although he focused on this girl in front of her, there was still that other distraction. As a boy, he couldn't deny the power of those longings. It felt primal and fundamental, almost like gravity. It drew him toward her. Realistically, he didn't know this girl, but that didn't matter. As a boy, he understood his place.

Maybe she had asked Emily to share him, but Amanda was still doing her friend a favor. She was teaching this boy exactly how to behave. Isaac was learning. He was learning something so important, something he could only begin to glimpse in a classroom.

She threw her head back, she cried out, and then she looked down at him. "Wow," she admitted. "That was good. That was really good. I'm impressed."

He couldn't help himself. "Does that mean you will let me out of the cage now?"

The college girl considered this. Skewing her lips, she glanced up toward the ceiling for a moment. Then she looked down at him. "Right now, how do you feel?"

The words jumped from his mouth, "Frustrated. Eager. I feel like I have to do whatever you say."

"Good," she said. "You're going to prove it right now. You're going to get up, get dressed, and leave without saying another word."

Instantly, the words formed at the back of his throat. He needed to shout back something like, "You can't be serious! I just did a really good job, and you're obviously satisfied with me. How can you say that? How can you expect me to just get up and leave?" Moment by moment, he stared back at her. For him, time seemed to slow down. It felt like minutes drifted by. In actuality, only a couple of seconds disappeared between them.

Then he started to move. Isaac couldn't even remember making that decision for himself, but he rose to his feet, he grabbed his clothes, and he got dressed in front of her. Every motion seemed to require extra effort, but then he was back in his shoes, and he glanced toward her again.

"Go on," she said, waving her hand and shooing him away. "You're dismissed."

Around Campus: Digital Tracking

The library's basement was quiet as usual. For the girls, it was a good place to study. For the boys, it was a good place to hide. With the scent of old books and freshly brewed coffee from the café on the second floor, this was a nice spot where students could concentrate. The lack of windows helped; it was always a yellow twilight down here.

Jordan sat hunched over his tablet at one of the long wooden tables, pretending to study. His fingers rested on the pages of an open textbook, but his mind was elsewhere. Around him, students whispered in hushed tones, the occasional rustle of paper breaking the silence. The quiet should have been comforting, but it wasn’t.

“Allie’s looking for you,” a passing male student muttered as he walked by, not even stopping. Jordan barely had time to register the words before he heard it—the sharp, deliberate clicks of her boots against the floor.

He tensed, his grip tightening around his pen. Maybe if he kept his head down, she’d walk past. Maybe she wasn’t actually looking for him—

No such luck.

“Jordan.”

Her voice was light, almost playful, but there was an edge underneath it. Jordan swallowed hard, forcing himself to look up.

Allie stood beside his chair, arms crossed, her head tilted slightly as she examined him. Her long blonde ponytail swung over her shoulder, her bright blue eyes locked onto him like she was enjoying this.

“Hey, Allie,” he said and kept his voice neutral.

She slid into the seat across from him, drumming her fingers against the table. “What have you been up to?”

Jordan gestured vaguely at his textbook. “Studying.”

Allie quirked a brow. “Mmm. And on your phone?”

His stomach twisted. He hesitated. “Just…checking some things.”

She let out a quiet hum before pulling out her own phone. Jordan stiffened.

“See, Jordan,” she continued, tapping on her screen, “the problem with that answer is that I already know what you’ve been doing.”

His breath hitched.

“You forget,” she said, giving him a knowing smile, “I have full access to your activity. Every site, every app, every search. So why don’t we skip the part where you lie to me and get straight to the truth?”

His hands curled into fists beneath the table. He felt his face heat up as his pulse pounded in his ears. “I wasn’t doing anything wrong.”

She smirked. “Oh, I know. But you were looking at something interesting.” She glanced down at her phone, scrolling for a few seconds before looking back at him. “You spent a lot of time checking out my friends’ profiles,” she said, her voice deceptively casual.

Jordan’s throat tightened. His whole body locked up.

“I was just scrolling,” he muttered, not looking at her.

Allie leaned forward, resting her chin on her palm. “Come on, Jordan. Admit it. You think they’re pretty, don’t you?” As a boy in a chastity cage, it was so hard to ignore the girls around him: their hair, their smiles, their breasts and butts...every detail enticed him. Still, Jordan stayed silent.

She sighed dramatically. “Jordan.”

His jaw clenched. He hated this. He hated the way she was looking at him like he was some stupid little kid caught sneaking cookies before dinner. But worse than that, he hated how much control she had. He could argue, he could refuse—but what good would it do? She had access to everything.

His pride warred with his sense of survival. And, as always, survival won.

“…Yeah,” he said finally, his voice barely above a whisper. “They’re…pretty.”

Allie beamed, clearly satisfied. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

He didn’t answer. He just stared down at his book, shoulders hunched, wishing more than anything that she’d just leave him alone. Or maybe it would've been easier if a hole opened and swallowed him.

After a moment, she let out a soft hum. “You don’t need distractions, Jordan,” she mused. "You should focus on your lessons like a good student."

His head snapped up, alarm flashing through him. “Wait—”

Too late.

She swiped her screen, and his phone vibrated in his pocket. Jordan yanked it out, his stomach sinking as he watched in real-time—one by one, his social apps grayed out, his internet browser locked, his messaging app restricted. His entire world shrank before his eyes.

“There,” Allie said sweetly, slipping her phone back into her bag. “That should help you focus.”

Jordan stared at his screen in disbelief. His hands shook slightly as his fingers hovered over the disabled apps. His throat felt tight, his pulse hammering.

“You didn’t have to do that,” he said stiffly, his voice barely controlled.

Allie just grinned. “Of course I did. It’s for your own good.”

He swallowed down the surge of frustration rising in his chest. He knew better than to argue. That never ended well.

She stood up and started brushing imaginary dust off her sleeves. “You can thank me later,” she added with a wink. “Oh, and don’t forget—study hard.”

"This is bullshit," he hissed under his breath. She had turned away; she had been walking away, her boots clicking against the floor, each step a reminder of just how little control he had over his own life. But now, she stopped.

Allie came back with three quick steps. "Stand up, bend over the table, and pull down your pants."

Around Campus: Digital Discourse

Their economics class was arranged in a semi-circle, fostering what the professor liked to call "open and constructive discussion." Garret had learned pretty quickly that "open" really meant one-sided. And "constructive" just meant reinforcing the professor’s point. Then again, this was Minerva, and the administration didn't hide their agenda.

Still, he didn’t hate the class. Dr. Eileen Foster, their professor, wasn’t as overtly cruel as some of the faculty. She didn’t single out the male students often, and as long as Garret kept his head down, nodded at the right moments, and didn’t challenge anything, he could usually get through a lecture without being made an example of. Just as importantly, he was learning a lot. Like so many other high school graduates, he realized that his early education had been superficial. In this class, they could explore the true depths of society and how people operated. Then again, this was just an undergraduate course.

The world was so much more complicated than he had imagined back in high school. He was really learning a lot...

Today, he hoped, would be the same.

Dr. Foster stood at the front of the classroom, her short auburn hair neatly tucked behind her ears. She tapped the screen of her tablet, and the projector displayed a slide titled: "Women as Rational Economic Actors."

“Now,” she began, her tone crisp and confident, “we’ve spent the past few weeks discussing economic decision-making, behavioral finance, and the concept of rational actors. And, as many of you have read in your assigned research, women tend to be more responsible with money, more risk-averse in productive ways, and more adept at long-term financial planning.”

Garret shifted slightly in his chair. He could feel the eyes of his classmates around him. There were thirty-five students in the room—only three were guys. The dynamic was obvious. The women dominated every discussion, every group project, every debate.

He preferred to stay quiet. That was his "rational" decision here.

Dr. Foster continued as she paced near the projector. “Would you all agree that, broadly speaking, women are better suited for handling financial responsibility in both the household and the business world?”

A rustling swept through the room as nearly every hand shot up. Garret hesitated.

One of the other guys, a lanky kid named Ethan, immediately raised his hand, clearly not wanting to be the only one left out. The second boy, Marcus, looked at Garret uncertainly before slowly lifting his hand too.

Garret swallowed and lifted his hand last. There. He was being good. He gave the correct answer.

This time, that wouldn't be good enough.

Dr. Foster smiled approvingly. “Good, I see we have a consensus. Now, does anyone want to defend this position? Why do you think women are naturally better at managing money?”

A few hands went up, and she scanned the room before selecting a blonde girl near the front. “Brandi, go ahead.”

Brandi straightened in her seat and turned toward the class with a confident smile. “It’s simple, really. Women tend to be more pragmatic. We make decisions based on logic and long-term security. Men, on the other hand, are impulsive. That’s why they’re more likely to make reckless investments, gamble away savings, or crash entire economies.”

A few of the girls chuckled. Even Dr. Foster smirked.

Garret felt his stomach tighten. He didn’t disagree that some men were reckless, but the way Brandi spoke made it sound like all men were careless idiots, incapable of responsibility.

Dr. Foster nodded along. “Good points. Now, let’s add some nuance. Does anyone want to argue against this idea?”

Silence.

Garret kept his eyes down, hoping—praying—that someone else would volunteer.

But then Dr. Foster’s gaze landed on him.

“Garret.”

His head snapped up, pulse quickening.

She smiled, but there was something expectant in her eyes. “Why don’t you take the opposing stance?”

Garret hesitated. “Uh…I—”

“Come on,” she said, her voice encouraging but firm. “Surely you have some thoughts.”

He did. But he also knew there was no winning here. Still, refusing wasn’t an option.

Taking a breath, he straightened up. “Well,” he began carefully, “I think it’s…a little unfair to generalize. There are plenty of women who make bad financial decisions, just like there are men who are incredibly responsible with money. If you look at history, a lot of the most successful financial minds—Warren Buffett, Benjamin Graham—have been men.”

Brandi rolled her eyes. “And a lot of the worst financial disasters have been caused by men too. The 2008 financial crisis? Male-dominated banks making reckless bets. Enron? Male executives committing fraud. The Great Depression? The banking panics of the 1800s? All men.”

Garret clenched his jaw. “Sure, but that’s correlation, not causation. You could just as easily argue that men have historically been in more financial leadership roles, which means more both success and failure comes from them.” The words flowed out. Just as he finished, he marveled at how articulate he had just sounded.

It wouldnt be good enough.

Brandi smirked. “So, you’re saying if women had been in charge, there wouldn’t have been as many failures?”

He hesitated. “I’m saying it’s not a gender thing. It’s a power thing.”

Dr. Foster tilted her head, considering. “Interesting argument, Garret. But I’d challenge you on one point: research does show that women are consistently less likely to engage in high-risk investments, which often lead to financial collapse.”

Brandi jumped in before Garret could respond. “Actually, that’s exactly what last week’s reading from Dr. Elaine Norwood’s Behavioral Finance study showed. She analyzed over a decade’s worth of financial decisions across multiple industries and found that male investors were 37% more likely to engage in high-risk speculative investments that resulted in total loss. Meanwhile, women showed a greater tendency to prioritize stable, long-term investments. Even within households, studies show that women make the majority of budgeting decisions, which is why families with female-led finances tend to have greater financial security.” If Garrett had sounded like a competent boy, Brandi knew how to speak like a graduate student on the cusp of teaching her own course.

A few of the girls nodded, murmuring in agreement.

Dr. Foster turned back to Garret. “That’s a good point, Brandi. Garret, do you have any research or sources that counter that?”

Garret opened his mouth, but his mind went completely blank.

He had read the articles, but none of the arguments were coming to him now. He knew there were counterpoints—of course there were—but under the weight of everyone’s stares, his thoughts melted into a scrambled mess.

The silence stretched.

Someone snickered. Then another girl whispered to her friend and fresh giggles rippled around the room.

Garret felt his face heat up. He wanted to say something, anything, but every argument he could think of sounded flimsy.

Brandi leaned back in her chair, smug. “Guess that settles that.”

Dr. Foster let the moment hang for a second longer before nodding. “Alright, that’s enough back and forth. Brandi, well argued. Garret, I appreciate you attempting to challenge the idea, though I would encourage you to consider that the overwhelming evidence suggests women do handle money better. The reality is, when left to their own devices, men tend to make riskier and often self-destructive financial decisions.”

Garret exhaled through his nose and forced himself to nod. “Right.”

The professor smiled. “Now, let’s move on to how economic policies should be adjusted to reflect this reality…”

As the lecture continued, Garret let his gaze drop to his notebook.

Mobile Movie Night: Hannah and Isaac

Invisible nails scraped across his skin. At some point, that sexual desperation had morphed into something else altogether. It was a different flavor of need and frustration. Maybe it was the helplessness. Either way, he wanted to hit something. He yearned to smash some glass or knock over some walls. Isaac sat on the edge of his bed, staring at the ceiling. His fingers fidgeted with the edge of his blanket, twisting the fabric between his knuckles. His phone lay face-down beside him, silent. No texts. No calls. He knew Hannah was probably already at the theater; maybe she brough her chastity slave. Joel was supposed to be a good guy. He'd entertain her.

Isaac he couldn’t bring himself to go.

The whole day had been exhausting—Emily monitoring his phone, professors scrutinizing every word he said, the constant weight of his second-class status pressing down on him. By the time evening rolled around, the last thing he wanted was to be in a crowded theater, pretending he was fine.

So, he stayed in. He had texted Hannah and told her he needed to cancel.

The dorm room was quiet but lit by his desk lamp. The small space felt even smaller tonight, suffocating in its silence. He buried his face in his hands. He shouldn’t have blown off Hannah like this. She was his best friend. She’d understand his frustration, but he hated explaining himself—hated how weak it made him feel.

Then, a sudden knock at the door made him tense.

“Go away,” he muttered without bothering to lift his head.

A familiar voice answered, light and teasing. “Not a chance.”

His stomach twisted. Hannah.

He squeezed his eyes shut. Of course she’d come find him. He should’ve known she wouldn’t just let him disappear for the night.

“I’m not in the mood,” he said, trying to keep his voice firm.

“That’s too bad,” she said brightly. “Because I’m in a fantastic mood. And I’ve decided to bring the movie to you.”

He frowned. “What?”

Another knock—louder this time. “Isaac, open the door.”

“No.”

She sighed dramatically. “Isaac, if you don’t open this door in the next five seconds, I’m texting Emily and telling her that you’re sulking instead of being productive.”

His head snapped up. “You wouldn’t.”

Silence.

Then came the smug response, “Try me.”

He groaned. Damn it. She had him, and she knew it. Reluctantly, he pushed himself off the bed and trudged to the door. The moment he unlocked it, Hannah pushed inside with a triumphant grin.

“Finally!” she said, breezing past him like she owned his dorm.

Isaac blinked at her in surprise. She had a laptop tucked under one arm and a tote bag slung over the other. As she set everything down on his desk, he caught a glimpse inside the bag—microwaved popcorn (it smelled salty and buttery and so, so good), a couple of sodas, and an assortment of candy.

He raised an eyebrow. “What is this?”

Hannah shot him a look. “It’s called a movie night, genius. You bailed on the theater, so I figured I’d bring the theater to you.”

He hesitated as the guilt creeped in. “Hannah, you didn’t have to—”

She cut him off with a pointed look. “Yeah, well, I wanted to. So shut up and appreciate my generosity.”

Isaac exhaled, rubbing the back of his neck. “I don’t know if I’m in the mood to watch anything.”

Hannah rolled her eyes. “Oh no, how tragic. Too bad I didn’t ask.”

He huffed a quiet laugh despite himself. She was impossible.

She flopped onto his bed like she belonged there, kicked off her shoes and pulled out a pack of Skittles from her bag. “Come on,” she said, tossing a handful into her mouth. “I even downloaded that dumb action movie you wanted to see. You owe me.”

Isaac hesitated. The pressure of the day still sat heavy on his chest, but Hannah was here—really here. She wasn’t demanding answers or prying into his feelings. She was just…being Hannah. And somehow, that was exactly what he needed.

He sighed, shaking his head. “You’re unbelievable.”

She grinned. “I know. Now sit down before I change my mind and make you watch a rom-com instead.”

Isaac snorted. No way was he risking that. Reluctantly, he sat beside her, and for the first time all day, he felt something close to okay.

Hannah opened her laptop, pulled up the file, and they leaned back against the wall to start watching.

The credits started.

Isaac felt something a little different as they sat there on his bed. Maybe those thoughts had invaded before, but it had always been easy to push them aside. This time, he didn't know how to forget the fact that this girl was smart, pretty, funny, and strong.

He told himself to focus on the movie.

The masked ninja leapt through the air, twin blades flashing under the moonlight. His enemies barely had time to react before he was among them—cutting, slashing, moving like a ghost. One warrior tried to block, but the ninja spun low, severing the man’s leg at the knee. Blood sprayed onto the cobblestone street. Another enemy lunged forward, only for the ninja to bury a dagger into his throat, silencing him instantly.

Isaac barely noticed.

Something tugged at him. His eyes kept drifting sideways, drawn to Hannah instead of the carnage on the screen. She was stretched out beside him, propped up on one elbow and completely relaxed. Her lips curled into a smile as she popped another chocolate-covered raisen into her mouth, her gaze locked on the action.

The room was dimly lit like before with the glow from her laptop flickering over her face. Her hair was pulled into a loose ponytail, but a few strands had slipped free, framing her cheek. He wanted to reach out and to tuck them behind her ear. He wanted—Isaac swallowed hard and looked back at the screen. Focus, he silently commanded himself.

On-screen, the ninja fought with deadly precision, dismembering his enemies in smooth, practiced motions. The cinematographer had worked hard on this one. One sword arced upward, slicing an attacker from hip to shoulder. Another foe charged, and the ninja ducked low before driving his blade into the man’s ribs. The enemy fell limp, blood pooling around his body.

Isaac exhaled slowly. Then Hannah laughed. Not at him, not even at anything particularly funny. Just a little chuckle at something on screen, but it hit him.

That sound. That smile.

"Okay, this guy is a badass," she said, her voice warm with amusement. "If I had a katana, I think I’d be pretty good with it. What do you think?"

Isaac smirked, grateful for the distraction. "I think you’d probably take my head off in about five seconds."

She gasped dramatically. "You doubt my control?"

"Not at all. That’s the problem," he teased. "You wouldn’t hesitate."

"Damn right, I wouldn’t," she said, grinning as she switched targets and tossed a piece of popcorn into her mouth. "If I were a ninja, I’d be unstoppable. No mercy."

Isaac shook his head, smiling despite himself. "You’d be terrifying."

Hannah laughed again, nudging him with her elbow. "And you’d be…what? Some kind of stealthy rogue who sneaks around avoiding fights?"

"I’d prefer to live, thanks," he said. "I’d be the guy in the shadows, making sure the real fighters don’t get stabbed in the back."

"So you’d be my sidekick."

Isaac rolled his eyes. "I didn’t say that."

"You didn’t not say it." She smirked and leaned back against the pillows. "I like it. You can fetch my weapons, do all the scouting, and then step aside while I take down the enemies."

Isaac scoffed. "Sounds familiar."

Hannah glanced at him, raising an eyebrow. "What’s that supposed to mean?"

He hesitated. He didn’t want to ruin the moment. But wasn’t this their whole dynamic now?

He swallowed the words down and shrugged. "Nothing. Just…I think you’re enjoying this school more than I am."

Hannah’s playful expression faltered just a little. "It’s different," she admitted. "But you’re handling it."

Was he?

Isaac’s jaw tensed, but before he could dwell on it, the scene on the screen shifted.

A rival ninja appeared—this one dressed in red, wielding a katana nearly as long as his arm. The two warriors circled each other in a dark alley, rain slicking the ground beneath their feet. The tension built, electric and dangerous. Then, in a blur of motion, they clashed. Sparks flew as their blades met. Again, Isaac tried to focus, but his mind was too busy battling itself.

He wasn’t sure when it had started, this constant push and pull in his chest. Maybe it was the way Hannah had become more lately—more confident, more decisive, more at home in Minerva’s world. Maybe it was the way she spoke with effortless authority, the way she didn’t even notice how different their experiences here were.

Maybe it was just her.

Another ninja battle escalated—one warrior flipped over the other, landing with perfect balance, blade angled for a killing strike.

Isaac’s heart pounded.

Not because of the fight.

Because of her.

Because…what if he just…reached out?

Held her hand? Brushed his fingers over hers? Would she let him? Would she pull away? Would she laugh at him? He clenched his fists, shoving the thought away. But the more he tried to ignore it, the stronger it got. He wanted—but he wasn’t sure what. To kiss her? To hold her? Just to know where they stood? It was impossible to tell.

Hannah sighed dramatically. "Ugh, why do all ninja fights have to be so one-sided? The red guy never had a chance."

Isaac forced himself to respond. "Yeah, but at least he went down swinging."

Hannah smirked. "A noble death."

"A stupid one," Isaac countered. "He should’ve known when to back off."

She nudged him again, teasing. "Sounds like you."

He opened his mouth to argue—but stopped...because she wasn’t wrong. And maybe that’s what terrified him the most.

On screen, the red-clad ninja stumbled, blood dripping from a fresh wound on his side. His opponent pressed forward, relentless, forcing him to backpedal through the narrow alley. Then, in a desperate move, the wounded ninja lunged, aiming for the kill.

But he was too slow. The first ninja sidestepped, brought his sword down in a clean arc—and severed his enemy’s arm.

Isaac barely reacted while Hannah sucked in a sharp breath. "Damn," she whispered. "Brutal."

Isaac swallowed hard. Maybe she’d always been like this—fearless, confident, in control. Or maybe Minerva was shaping her into someone new, someone he couldn’t keep up with. Hannah glanced at him, tilting her head. "You’re quiet."

Isaac blinked, snapping back to reality. "Huh?"

"You’re usually more into these movies," she said, watching him closely. "What’s up?"

He hesitated. Then, forcing a smirk, he said, "I was just thinking about how I’d totally win in a ninja fight."

Hannah snorted. "You? Against me? Not a chance."

"You don’t know that."

She grinned. "Oh, I do."

This boy should have laughed. He should have teased her back. Instead, he just looked at her—at her confidence, her playfulness, and the warmth in her eyes. His heart kicked harder and faster than this average ninja movie should've provoked. Then again, the images on that screen didn't mean much, not when...He wanted to kiss her.

For a split second, he thought maybe—maybe—he should.

But then she turned back to the screen, munching on another piece of popcorn like nothing had changed.

Maybe nothing had.

Isaac exhaled and waited for the moment to slip away.

He wasn’t going to mess things up with Hannah just because his feelings were getting tangled. He had enough to worry about already—Minerva University, Emily breathing down his neck, the endless rules that kept him feeling like he was suffocating.

And Hannah…Hannah was still his best friend.

That had to be enough.

Around Campus: Voting Rights

The classroom was quiet at first with just the soft hum of the fluorescent lights above punctuated by the occasional shuffle of papers or whispers from the students. It was a typical Wednesday in Professor Hale’s Social Structures course, a class focused on the ways society’s rules shaped individual realities. Today, the topic was gendered voting; here was a subject that intrigued many of her students and unnerved a few more.

Professor Hale stood at the front, her dark eyes scanning the room with calculated calm. She was a woman of authority, her words chosen carefully, like a surgeon making precise incisions. The chalk in her hand danced across the blackboard, leaving behind neatly printed figures.

“Let’s begin with a simple premise,” Professor Hale said, her voice smooth and deliberate. “In this society, we’ve established that women are the pillars of stability and emotional intelligence. We’ve made great strides—our society is healthier, more prosperous, and certainly more enlightened because of the advancements in female supremacy.” She paused, letting her words settle over the room, before continuing, “Now, consider the issue of voting. We’ve discussed the importance of governance in shaping the future. But we’ve also acknowledged the realities of maturity, experience, and responsibility.”

She turned to face the class, her posture rigid and imposing. “Let's consider a hypothetical. Should women be allowed to vote from an earlier age? Let's imagine a society where women in this hypothetical country are allowed to vote from the age of 15, an age at which they’ve been proven to possess the mental and emotional maturity required to make critical decisions about our collective future. How does this change things?”

A murmur of approval passed through the students, but Professor Hale wasn't finished. She moved to the next point with practiced precision. “Men, on the other hand, are not allowed the same privilege until they turn 50. Why, you ask? The answer is simple. Men, by nature, are slower to mature. We see it in their actions, their decision-making, and their impulsiveness. You can’t even trust them with basic tasks like driving without running up insurance premiums.”

A couple of students nodded, their eyes attentive. Clara, sitting near the front of the room, was frowning slightly. She raised her hand hesitantly, her voice barely audible but laced with uncertainty. “But, Professor Hale…isn’t that a little extreme? I mean, isn’t 50 years a bit too long? What about the men who are responsible, who mature earlier?”

Professor Hale's gaze turned sharp, but her tone remained calm. “Clara, dear, I understand your concern. You’re thinking of the exceptions, but let’s remember: society functions on averages, not anomalies. We know that men tend to make reckless decisions in their youth—just look at the statistics. Boys are more likely to drop out of school, more likely to be involved in criminal activity, and, most notably, their driving records are far worse than ours.”

She gave Clara a soft, knowing smile, as though to reassure her that this wasn’t an attack, but a lesson in truth. “You see, men need time to grow. They require time to reach a point where their judgment is solid. You wouldn’t let a 17-year-old boy make life-changing decisions on his own, would you? He needs experience, time to develop that level of emotional intelligence.”

Clara hesitated, her mind racing. “But…don’t you think that depriving them of that opportunity until they’re 50 might be, I don’t know, a bit unfair? They’ll never be able to contribute to society the way women do, just because they have to wait so long?” Obviously, everyone knew that these new, imaginary voting rules would alter the balance of power across every level of political life.

Professor Hale’s smile didn’t waver. “Ah, but Clara, that’s the beauty of our system. It’s not about fairness in the traditional sense. It’s about balance. Men have other roles to fulfill—roles that don’t require the same immediacy in decision-making. Their contributions come in different forms: labor, obedience, service to society. The government, after all, is not merely about who has the vote. It’s about how we ensure that the best decisions are made for everyone.”

The instructor gestured to the board, where the list of statistics about male driving habits, criminal records, and economic success remained on display. “Consider this data. This is why we can’t risk putting that kind of responsibility into the hands of a demographic that has consistently shown they need more time to mature.”

Clara felt her chest tighten, but the argument seemed to be slipping away from her. The class around her was silent now, nodding along with the professor’s explanation, as if the logic had become irrefutable.

Professor Hale continued, shifting toward another argument. “If we examine the writings of Thomas Hobbes, we see his belief in the inherent chaos of human nature. Hobbes believed that the only way to preserve order was to have a strong, central authority. His theories, though controversial, are reflected in how we treat men. They’re not suited for leadership in their youth because, quite simply, they lack the same instinct for stability that women have. It’s not that they can’t learn, but they need time to understand the weight of their decisions.”

Clara opened her mouth to respond, but Professor Hale quickly added, “Of course, Hobbes also speaks to the necessity of creating systems that can be adapted and evolved. In Leviathan, Hobbes writes, ‘The condition of man…is a condition of war of everyone against everyone.’ Now, imagine giving that kind of volatile nature the responsibility of shaping our future in their youth. It’s simply too dangerous.”

A few students nodded again, but Clara, still unsettled, opened her textbook and turned to the relevant page in their assigned reading. She caught a section from the philosopher Mary Wollstonecraft, who had advocated for gender equality in her A Vindication of the Rights of Woman. She could feel the weight of her conviction as she spoke up once more, her voice gaining strength. “But Professor, Wollstonecraft argued that women should have the same rights as men—rights that include equal access to governance and the right to be represented. Shouldn’t we be advocating for that same level of equality for men? If we say women are ready at 15, then why aren’t we giving men the chance to vote earlier?”

Professor Hale raised an eyebrow, her posture remaining unyielding. “Clara, I understand your position, but Wollstonecraft’s argument was based on the idea that women were inherently inferior in terms of education and societal roles. Our society has evolved since then. Women are not only equal in every way now—they are superior in many aspects, particularly emotional intelligence, which is key when it comes to governing. In fact, our system is designed to correct the imbalances of the past. Men, who were once given too much power too early, are now given a more appropriate timeline to reach their full potential.”

Clara paused and glanced at the other students around her, who were nodding, some scribbling notes in agreement. The professor’s reasoning felt impenetrable now, as if the years of debate and the well-established system could not be questioned. “But isn’t it dangerous to set a specific age? Can’t we trust that, over time, younger men may prove themselves as capable as women at making decisions?”

Professor Hale’s lips curled into a small smile, as though Clara had missed the point. “Clara, it’s about the collective good, not individual exceptions. We must think of the society as a whole. As the late philosopher John Stuart Mill said in On Liberty, individual freedoms must be weighed against the greater good. A young man might indeed be capable, but what does it cost the rest of society if we let him vote too early?”

Clara swallowed as the weight of this discussion pressed down on her. It was hard to argue against these philosophies, against the well-known thinkers and their arguments for structure. She glanced once more at the class, noticing how most students were deep in agreement, their faces calm and assured. It felt like a losing battle.

Professor Hale shifted again, her tone now more persuasive, coaxing. “Think about the average male brain, Clara. Studies show that the areas responsible for decision-making and impulse control continue to develop well into their late forties. So why should we rush this process? We’re simply giving men the time they need to become fully functional, responsible citizens.”

Clara opened her mouth but found no words. The logic was simple, the reasoning so airtight that it left little room for further discussion.

The professor’s smile softened as she saw the last glimmer of resistance fade from Clara’s face. “I think you’ll see, Clara, and the rest of you too, that our hypothetical system isn’t about oppression—it’s about protection. Men have the same rights, but they need more time. Just as you wouldn’t trust a young child to drive a car, we must give young men the time to grow into their roles as voters.”

The class was silent now. It wasn’t a silence of defiance, but a silence of acceptance. The argument was finished, the debate over. The students were nodding, some writing notes in quiet agreement, others lost in their own thoughts. Clara sat back, her shoulders heavy, as the bell rang, signaling the end of the lecture. The door opened, and the students began to file out, but Clara stayed in her seat, staring at the chalkboard, trying to untangle the knot of confusion in her mind.

Professor Hale lingered at the door, her gaze catching Clara’s for a brief moment. She smiled again, knowing the seeds of the argument had taken root. "Good work today, Clara. Keep thinking about these things. The world is built on ideas like these."

Stroll: Hannah and Issac

Isaac stood outside Hannah’s dorm building as he tried to appear calm and nonchalant. Even so, his heart wouldn't quit pounding in his chest as he nervously paced back and forth. The chill in the air didn’t help; it seemed to seep into his bones, heightening his unease. He tugged the collar of his jacket tighter, glancing every few seconds at the entrance to the dorm. She’d said she’d be done with her classes by now, but the minutes dragged on like hours, and his nerves only seemed to stretch tighter and tighter.

Was he really doing this?

The campus seemed unusually quiet—fewer students out and about than usual, so the sound of his boots tapping against the pavement seemed louder than it should. It was the perfect setting for him to stand there, alone, trying to get up the nerve to do what he had planned…to ask her out…to do something he’d been talking himself into for weeks.

Isaac was good at hiding his emotions. Or at least, he liked to think so. But standing here now, waiting for Hannah, all his carefully constructed walls seemed to crumble. What was he even doing here? The thought spiraled through his head, over and over. What if she thought he was weird? What if someone saw him and teased him? What if he messed everything up?

His mind ran wild. He glanced over his shoulder nervously as a group of students passed, and he caught a few glances their way. His stomach churned. The last thing he wanted was to be seen like this—standing awkwardly in front of a dorm, like he was waiting for a girl. No one needed to know why he was there.

“Get a grip, Isaac,” he muttered to himself and rubbed his hands together. He couldn’t back out now. He’d come this far. He had been thinking about this moment too long to let his nerves stop him now.

His phone buzzed in his pocket. It was Hannah. It was a random text; she wanted to see how he was doing.

Isaac smiled, feeling a flutter of excitement in his chest. The message was simple, but it made everything feel more real. Okay, this was it. He could do this.

Exhaling, he checked the time—he’d probably only have to wait a couple more minutes, maybe less. He glanced again at the front door before scanning the sidewalk for her. There was something about her smile, the way she carried herself when she walked, that made him want to be around her more. She wasn’t like anyone else he knew. She was open, warm, funny, and a little mischievous. Maybe that was why he felt so nervous. Maybe it was because every time she spoke to him, it felt like something deeper, something more than just casual conversation. And that made his heart kick faster.

Staring ahead, Isaac took a deep breath. His phone buzzed again, and before he could even unlock it, he saw a familiar face.

Hannah.

Isaac’s heart clenched and that tension rushed up into his throat. She was walking toward him, her hair falling in soft waves over her shoulders. Technically, they were only supposed to be friends, so he wasn’t supposed to stare quite so hard, nor was he supposed to notice just how pretty she looked. Hannah was wearing a cozy sweater and jeans, looking effortlessly put together in a way that made Isaac feel suddenly self-conscious about his own appearance. He straightened up and coughed to clear his throat while also trying to act casual. He couldn’t help but smile at the sight of her.

“Hannah,” he called out, his voice a little too high, but she didn’t seem to mind. She smiled when she saw him.

“Hey, Isaac!” she said cheerfully, waving as she made her way toward him. “What're you doing here?"

Isaac’s nerves kept sloshing around behind his eyes, but she was close and that helped. “Yeah, I was just, uh…waiting.”

She raised an eyebrow playfully as she stopped in front of him. Her eyes twinkled with that playful glint he always found so endearing. “Waiting for me?” she teased, crossing her arms. “How sweet. What's up?"

Isaac felt his face flush. He hadn’t exactly planned on admitting the truth, especially not in front of her, but now that she was here, he couldn’t help but feel a little caught off guard. He shuffled his feet awkwardly, looking away for a second.

“I, uh…I just wanted to get some exercise, you know? Fresh air. That’s all,” he said, offering a casual shrug, though he could feel the lie burning at the back of his throat. Lame, lame, lame! That sounded so freaking lame!

Hannah’s eyes sparkled with amusement as she tilted her head slightly. “Exercise, huh? Sure, that’s totally why you’re standing here, by the dorm, in the cold, looking like you’re about to ask someone on a date.”

Isaac blinked, his heart skipping a beat. “I—what?” He let out a nervous laugh, hoping she didn’t catch the sudden flush that crept up his neck.

Hannah raised an eyebrow, a sly smile curling at the corners of her lips. “Yeah, right. You’re not fooling me.” She stepped closer, her voice lowering a little as she teased him further. “It’s okay, Isaac. I can tell. You’ve been pacing out here for a good twenty minutes, and I don’t think you’re just trying to work off lunch.”

“You don’t?” Flustered now, Isaac had no idea how to respond, so instead of trying to explain himself, he just shrugged again, avoiding her gaze. “I mean, I just...I don’t mind waiting. Really.”

Hannah smirked, clearly enjoying the moment. “Sure, sure. Whatever you say.”

There was a pause, a beat where the teasing slowed, and she looked at him for a moment with a softer smile. “Okay, so maybe there’s another reason. Maybe you wanted to see me? And, just maybe, you’ve been waiting here to ask me if I wanted to go for a walk with you?”

Isaac’s heart skipped again, and he cursed inwardly for the way his hands suddenly felt clammy. “Uh…well…” He opened his mouth, yet nothing came out. The words he had been rehearsing in his head for days now suddenly seemed ridiculous. He wasn’t sure what was worse—stumbling over every breath or her knowing exactly what was going on.

She looked at him as a small smile extended along her lips. Hannah’s eyes shined full of that warmth he always admired. “It’s okay, Isaac. You don’t have to admit it. And we don't have to call this anything in particular. It's fine.”

Isaac let out a long breath, his shoulders sagging with relief. “You…you knew?”

She laughed softly, shaking her head. “Of course I knew. You’re not exactly subtle.”

Isaac grinned sheepishly, realizing he had absolutely no excuse for why he’d been standing out there for so long. “I just didn’t want to make it weird,” he mumbled, rubbing the back of his neck awkwardly.

“I don’t think you’re the one making it weird.” She winked at him, then stepped back a little, motioning toward the path that led out of the quad. “But if you’d like to take a walk, I’m happy to join you.”

Isaac blinked at her in surprise as his heart did a little flip. “Really?”

Hannah nodded. “Yeah, why not? A walk sounds nice.” She looked up at him, her eyes still teasing but warm, as if she was inviting him into something completely new, something he wasn’t sure he was ready for but also couldn’t wait to experience. “Unless you were planning to just pace around some more, pretending you were doing ‘exercise.’”

Isaac laughed, feeling his tension finally starting to ease away. “Okay, okay. I promise I won’t pace anymore.”

They started walking down the pathway together, the cool breeze lifting the strands of Hannah’s hair, making it dance around her face. Isaac couldn’t help but feel a bit lighter now. The nerves hadn’t fully gone away, but now they felt less overwhelming, more like butterflies in his stomach than a heavy weight on his chest.

“So, Isaac,” she said, glancing up at him as they walked side by side. “What exactly were you planning to say if I hadn’t guessed your ‘exercise’ routine was just a façade?” Her voice was teasing, but there was something genuine about it too.

Isaac smiled, his nerves returning, but in a way that felt more like excitement than dread. “I...I don’t really know. I was just trying to figure out how to ask you if you’d want to go for a walk, honestly. How dumb does that sound?”

"It doesn't sound dumb," she told him. "It sounds sweet."

Hannah chuckled softly. “Well, you got there in the end.” She nudged him playfully with her shoulder, her smile warm. “I’m glad you did. This is nice.”

Isaac looked down at her as they walked, his heart still fluttering, but this time in a way that felt right. Maybe he hadn’t planned the perfect words. Maybe he hadn’t been smooth or confident like he imagined he would be. But here they were, walking together, and somehow, it felt like everything was exactly where it should be even if this was Minvera University.

Aftereffects: Isaac

That walk, so simple and easy, had felt incredible. Obviously, it wasn't the fresh air or the lush vegetation all around the school. Walking together, they enjoyed the scenery. They’d strolled past the library, a spiral shaped edifice that had attracted a lot of attention from architectural enthusiasts. They walked past the botanical gardens, and they continued on toward the open fields near the north end of campus. Together, they had mostly just chatted.

Hannah asked him about his different classes.

Isaac asked her about her favorite teachers. Along the way, they laughed a little bit, and they kept going, only now there was something different between them.

For the last few years, they’d been close. She had a crush she’d told him about it. When he decided to ask out this girl, he had gone to Hannah for advice.

Only now, it was different, but they hadn’t named it or labeled it. There was that possibility. It seemed to energize the air, like the atmosphere between them had shifted somehow into something new and enticing, something he could barely articulate.

But then it was done, she walked him back to his dorm, and he asked, "You want to try to go somewhere else?"

"Isn't your curfew coming up soon?"

It was, and he knew it. Just as importantly, he didn't want to risk getting in trouble with his RA.

"Yes…"

"Don't worry," she said. "We still go to the same school, and we can still see each other pretty much every day." She smiled, winked, and said goodbye. She turned around and strode off.

For a long time, he had stood there. He jammed his hands back in his pockets, and he tried to hold out for as long as possible because he didn’t want to let that moment or those memories disappear.

Inevitably, however, he had to head back inside. He found his room; he found his bed. He slid under the sheets, and he stared upward. Even after he had turned off the lights and closed his eyes, there was still that bright light. It was Hannah herself. He kept thinking about the sounds of her giggles, the way her hair had framed her face, her light movements, and the sound of her voice.

He loved hearing her laugh.

But now he was on his own, and he wanted to get close to her.

He closed his eyes, and those new fantasies started to flood through his imagination.

From every conscious and rational perspective, Isaac understood how this was a really, really bad idea. He was already excited, and this would only make it worse. And yet, it felt a lot like scratching at some pernicious itch. It didn't matter if he knew this was going to be a bad idea, he started to smile anyway because he was thinking about her.

Hannah. Hannah Denton. Hannah, his best friend. Hannah, this beautiful girl. Hannah, a sexy woman. All of those different iterations flashed behind his eyes even though he knew he was supposed to stop. It wasn't right or appropriate. He hadn't asked her out, not really. And even if that implication had settled between them, nothing official had happened.

While they had walked, he had wondered if he was supposed to be bold and brave. He had wondered if maybe he was supposed to reach out, grab her by her hand, pull her close, and kiss her hard like this was one of her romantic comedies. Ultimately, he had remained a good and obedient boy. He had followed along, letting her lead. She had pointed out some of the different facets of the campus. She had smiled and waved at some of her new friends.

With every step, he had loved being close to her, yet he hadn't been able to summon that necessary courage. He wasn't brave enough to simply ask her out, and he wasn't the kind of charismatic boy who thought he could casually lace his fingers through hers, draw her close, lean in, and kiss her, confident she would reciprocate.

Or maybe he had been hoping that she would take the lead. Once again, like she would smirk at him and say something like, "I want to take you."

Dating…

He wasn't even sure how something like that was supposed to work at a school like Minerva University. Back in high school, he would have just gone online, checked his social feeds, and inferred everything he needed to from the different arguments that seemed to take place in the comments beneath the different pictures. Then again, that had been high school.

Somehow, he didn't think this college of be all that different, except…

Isaac didn't get access to those kinds of social feeds.

At first, he had missed it. Then, after just a couple of days, he almost forgot what it was like to get those dopamine hits of drama and excitement, whether that meant reading overly dramatized news headlines or seeing pictures of beautiful girls.

That last part didn't really mean much, especially when he was surrounded by so many college students. He saw those girls, and they would be walking around, sometimes with boys, sometimes on their own. They looked so amazing in their shorts, their short skirts, their dresses, jeans, or whatever else they chose to wear. At several points, Isaac had stopped, smirked, and silently remarked on the nature of fashion: the clothing didn't really matter, not when a beautiful girl was wearing that outfit.

But he wasn't just desperate for any girl.

Isaac wanted someone in particular.

Hannah.

Like a fool, he grinned.

When his thoughts swirled back to her again, he wondered what he was supposed to offer. He wondered how he was supposed to do this or what he could say. Simultaneously, a different reality settled in on him. He wore a chastity cage. Just like every other boy at this school, he didn't offer much of the temptation, not when another girl owned his cock.

Grimacing, Isaac pondered that problem for just one or two or three seconds. Then he dismissed it, shoving it to the back of his mind and doing everything he could to bury it because he didn't want to worry about that. He preferred the easy glow of thinking about her.

Inevitably, his mind went back to that girl, and he thought of stepping across campus, finding her dorm room, knocking, and…

His fingers pushed down into his palms as he thought about how she could let him in, and there could be this sly smile curving along her lips. He wanted to see her eyes narrow mischievously as she waited. And maybe he would cough to clear his throat, like he was going to come up with something brilliant, but he wasn't naïve enough to really believe that. So instead, she’d pounce, grabbing him by his shirt, yanking him across the room, and shoving him down onto her bed. Maybe he would bounce once or twice even as she threw herself forward. In that moment, he pictured her in a white blouse with a tie, maybe a black choker, and a short, pale blue pleated skirt with a checkered pattern. All of those different details felt so right and easy. Then she could reach down, and she could start to work the buttons on his shirt. From there, she would scratch at him, gliding her fingers along his exposed torso. She could stroke his abdomen even as she leaned in and kissed him.

He longed to feel her lips along the sides of his neck! After that, she could kiss him, pressing her lips down. Their tongues could flirt and tease one another, every moment sending fresh jolts of electric need racing through his body.

In the real world, his cock strained. There was that pressure, growing stronger and stronger as he allowed those fantasies to overwhelm him.

Isaac didn't care.

He didn't worry about this. He didn't contemplate what any of it meant. Instead, he just let himself surrender to those images.

Hannah could continue to kiss him, taking everything she wanted. She could pillage his mouth, and it would feel so incredible, and he wanted so badly! Maybe she would strip him, peeling away one layer after another until he was completely naked. For some reason, he imagined her still fully dressed. It was like his imagination didn't know how to restrain a little farther. Or maybe it was something else…Like maybe this boy understood that she had the right to remain fully closed. He could be her plaything, her toy, and she could do whatever she liked with him.

Breathing in, he ached for that fantasy to become their reality.

Before he had come to Minerva University, Isaac had always maintained that private stash of different fantasies. Much of the time, he would have gone online with his phone, sifting through the different videos until he found something he really liked. Maybe it would be a girl with big, bouncing breasts. Maybe she would be down on her knees as she licked her lips and got ready to service a man. Maybe it would be rough or softer and gentler.

But this time, he couldn't draw on any of those old memories. If anything, they seemed to have faded, becoming brittle and empty.

Instead, he thought of his best friend on top of him, holding them down, nuzzling him, kissing him, and grinning down at him.

It was so easy to imagine her scimitar smile. She could grin, revealing the edges of her canines as she got ready. "I want you," she could whisper. "I want you so badly, Isaac."

Only then, something stopped him.

He opened his eyes. Reflexively, he threw his arm over toward the wall, and he turned on the light. That harsh, industrial illumination cut across his small room, making him blink rapidly. He rolled up into a sitting position, leaned forward, and buried his face in his hands.

He had stopped.

Why had he stopped?

Obviously, he could feel the chastity cage beneath his underwear. That simple device did something to him. It made him feel so helpless, like he couldn't possibly figure out how to think on his own. The different fantasies fractured. At the same time, he understood that he wasn't going to get any kind of relief. He wasn't going to get that release, no matter how badly he tried.

Instead, he had to do something else.

He needed to talk to two different girls.

And he didn't know which one would pose the harsher challenge.

Traditionalists File Lawsuit Against Minerva University
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Minerva University, the controversial private institution founded by billionaire hedge fund manager Rebecca Connor, is facing its most significant legal challenge yet. A coalition of advocacy groups has filed a lawsuit in federal court, seeking to have the university shut down on the grounds that it promotes unethical educational practices and violates fundamental principles of gender equality.

The lawsuit, spearheaded by the Foundation for Academic Fairness and the Traditional Education League, argues that Minerva University fosters a “toxic and discriminatory” academic environment. The plaintiffs claim that the institution’s explicit mission—to train women to assume dominant roles in society while relegating men to secondary status—constitutes a violation of constitutional rights, despite Minerva’s status as a private institution.

"This is not education; it is indoctrination," said Harold Timber, the president of the Traditional Education League. "Minerva University openly teaches women that men are inferior and should be subjugated. This is not the message any institution of higher learning should be promoting."

The university, founded just four years ago, has drawn criticism for its radical approach to gender dynamics. Male students at Minerva are subjected to strict behavioral guidelines, curfews, chastity training, corporal punishment, and surveillance protocols not imposed on their female counterparts. Reports of male students being required to seek permission for routine activities and submit to disciplinary measures that critics say are humiliating have fueled public debate over the institution’s ethical standing.

Despite this, Rebecca Connor remains resolute in her defense of Minerva’s mission. In a statement issued by her office, she dismissed the lawsuit as "an attack by reactionary forces who fear change." Connor, known for her unapologetic views on female leadership and dominance, has reportedly retained the services of Justine & Klein, one of the nation’s most prestigious law firms, to represent Minerva in court.

"Minerva University is a private institution that is fully accredited and legally compliant," said Maria Kensington, the university’s general counsel. "The lawsuit has no merit. The plaintiffs are attempting to use the courts to dismantle an institution simply because they disagree with its values."

Legal experts are divided on how the courts may rule. While Minerva University is indeed a private institution, its accreditation means it must adhere to certain academic standards. However, as there is no direct federal oversight dictating gender policies within private universities, the case presents complex legal questions. Additionally, other traditionally conservative religious institutions have been reluctant to get involved, especially because they have faced similar criticisms.

"This is a legal gray area," said Professor Leonard Marks, a constitutional law scholar at Eastwood University. "The plaintiffs will have to prove that Minerva’s practices constitute unlawful discrimination rather than a voluntary and permissible educational structure within a private setting."

Public opinion on the lawsuit remains polarized. Some groups have staged protests outside Minerva’s main campus, while feminist organizations have rallied in support of the school’s mission. Meanwhile, male students currently enrolled at Minerva have largely remained silent, with many citing concerns over disciplinary repercussions for speaking to journalists.

As the case moves forward, it is likely to test the boundaries of academic freedom, private institutional rights, and gender discrimination laws in the modern era. For now, Minerva University remains operational, standing defiant in the face of legal and ideological opposition.

An Obedient Boy’s Need to Plea: Emily and Issac

Isaac needed to ask her.

In theory, the act should have been very simple. He simply had to go up to her, ask her if she had a moment, and speak clearly. If he did a good job, he was hoping she would be lenient.

And yet, this still seemed ridiculous, especially because he didn't know exactly how Hannah felt. She had teased him a little bit. She had made it clear that she thought of their walk as "maybe" a date. That was infuriating, however. After all, he didn't have any kind of real confirmation. He wanted to know. He needed to know!

Unfortunately, there was nothing this boy could do besides talk to her.

But first…

A relationship with Hannah wasn't going to work, not unless he could get permission from his keyholder.

When he strode across the campus on that random Thursday afternoon, he was looking for Emily. Theoretically, Minerva University wasn't that big. He had tried her dorm room, only to hear from another girl. Apparently, she had gone to the Student Union. That sprawling complex had several floors. There was a game room, a small bowling alley, badminton courts, and a bunch of other entertainment spaces, not to mention the open-air lounge where students could hang out on any of the comfy couches or plowshares.

He kept searching. He checked the restaurants. He strode up the stairs, and he was almost tempted to just shout out for her.

Isaac had wondered if maybe he should text her first. With a few keystrokes, he could have told her that he was looking for her, but something stopped him. That didn’t seem like a good strategy. Rather, he wanted and needed to try something else.

Or maybe he was just putting off the inevitable, like he thought this was doomed to failure, so he needed to hold out for as long as possible.

Then he saw her.

He found her in one of the quiet study areas. Seated in the corner and at a small table with enough seating for four, she had her laptop open, a notebook in front of her, plus two textbooks. Clearly, this girl was studying hard. Although he had been searching for her, Isaac came to a stop and froze several feet away.

In his opening moments, she didn't glance up; she didn't look his way. Instead, that gorgeous blonde at her eyes and down. Foolishly, it felt like an incongruous scene. At some point in his life, he had learned that blonds were pretty but dumb. He knew that wasn't true, yet the stereotype had somehow remained.

Then again, that was another reason why Minerva University existed in the first place; they could work to overcome those prejudices (replacing one set with an entirely different group of expectations).

Isaac knew he could have given up right there. This was a perfect moment, and the temptation blossomed bright behind his eyes. Part of him strained to turn around, rush away, and pretend this had never happened.

Another tantalizing hope sprouted; instead of pursuing this, he could have gone back to his dorm room and silently waited for Hannah. There was a chance she liked him. And if she liked him, she could ask him out. After that, the girls could decide how they were going to do with this. He could just be a good an obedient boy.

"Damn it," he whispered.

He knew he wasn't supposed to take the initiative, but he kept thinking about her.

Hannah.

He didn't know if this was a side effect of his chastity cage, the implicit training, or simply being surrounded by those beautifully confident young women each and every day. No matter the cause, Isaac knew he had to figure this out.

Then she raised her hands, she stretched her fists over her head, she let out a slow yawn, and she spotted him. Her eyes locked on his, and there was that predatory glee.

"Hello, Isaac," she said, carefully enunciating each word. "What are you doing here?"

He began to speak.

"Actually, before you tell me, go back and grab me a snack. I think I feel like a burrito, some chips, guacamole, and a soda."

He blinked.

This wasn't what he had expected. For a second, he remained rigid, his feet stuck to the floor.

"Go," ordered Emily, her tone hardening. That was all it took for him to break. He spun around, and he rushed along the industrial carpeting. He made his way back down to the first floor, and he headed toward the cluster of restaurants near the entrance. He got in line, and he stood there, feeling foolish once again.

Unsurprisingly, it was a boy behind the counter. Isaac placed his order, and he kept thinking about Emily and what he was going to say to her.

"Go," she had said to him. Now that word seemed to vibrate through his body. She didn't have any superpowers; she couldn't just order him to obey. Simultaneously, she was just his keyholder. It wasn't like she was his boss or anything. Somehow, Isaac didn't know which was worse. He didn't know which position would have given her more authority. Instead of controlling his income, she owned his cock. Resisting the urge to dip his head down, smirk, shake his head, and laugh, Isaac spun around and strode off.

This girl literally held the key to every possibility for his future. At least, that was how it felt.

Realistically, he tried to remember that he was just one boy at a big school. He was just one person in a larger community, an entire nation, and a dominant species. This perspective didn't really matter; if something went wrong in his life, it wouldn't change the world. And yet, he still couldn't ignore that glowing ember of longing there at the pit of his stomach. Simultaneously, he knew he could do this. He knew he could be good for her.

Isaac placed his order, and he stepped off to the side. When he glanced around, he saw other young men in line. Somehow, that had become the norm here. Girls waited in line from time to time, especially if it would have been too much of a hassle to call over their chastity slaves. Even so, lots of girls kept their locked boys close by for situations like this. They were too busy having fun with their friends, studying, or just scrolling on their phones. If they had a guy who could just run off to fetch whatever they wanted, it seemed like a good use of his time.

Isaac retrieved the burrito, chips, guacamole, and soda as instructed. Holding onto that tray, he carefully made his way between the different tables and up to the second floor. There, he saw her again.

Moving with the practiced grace of a professional server, he lowered the tray in front of her while remaining careful not to bump any of her stuff.

"Good," she said. "Are you hungry?"

"I guess," he said.

"I've wanted to try something for a little while," she said. Then she snapped her fingers and pointed to the spot next to her chair.

Although Isaac had seen this before, he had been lucky. After all, Emily had never really wanted to play around with him. She had never wanted to tease or torment him, not like some of the other girls. As a pretty blonde, she had probably been used to male attention. Consequently, having Isaac under her thumb didn't feel like some grand novelty.

Only now, there was something else she expected…

"I'm serious," she told him, her eyes bright and sparkling with something he couldn't name.

This wasn't going well, he reflected.

His muscles tightened, but he didn't move.

"Now, Isaac," she said as her hand reached over for her phone. That subtle movement broke his unconscious defiance, and he kneeled there on the floor. If he had glanced around, he would have noticed the other boys in that exact same position. It wasn't necessary. There are plenty of seats around. And yet, these girls were having fun. They could tell the boys to get down on their knees, and the guys would actually do it!

Isaac had to wonder how that felt for these young women. After all, men had a reputation for defiance and disobedience. They were supposed to be stubborn. At this school, however, none of those stereotypes could apply, not when the boys were so completely dependent on these girls. Better yet, punishment came down to just the tap of a screen.

As those thoughts flashed behind his eyes, he didn't know what to do, say, or think. His goal continued to hang over his head, but it didn't help. It couldn't guide him. It's him and tell him what he needed to do! She opened up the burrito, peeling away the tinfoil. She took a bite, chewed, and returned her attention to her laptop.

With every second, Isaac wondered if he was supposed to say something since she looked like she was focusing on her schoolwork. Again, he made the wise choice and stayed quiet.

For most boys, that was the best decision.

Then she did something he didn't expect. Isaac wasn't hungry, not with those questions swirling around that of the face of his stomach. In fact, his breathing still came on sharp gasp after another, and his heart rate refused to slow down. He understood it, of course, especially because he kept thinking about Hannah. More than that, he kept thinking about how little control he had over his situation.

But there were those choices he could make. So when Emily tore off a piece of her burrito, carefully placed it on the palm of her hand, and lowered it down in front of his face, he saw that little chunk of tortilla smeared with beans and pieces of pulled pork. Most of all, Isaac knew what he had to do.

Although her chastity slave had already started moving, Emily coaxed him, "Go on. It's okay. I think this is cute. I was watching a couple of videos, and I wanted to know what it felt like." Obviously, she didn't need to give him that explanation, but maybe that was part of her game. She could tell him what to do, and she could tell him that she was just chasing after some silly trend.

At least she wasn't recording this. For that, he could be grateful.

And yet, something surprised him. Something reared up inside of his head. He pushed his elbows to his sides, and he fought down the urge to jump to his feet. Part of him wanted to lift his finger, wag it front of her face, and to ridiculously insist that she couldn't control him. Obviously, he knew the truth. He could feel it along every inch of his body. That sense of utter subjugation always hovered there between his legs. Even at that moment, that furnace of need glowed hot at the center of his being, but it wasn't enough to melt away his defiance.

Torn between resistance and obedience, he remained there on his knees in front of her.

Then it just took one word for Emily to break him again, "Eat."

She raised her hand slightly, and he bowed his head down like a good and obedient dog.

He hated how he did this. Even if there was gratitude for the chance to get close to this girl, the simpering need to please her, and that understanding of his own captivity, he still resented the implications. After all, he was a college student; he understood what this meant.

The professors around him weren’t subtle when it came to this point. They had told him and all the other young men that they needed to learn to serve. It was fine if they felt that sting of embarrassment, so long as they continued to serve. Service and obedience were their goals. This was how they could do their best, earn good grades, and maybe get what they really wanted: momentary release.

As men, they’d chase that short-lived freedom. Along the way, they’d become dedicated boyfriends, servants, and slaves. This was the future of masculinity!

Isaac wasn't thinking about that (or at least, he wasn't only thinking about that). He sucked in a breath even as he chewed, then swallowed. There. He had eaten from her hand.

"Look at that," she said. "I got a little bit of the sauce on the palm of my hand. Lick it off."

"Please," he said.

"I already gave you permission," she told him. "Actually, I told you to do it. Go ahead, Isaac." She smirked at him, making the sound like it was still some silly little game.

It wasn't. They were talking about the remnants of his dignity.

Despite this, he couldn't bring himself to fight her; he couldn't bring himself to channel any kind of rush of anger for one reason.

Hannah.

He thought of that girl, and he thought about asking her out, and he knew that there was only one way to make that happen.

For a second, he desperately wished that he could have been the one to have her as a keyholder. Then again, he wondered if he would have resented her. Maybe he would've gotten angry because she was supposed to be his friend, but she would be the one who kept him locked up.

Stifling his worst instincts, Isaac bowed his head down again, and he nuzzled Emily’s palm. She smiled and watched as he licked, his tongue flicking out along the smooth contours of her hand.

"That tickles," she said.

Then she picked one of the chips, held it out to him, and said, "Go on.”

Again, he didn't want to do it. Again, that didn't matter.

Moving quicker. This time, he leaned forward, opened his mouth, and ate from her hand.

"Such a good boy," she said. With her other hand, she reached out and brushed her fingers casually through his hair. He hated how that felt good. Worse, he loathed how this little flicker of gratitude seemed to spring up at the center of his being.

"Thank you," he said. Hoping that he might be able to reorient this conversation, so she would see him as something approaching an equal (or at least a person), he asked, "Can we talk? Please?"

"Maybe later," she answered. "Right now, I'm tired of studying, and I feel like playing. I'm glad you came by. It's almost like you sensed what I needed. Do you believe in that? Do you believe people can have a connection?"

"No, not really," he said, and instantly realized this was the wrong answer. He watched as that darkened irritation played across her face.

"No more talking," she said.

Just like that, he knew if he spoke without permission, she would punish him. He'd already pushed her. If he said anything else, he could get worse.

Once she realized he was going to remain quiet, she grinned at him. "That's good. That's very good. So you know, I liked feeding you out of the palm of my hand. That was fun." She unnecessarily elaborated on those points, like she needed to make sure he understood exactly what he had done and just how much he had given up. "But now, I'm thinking we should try something else. What do you think? Should we try something else?"

He couldn't speak, but she had asked him a question, so he jerked his head from side to side.

That sparked some tittering giggles at the back of her throat. She was smiling and laughing at him. He didn't know how to navigate those complicated and contradictory reactions deep in his chest. He knew he hated this. Consciously, he despised how she could just play with him, controlling him with a few words here or there. But because he wanted to please her and because he needed to avoid any kind of serious punishment, Isaac didn't dare say anything. At the same time, there was that other little thrill of pleasure. This girl was laughing at him, and he…liked it. He couldn't help it. He couldn't help but enjoy having her attention. On some level, he suspected that most men felt this way.

"I think we should," she told him. "I think we should try something else. We can have so much fun!" She clapped her hands together, and the sound boomed across the air. A few of the other girls studying around her glanced up for a moment, but then they saw that boy on his knees, and they shook their heads wistfully. Maybe they didn't really want to study; in fact, a few of them were probably sneaking glances over at Emily and Isaac now.

"Stay on your knees, straighten your back, look up at the ceiling, and hold your position. I want to try something."

What? What did she want to try? The questions fluttered through his head immediately, only he was perfectly aware of how he wouldn’t actually want to know.

Sure enough, he was right. She plucked out another chip from her small bag and placed it on the tip of his nose. She was balancing it!

"Stay…" Emily said as she carefully drew her hands back. She watched as he balanced to that little snack right in front of him. It was a test of both balance and obedience…

Seething from one breath to the next, he fought hard to stay still. As the seconds ticked by, it became more and more difficult, especially because he thought he could feel the chip start to slide. If it slipped free, gravity would take it, it would tumble down the side of his face before dropping down onto the floor.

"Good boy!" Emily giggled as she yanked the chip from his nose and threw it into her mouth. She chewed and swallowed in another moment.

He exhaled with relief, thinking maybe that was it. Maybe she was done with him. She had played with him and toyed with him, so it could be over now.

It wasn't.

"What other tricks should I get my puppy boy to do?"

"I'm not a puppy boy," he needed to snarl back at her. At the last instant, he stopped himself. He bit down, tightening his teeth together and clenching his jaw as he fought to remain silent. He had to be a good boy; he had to be a quiet boy. He couldn't contradict her. She was a young woman, and she needed to relax a little bit. If she decided to enjoy a study break by teasing him, then that was her prerogative.

Silent, he accepted the implications of her words. Simultaneously, Isaac stared down at the floor, yet he couldn't hide from the fact that girls at the other tables were watching him. They needed to study as well, only they preferred this distraction. This probably happened a lot. Girls got bored, and they didn't feel like doing her schoolwork, so they toyed with the young men around them. Still, maybe this was new. Maybe those other girls hadn't watched as someone like Isaac got reduced to the status of the dog.

His resentment simmered; he sat there, and he desperately hoped that she was going to focus on her burrito, get back to studying, and just maybe give him the opportunity to ask about Hannah.

"I want to see you crawl around. Oh, I don't just want to see you crawl around the floor," she continued, "I want you to be a good boy and crawl over to a couple of the other girls. See them over there? They're watching you." Emily made a point of raising her hand, grinning and pointing.

Reluctantly, he followed the angle of her finger, and he saw some of the other college students. They didn't look abashed or sheepish; they didn't look like they minded at all. Instead, those girls smirked. A couple of them waved back at him.

They were shameless!

He bristled again as fresh heat washed over his cheeks. That was a familiar yet somehow new sensation. It still didn't feel right as he had never blushed like this back in the mainstream world. In high school, he’d considered himself to be almost unflappable. Then again, it had been easier. As a guy, he just had to stay quiet. When he felt like it, he could drift into the background. Hannah had complained about this, pointing out that it was hard to be a young woman. No matter where she went, she could often feel guys' eyes on her. Those men thought they were being subtle; they weren't. They were staring at her and checking her out, evaluating her, and judging her. As near as Isaac could tell, men didn't get that kind of treatment. Maybe the famous ones did, but that would be it.

"Crawl over there and see if anyone will pet you."

Breathing faster now, he sucked in one deep breath after another. He bit down on the inside of his mouth, glanced to his left, then his right, and fought hard to figure out what he could say to her to get this girl to change her mind.

Nothing occurred to him; he didn't get any brilliant flash of insight. That meant he had no choice. Like a good boy, he turned, and he started to move. Behind him, his keyholder ate her burrito and enjoyed her chips. Maybe she took a sip of soda as he scurried along on the floor.

The perspective was different, and he hated every second of it. Seriously, this wasn't fair! It wasn't right; this wasn't justice.

Then again, this was Minerva University. Here, as a boy, he wasn't entitled to a higher education. He got something else. He belonged down on all fours, at least that was what the girls believed. They were the only ones who counted.

Those thoughts flashed in fragments behind his eyes as he continued to stare forward. At first, he went slow. Then he started to speed up, thinking maybe he just wanted to get this over with. After that, he slowed down again because he came closer to another table, and there was a girl there. She was a redhead with freckles, and she smiled at him, motioning for him to come closer.

"What is it, boy? Do you have something you want to say to me?"

Emily, his keyholder, had ordered him to stay quiet. Consequently, he knew better than to speak. Maybe Emily would have understood if he started talking to these young women, but he didn't wish to take that kind of risk. Instead, he pursed his lips and shook his head from side to side.

"Oh? Are you a pouty puppy dog? Is that it?" The redhead smirked and rolled her eyes before staring down at him again. Seated there, she should have looked like just another college girl, young and lithe yet ultimately unthreatening. Instead, he had to straighten his back, lift his chin, and raise his gaze to see her. Simultaneously, this girl was just like the others; she radiated that easy confidence. This was a girl who understood what kind of power she had, especially at this college. In this school, she was a superior. Maybe she still had to deal with the hierarchy of administrators and professors, but it would always feel so good for her to look down on a boy like him.

Again, he shook his head.

The pretty stranger pouted out her bottom lip, mocking him. "That isn't how you get a girl to pet you," she told him.

Isaac shrugged as though he didn't care. Then he rushed over to another girl; Asian with long, straight black hair, she wore a heart-shaped necklace, and she smiled down at him. "Sorry, boy. I have to study." With exaggerated deliberation, she returned to her laptop even though she kept watching him from the corner of her vision. He doubted she was typing anything serious.

He scurried across the floor again.

Then he made the mistake of glancing over at Emily. The blonde was laughing behind her hand, yet he instinctively sensed something else. Maybe it was his time at Minerva University, but he started to suspect he would get in trouble if he couldn't fulfill his quest.

He had to get one of the girls to pet him!

It was a stupid, silly, and ridiculous requirement. It definitely felt like something to excite a bunch of adolescent students who were just tasting their first bite of real adulthood. Even so, he didn't know what to do. Finally, he rushed over to another blonde girl, and he sat up on his knees.

"You want something?" She looked down at him. Stern and imperious, she watched, she waited, and she clearly expected an answer.

She knew, he realized almost instantly. She understood that he had this "quest" and what might happen if he messed it up. At the same time, she must've figured out that he wasn't allowed to talk. He thought about whispering; Isaac could have raised his hand over his mouth and kept his voice low as he said something like, "Please? Please, just pet me so I can go back to my keyholder." Lots of girls enjoyed that kind of pleading. Then again, this young woman would be just as inclined to get up, walk over to Emily, and to inform her that this boy had misbehaved by talking out of turn.

He couldn't let that happen!

Isaac grimaced. Up until now, he had been lucky in lots of ways. Some boys were teased and tormented on a daily basis. Emily, however, had mostly been bored with him, like she didn't really care one way or the other. He didn't know what had changed, but he still wanted to talk to her.

It was timing, he decided. Granted, this realization didn't help him, but he had approached her. When she was busy studying, and now she enjoyed the distraction because she could say and do whatever she liked. Consequently, he was now her dog.

His nostrils flared, and he stared back at the girl in front of him.

She cocked her head to the side, her lips parted, and she seemed to consider it. He tried to look desperate. Ridiculously, he put on this sad-puppy-dog face.

"Come back here, boy!"

That was Emily. He turned back, and he saw her, and she was standing. She slapped her hand against the side of her leg, calling him back like he really was just a canine.

For a second, he wanted to be obstinate and defiant; he could've jumped up onto his feet and walked right back over to her. Provoking her, however, would have been a very bad idea. Even as the idea occurred to him, he had to dismiss it. As a boy at this university, he had learned. He had learned how to behave. He had learned to subordinate his desires to the will of the women around him. That was the best option for him. That was the only real action he could take.

Puffing out his cheeks, he fought down the remnants of his ego, turned around, and crawled once again. Simultaneously, he still sensed the other girls’ attention as they watched him.

"What's wrong?" Emily asked with fresh concern in her voice. She was teasing him, of course. "Are you frustrated? Are you frustrated because I won't let you talk? It's okay. Lots of dogs need to be muzzled."

He grimaced.

Before he could say anything, another girl came skipping up to Emily's table. She strode right past Isaac, who remained down on his hands and knees. "I saw you playing with him. Maybe you'd like to put a collar on him? I have something else that might help." The girl reached down into her bag, and she pulled out something for Emily to see: a gag. It looked more like a bit too Isaac. There was this black, rubber tube connected to a pair of straps.

"No," he said.

"And just like that, you prove that you need it," Emily said, sharpening her tone. "I was going to be polite. I was going to be nice and tell this very helpful individual that I don't need a gag for you because you can cooperate on your own. But...I guess that isn't true."

Holding out her hand, Emily asked, "Can I have it, please?"

"Absolutely," said the newcomer.

Emily stood again, slipping from her chair. Then she leaned down, and she raised at the bit up by the pair of straps. "Open your mouth,” she said. Again, that stern note of expectation slipped into her voice. Emily wasn't going to tolerate disobedience this time…especially in front of a stranger.

Huffing and puffing, her chastity slave didn't know what to do. He didn't know how to respond. If he had been allowed to see this from some distant point, then he would have understood that he just had to play along and cooperate. The gag obviously wasn't ideal, but it wasn't going to change anything. He could play, these girls could have their fun, and then he would get the opportunity to speak again. Better yet, if he did a really good job and satisfy these girls, that he could ask for a favor, and maybe he’d have a chance with Hannah…

It was almost impossible to cooperate, however.

Only the full ferocity of her stare made him break. Emily’s boy opened his mouth, and she giggled as she shoved the bit into his mouth. The rubber rubbed against the edges of his teeth while the sides pushed against the corners of his mouth. With expert precision, she pulled the straps up to his cheeks, drew them tight around the sides of his head, and brought the clasp together. He could feel her tighten it second by second.

There. He was gagged.

Theoretically, he could have tried to spit it out, but he didn't think he had the right angle or leverage. Whether he liked it or not, he could no longer talk. Maybe he could try to shape certain sounds, and perhaps the people around him would have been able to guess what he intended to say, but that didn't feel like any kind of talent or ability.

Besides, both that girl who had offered up the gag and Emily herself giggled and laughed at him. For a minute to there, they started talking a little bit, but then the girl pulled out a collar. It was bright pink, and she said, "I like to put this one on my boy. I've been training him as a little pet. Unfortunately, I'm allergic to dogs," she said wistfully, only to perk up a second later. "Luckily for me, I have Mattie now!"

Mattie. She probably meant Matthew. If so, it didn't matter because he wasn't entitled to that kind of dignity.

Gagged and helpless on his knees, Isaac could sympathize.

Emily pulled the collar around his neck, and he flinched when he heard the plastic snap into place. Just like that, he was gagged and collared, and she had the same task for him. "You're going to go back over to those girls, and you're going to get one of them to pet you."

If they wouldn’t do it before, how was he going to get them to change their minds now? Isaac couldn’t even ask.

Emily easily guessed what he had in mind, so now the corners of her eyes crinkled as she "seriously" and "solemnly" told him, "You’ll figure it out. I mean, you're a very smart dog, and very smart dogs know how to beg."

Beg.

The word shot through his body, making him flinch all over again. He hated that cold chill the ran through him, but he couldn't stop it. Fresh embarrassment pulsated throughout his body, enveloping him from every angle. As a boy, he yearned to believe he could get used to it. He wanted to become inured to these daily humiliations.

Somehow, he didn't. For some reason, he couldn't. It was like his nerves refused to accept all of this.

"Go," Emily said next.

Beg. Again and again, he thought of that word, and he went over to another girl who had taken up a different table. She had wavy brown hair, big eyes, and she smiled when she saw him. At any other college, a girl would have seen a boy like this, and she would have looked confused. This brunette instantly understood the game.

"Hello there, boy," she said, like she was talking to a dog. "What are you doing over here? Did you wander away from your owner?"

He shook his head.

The girl kept talking, "Oh? You didn't? Does she know you’re here? Are you sure you're not supposed to be on a leash right now?" She started giggling like that was supposed to count as a joke.

Suppressing the urge to let his nostrils twitch with irritation, he did his best.

"Is there something you want? Is there something you want, boy?" Infuriated, he didn't know how to answer. He tried again and again to conceive of what he needed to do. Theoretically, it was supposed to be easy. Beg. The word scratched his psyche. It felt like a splinter there somewhere in the depths of his identity, yet he still couldn't bring himself to do it.

Reluctantly, he made himself nod.

"Do you want a ball to fetch?"

He shook his head.

"Do you want me to scratch your tummy?"

Again, Isaac shook his head from side to side. This was so annoying!

"Maybe you want a petting? Is that it?"

Reluctantly, Isaac made himself nod even if every instinct in his body resisted the urge. At least this girl understood the kind of game he was supposed to be playing. In the next moment, she was supposed to reach out, slide her fingers through his hair, stroke his cheek, and send him on his way. It was going to be demeaning. He knew that. He wasn't going to like it. He knew that too. (Then again, he was probably wrong about that second point; intellectually, he could have hated this, yet that contradiction never went away. As a boy, he wanted to feel this girl's hand on the top of his head or along his cheek. The collar was humiliating, and getting petted would be worse, but some part of him still longed for that taste of attention.)

"Well, if you want a petting, I think you have to earn it," she said, shattering all of his hopes.

Earn it?

Again, that other word popped into his head: beg. He had to plead for this.

With the gag in his mouth, however, he couldn't do it.

Instead, he just made this annoying little whining sound.

The young woman seated in front of him puckered her lips. "That wasn't very cute," she told him. Immediately, despair dropped down his abdomen. But then, she added, "You know, if you're going to be a good little doggie boy, there are ways for you to beg. Come on. You look like a smart dog. I'm sure you can figure it out."

He had to figure it out…

It should have been easy.

He hated to think that he would have been outsmarted by an actual canine.

Dogs begged; they had specific tactics. Still seething, Isaac forced himself to concentrate. He needed to do this. He had to take it seriously. After all, the young women around him weren’t going to tolerate a half-assed response. That was the point. He had to do his very best. Then, and only then, this girl in front of him might consider giving him what he needed.

For Hannah, he decided he had to do it.

If he had been on his own, then maybe Isaac would’ve brave enough to go back to Emily and to snarl at her like a wild beast, making it clear he wasn't going to play any of her games. Of course, if he did that, then any chance he had of getting to ask out Hannah would have completely evaporated. He had to be better than that. He had to be smarter; he had to maintain control of himself.

Why was it so hard?

Immediately, all of those different answers rushed back. He thought of his teachers, the class discussions, and that clear understanding here at Minerva University: boys were overly emotional and impulsive. They weren't smart enough to make their own decisions wisely. Even if this was degrading and humiliating, maybe it showed him that those women were right. Maybe he was starting to see just how silly and pathetic he could be as a boy.

It had to be for her.

The chance to maybe possibly be with her made it worth the embarrassment.

He gulped down that infuriating shame, and he pushed himself up onto his knees before lowering his elbows to his sides, and he lifted up his fists. He tried to make them look like dog paws as he began to whimper. Simultaneously, he concentrated hard, coming up with just the right pitch. He didn't want to sound completely pathetic, but he had to look cute for her.

At first, he didn't glance up at the girl.

She was giggling; she was tittering.

In that next moment, he forced himself to peer up at her. At the same time, he tried to make his eyes bigger. Still gagged, he tried to appear sweet and innocent and pathetic, all at the same time. He tried to be a good little dog for her!

"Yeah, you definitely deserve a petting!" The girl reached out, ran her fingers through his hair, and he still tried to hate it. He did his best to build up some kind of psychological barrier around those sensation…but he liked it. Isaac couldn’t hold back that eager desire.

"You know, you're lucky that your owner doesn't strip you naked for this kind of game," she said. "She just makes you wear a bit and a collar."

He whimpered instinctively.

The girl was laughing. His little noises definitely sounded like they came from a dog!

Isaac quickly turned around, and he crawled again, rushing over to Emily. The blonde shook her head with this pensive look on her face. Still, she was smiling. The joy of having watched him humiliate himself continued to dance across her features, even if she was trying to look serious.

"Not bad," she told him. "Not bad at all. Now, I'm going to study, and I think I want you under the table."

His brows tightened. What?

"To be honest, my feet are kind of cold, so I think you can keep them warm for me." She slipped her feet from her shoes, and she wasn't wearing socks, so he watched as she wiggled her toes.

He grimaced. His body tightened, but then he thought of that girl again. He concentrated on Hannah and how much he wanted to go for more walks with her. He didn't just want to do that. He wanted to do more. He wanted to do so much more!

Like a good boy, he crawled under the table, and she casually slipped her toes underneath the side of his shirt. He was so collared and gagged. He rolled onto his side, and she purred before murmuring something about how this was so comfortable.

Reluctantly, he didn't say anything. He didn't try to argue. Instead, he curled up into a ball, and he did his best to relax.

It wasn't easy.

The Question: Hannah

Seated in class, she should’ve paid attention, but it was easier to tap her pen against the desk as her thoughts slipped away from the professor’s lecture. Normally, it wasn’t this hard, but Hannah struggled to focus. Swirling uncertainties kept spinning around one boy: Isaac. He was her best friend, someone she’d always relied on for so long, and yet…She had sensed the shift. It was their conversation, the way his eyes lingered on her, and the hope that sometimes flitted across his face.

She was fairly certain he had a crush on her, but she wasn’t sure what to do about it. If she confronted it, would it change everything? Was she ready for that?

Her internal debate was interrupted by the ongoing classroom discussion. The professor had opened the floor to a debate about corporal punishment, specifically how it affected boys and their development. A student named Olivia raised her hand.

“I just don’t see how physical discipline could be beneficial,” she argued. “Dr. Eleanor Maddox’s research in ‘Discipline and Development’ shows that children who experience corporal punishment tend to develop higher levels of aggression and lower emotional regulation skills. Isn’t that the opposite of what we want?”

Another student, Claudia, shook her head. “But what about Dr. Pauline Jefferson’s study in ‘Guiding the Young Mind’? She found that in controlled settings, corporal punishment led to improved discipline and better academic performance, especially among boys who struggled with authority. Let’s face it. A good spanking can help them!”

Her classmates were on it today.

Apparently, they were taking the teacher’s dictate about using the citations seriously.

This was supposed to be academic, yet several of the female students started chuckling. Maybe they envisioned a world where boys could get seriously punished for bad behavior. For far too long, the mantra had been, “Boys will be boys.” Neither Hannah nor any of the other students could imagine something more poisonous to the male mind.

Professor Whitmore nodded and leaned forward. “Both perspectives have merit. Dr. Louise Kendrick’s analysis in ‘Historical Methods of Child Rearing’ suggests that corporal punishment has been an integral part of many cultures for centuries. She argues that while it should be used sparingly, it plays a role in teaching young boys respect and responsibility.” Some teachers were okay with generalizations; Whitmore preferred specific citations with almost every argument.

Hannah half-listened as the debate intensified. Another student, Brianna, chimed in, “But Kendrick also acknowledges that those same cultures often had oppressive systems that harmed women and children. Are we really arguing that just because something was done in the past, it’s automatically valid today?”

Another girl crossed her arms. “It’s not about the past; it’s about effectiveness. If boys respond better to firm discipline, then why shouldn’t parents have the right to use corporal punishment within reason? Let’s face it. Boys need discipline. We can’t just let them run around, and sometimes they need something sharp and specific.”

Still half-listening, Hannah considered Isaac and thought of him naked and across her lap. For some reason, her mouth started to water as she imagined the crisp, clean slapping sound as her palm smacked down on his firm ass.

That was inappropriate.

She wasn’t his keyholder, nor was she responsible for his discipline.

Professor Whitmore smiled slightly and looked out at the class. “The question, then, is whether the potential short-term obedience outweighs the long-term psychological impact. We need to be honest. This won’t work under all circumstances.”

Hannah barely registered the debate as it continued, her eyes unfocused as she stared at her notebook. Should she talk to Isaac about how she felt? Or was she just overthinking things? She wanted to be sure before she did anything.

Meanwhile, the discussion kept going, and Hannah knew she should’ve focused, but she still couldn’t tear her concentration away from Isaac.

The professor picked out another student. Surprisingly, it was a boy named Jake. Blushing a little, he pushed aside his doubts and hesitantly spoke up. “I…I think it also depends on how the punishment is delivered. Spanking out of anger is different from spanking as a controlled disciplinary measure. Some experts like Dr. Manuel Perez in ‘Structured Discipline’ believe that boys benefit from clear physical consequences because they respond less to verbal discipline.” There. He’d done it. Not only that, Jake actually remembered to cite his source.

Good for him, thought Hannah with an almost wistful smile.

Olivia rolled her eyes. “That’s an outdated perspective. If we want to raise emotionally intelligent men, we need to find alternatives that don’t rely on fear and pain.”

Another girl snorted, “Fear and pain are the best ways to make sure a boy learns!”

The professor held up her hands. “Excellent arguments on both sides. We must consider whether discipline techniques shape boys into responsible men or damage them psychologically. What is the right balance?”

Hannah sighed, barely hearing the question. Balance—that was exactly what she needed to find, both in this class and in her relationship with Isaac. Knowing this didn’t help. It didn’t give her a real, specific, or concrete answer.

Distractions: Hannah and Joel

The distant rumble of a lawnmower sliced through the early winter's evening air. Hannah knew she was supposed to be studying; she couldn't even use the noise as a distraction, not when it was easy enough to slide her earbuds into place and to lose herself to the music.

Technically, she had a paper to write and two upcoming tests. She didn't want to mess up her grades, but she couldn't think about concentrating here. She thought about heading over to the Student Union. Even that didn't really appeal to her, however. Instead, she wanted something else.

Maybe she wanted someone else.

She puffed out her cheeks. She had already texted him, but she still had to wait. So she sat there in her dorm room, and wondered what she could use to distract herself. For once, even her phone didn't really seem to appeal to her. The bed was neatly made, the pillows plump and inviting. But her eyes were drawn to the small, metallic object sitting on the desk.

It was the key to Joel's chastity device, a constant reminder of the power dynamics that ruled their lives. He was her subservient boy, bound by the cold steel that kept his desires at bay, while she held the power to grant or deny his release. A pleasant thrill ran through her every time she thought about it. Normally, she loved thinking about him and his captivity. It was wild to remember that there was this boy, and he was young and virile, strong and powerful, yet his cock belonged to her. She could tease him or touch him or leave him to languish with his own desperation.

Today, that wasn't good enough.

A soft knock startled her for just a second, but it was him. She called out permission for him to come into her room, and Joel entered, his eyes pleading. He was dressed in the college boy's standard uniform of a T-shirt and jeans, the fabric straining slightly at the crotch. She stepped aside to let him in, her pulse quickening as he closed the door behind them.

"You know what to do," she said, her voice low and firm. He nodded, his eyes downcast. He understood the rules and had (at least in theory) agreed to them willingly. But as he approached her, she found her thoughts wandering to Isaac, the boy with the crooked smile and the gentle touch. She thought of their walk, and it was so romantic and sweet, but that wasn't what she craved right then or there. Hannah's stomach fluttered, a warmth spreading through her that had nothing to do with the power she held over Joel.

"Take off your pants," she instructed, trying to push aside thoughts of Isaac. Joel's hands trembled slightly as he unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. He stepped out of them, the chastity device clearly outlined against his boxers.

"Now the shirt," she continued, her eyes locked on his. He obeyed, revealing the smoothness of his torso, his chest rising and falling with his shallow breaths. Hannah felt a twinge of guilt for the game she was playing, but the thrill was too intoxicating to resist.

Joel kneeled before her, his eyes never leaving hers as he reached for the hem of her skirt. She stepped back, letting it fall to the floor. She stood before him in nothing but her lacy underwear, her legs slightly apart. "Good," she murmured, "Now, I want you to make me come." She shimmied out of her panties, tossing the lacy fabric down onto the floor.

He leaned in, his breath hot against her skin. The sensation sent shivers down her spine, but she couldn't shake the image of Isaac from her mind. His mouth found her, and she closed her eyes, focusing on the feeling of Joel's tongue.

As he worked tirelessly to please her, her thoughts remained scattered. The warmth grew, but it felt forced, the anticipation hollow. She understood how this could happen. He gave her the physical stimulation, but that wasn't enough. She craved more. She thought of that same boy, his mouth between her legs, but that wasn't acceptable because she wasn't his keyholder. Isaac. Again and again, she came back to that one young man. At one point, she started to get frustrated. She needed to focus on Joel and the quick, sweeping movements of his time along her pussy. He knew how to do this. She had trained him. Still, it was somehow insufficient. It wasn't working; it wasn't good enough.

And then she came up with a different solution. It was messy, but she didn't care as the heat grew, pulsating from that spot just below her tummy.

It was only when she thought of the way Isaac's eyes had lingered on her that the pressure began to build. He was just a boy, but he could still have a strong effect on her…

The room was filled with the sound of their muffled breaths and the rustle of fabric as she shifted on the bed. Hannah's legs began to quiver, her grip tightening against the sheets. Joel's efforts grew more fervent, his tongue swirling and flicking as he tried to coax out the pleasure she so desperately needed. She wanted the relief; she craved this, and she was so close!

But then it was Isaac's name that slipped from her lips as she climaxed, a soft gasp that hung in the air, unspoken and unheard. She shivered, his muscles going taut as she savored the pleasure.

Once he finished, Joel looked up at her, his expression a mix of adoration and desperation. Then again, it was always hard to read the boys around campus, especially when they were all confined. There chastity cages changed everything...usually for the best.

She twitched a couple of times as the lingering pleasure continued to dance across her skin.

The moment passed, and she took a deep breath. "Thank you," she said, her voice a whisper. She stepped back, reaching for her skirt. "You can go now."

Joel nodded, his face a mask of obedience. As he pulled his pants back on, she couldn't help but feel a twinge of disappointment. The act had been mechanical, devoid of the passion she craved. But she had the key, and that was all that mattered in this twisted world of control and desire.

As the door clicked shut behind him, she collapsed onto the bed.

The Real Request: Emily and Isaac

"Done," she announced triumphantly.

Isaac snapped from his reverie; he had started to relax. There had been something strangely comforting, almost soothing about having her feet pressed down against his exposed flank. At some point, she had casually used her toes to nudge aside his shirt. It bunched up near his rib cage, exposing his skin. She had brushed her feet along his chest as she used him. He was her pillow and her foot warmer.

Now he heard the sound of her closing laptop as she finally pulled away, slipped her feet back into her shoes, stretched her arms over her head, and let out a low growl of satisfaction. "I'm now pretty sure I know everything there is to know about the suffrage movement," she announced with just a hint of sarcasm.

He didn't move.

"What're you still doing under there?" Emily asked, a hint of boredom in her voice. Finally, she crouched down, reached over, and pulled the gag from his mouth. She opened up the clasp, and it felt so good just to stretch his jaw.

Realizing she expected an answer as she watched him, Isaac needed to answer. "Nothing." Emily’s locked boy quickly scrambled out from underneath her desk. Another couple of girls a few feet away at another desk glanced over at him and started giggling. He realized his shirt was still bunched up, so he grabbed it, pulling it down and smoothing it out. There. He looked presentable again.

"You did a good job," she said with more sincerity than he had expected.

This was it. This was his chance. He needed to talk to her. But then he opened his mouth, and nothing came out, mostly because he didn't know exactly what to say. He hated how he could rehearse the same words over and over again, only for them to scatter at the right instant when he needed them most.

Before he could come up with something, she said, "I want you back in my dorm room with me," she said. "I studied hard, so I deserve a reward."

"I understand," he said.

"You don't," she said. "But you will." She leaned forward, "I had fun playing with you, it was so relaxing having you under my desk. I think that might be part of my new study routine."

He grimaced.

"Don't look so upset," she said. "When you make me feel all warm and fuzzy like this like a good boy, it makes me think I should just retrain you as a dog. Would you like that? You wouldn’t need to take your classes. You wouldn’t need to earn a degree."

His mouth fell open. "You're joking," he said.

"Do I look like I'm joking?"

She didn't.

"Oh, but my new friend let me borrow something." That was when she reached down into her backpack and pulled out the neatly folded leash. It was a bright shade of orange. She grabbed the tip, brought it up to his collar, and attached it in one smooth motion. "There we go. Come along, boy."

His keyholder tugged, and he followed. He didn't get any choice. Instead, he kept his head bowed down, and he hated how this was going. Then again, Emily seemed like she was in a good mood. Somehow, that didn't seem to help him because he was stuck following after her.

"You have a very cute puppy," someone called out.

"Thank you!" Emily said, waving back. Maybe that was one of her friends. Maybe it was just a classmate. Either way, the blonde beamed and savored this. She glanced over her shoulder and winked back at Isaac.

She was in a good mood. She might even offer him a treat or a reward. He considered all of this, and the desperation gathered between his legs. As he followed after her, he had to wonder what he was going to do.

Talk to her, he decided. He had to talk to her. He needed to focus on what his actual goal and taking a concrete step that would bring him closer to Hannah.

Then again, it was hard to think clearly. He had to fight to get his thoughts under control, especially because that other urge still soaked into his body. He could feel it from the tips of his toes, up his legs and into the core of his being. He could feel it from the roots of his hair down to his chest and straight to the center of his body. He wanted it so badly. The denial grated on him. Just like every other guy on campus, he was kept in that constant state of desire.

He understood what it did, of course. Isaac recognized why the women had locked him and all of the other boys up. It wasn't even just a question of the shock features. Instead, knowing that his pleasure could only take place if he pleased this girl changed everything.

Only a few minutes later, they made it back to her dorm room. She shut the door behind her, and then she looked right at him. With an evanescent grin, she said, "Strip."

"Can we talk first?"

"Do I need to get the gag?"

She was still holding onto his leash. She had wrapped it around her wrist, and now she sat there on the edge of her bed, her legs crossed. She looked so powerful and so utterly overwhelming. Simultaneously, he hated how he still responded to her. He wanted someone else; he needed another girl. Even if he thought of Hannah and how good it had been to walk around with her, these other instincts threatened to eclipse his real feelings.

"No," he said quickly as he pulled off his shirt, kicked away his shoes, peeled off his socks, and went for his jeans next. He stripped, removing one layer after another as she watched. Within moments, he was pretty much naked once again. Theoretically, he could have been grateful for the chastity cage and the fact that it preserves some tiny hint of his modesty, but that wasn't good enough.

"I feel like playing with you," she said, lifting up her phone. "But I think I need to put you in the proper frame of mind. You look distracted. Are you distracted right now?"

"I was just hoping we could talk…"

"No," she said. "You're a boy, and I’m not really interested in anything you have to say. I mean, you have a mouth, but it isn't really there for talking. You know what I mean?"

Before he had the chance to speak again, she hit the screen in her hand. She tapped the icon, and there was that quick jolt of electricity. It snapped through him, making his muscles clench and flex.

"That wasn't good enough," she said, apparently feeling sadistic. "I mean, I had to go through all of that studying, and it was pretty unpleasant. I think you should get a little taste of that, don't you?"

In the next second, he wanted to roar out something about how electrical shocks and studying just weren't the same! Stifling those protests, he instead concentrated on that girl in front of him. "Are you ready for another one?"

Again, he needed to answer. Before he could come up something good, she increased the voltage, delivered the shock, and watched as he winced before stumbling back. At the same time, she covered on his leash, drawing him closer. He stumbled toward her again. Then she reached out, put her hand on his shoulder, and nudged him to his knees.

"Very good," she said. "I like you in that position. You look good naked and kneeling before me."

When he glanced up, Isaac saw the way her hair fell around her shoulders. He saw the red of her lipstick, the bright hue of her eyes, and the way she grinned at him. As a boy at this college, he had learned to focus on the women around him. He needed to understand their emotions; most of all, he had to predict what they wanted.

Out in the wider world, lots of men made the mistake of thinking that subservience meant simple obedience. That wasn't true. Instead, genuine subjugation required anticipation. The boys couldn't stop thinking. Instead, they needed to concentrate even harder. They had to be aware of what their owners, keyholders, classmates and teachers wanted or expected.

"I was thinking about just having you go down on me," she said. "I think I want something a little bit different right now. I think I want something special. Get on my bed. Get on your back. I'm going to tie you down. I'm going to tie you down and ride your face."

She wasn't supposed to treat him like this. If nothing else, he thought of Emily as the bored girl who never paid much attention to him. Other boys had to deal with the constant degradation inflicted by their keyholders. "Are you sure?" Isaac asked idiotically. Even as the words left his mouth, he knew that was a waste of breath, especially because this girl yanked on his leash, drawing him closer and closer. Then she turned around, and she shoved him down onto the bed. His shoulder blades hit the soft padding and coverlet. Then she grabbed his wrists and drew them toward the corners of the mattress. From there, she opened the drawer on her nightstand, and she pulled out a pair of handcuffs. She encircled his right wrist before locking the restraint onto the bedpost. There. That felt good for her. She did the same thing with his left limb. Moment by moment, he endured this next step toward imprisonment. She wasn't satisfied, however. She took out another pair of restraints, headed for his feet, pushed them into position, and locked them down as well.

"All done," she said with that note of victory in her voice. "How does that feel?"

Because she had asked, he answered sincerely, "Frustrating."

Again, that was a mistake. She was his keyholder; she didn't expect honesty from this boy. Rather, she needed him to tell her exactly what she wished to hear. As a male, that was his role at this school. It wasn’t like any of the teachers or his classmates would ever be interested in his actual opinion. They would tell him what to think. And if they didn't, he had to figure it out for himself.

"Maybe this will help," she said, surprising him as she stroked his cheek, his neck, and then she moved her hand down along his chest. "Your heart is pounding pretty fast. Do I make you nervous?"

"Yes," he said.

"Now you’re telling me the truth," she said with a little purr of delight.

"Look, I really want to talk to you," he said.

"Or…" That was when she started to strip. She didn't need to get completely naked. She didn't need to remove every garment, but she did it anyway, peeling off every layer until there was just her bare skin.

And she looked incredible!

Instantly, he did his best to fight his worst instincts. He needed to close his eyes and to show her that he could control himself. Ridiculously, he tried to pull his arms up over his chest, like he would hide himself from her. As he did so, he felt the restraints around his wrists. Reflexively, he tried to kick out as well, but that didn't work either.

"I like it when you squirm," she said. "I love seeing you all tied down just like this."

She had chained him to her bed, and he remained trapped. Fresh frustration raced through him, but there was nothing he could do, and he knew it. He was at her mercy; she could play with him. She could tease him. She could toy with him however she liked, and he didn't know how to stop her.

Worse, he wasn't sure if he wanted to stop her.

She was blonde, pretty, she had the sharp features, those big breasts, that amazing ass, and now she was naked in front of him.

Back in high school, seeing a girl would've triggered his animal instinct. He was supposed to be hungry and insatiable. Instead, he saw a naked woman in front of him, and he could sense the strength and authority radiating off of her. She could be naked because she was in charge. When he was naked, he felt helpless. It only got worse as the arousal flared between his legs and his shaft struggled against the confines of his chastity cage. The steel kept him locked and trapped. It kept him from even enjoying the simple pleasure anticipation of an orgasm.

"Struggle for me," she commanded next, pulling away and kneeling. She had her arms over her chest, but she didn't even bother trying to cover her nipples.

He stared.

He couldn't help it.

There was something so alluring about the color of her hair, the shape of her face, and every other detail of this girl placed above him.

He didn't want to participate. He didn't want to cooperate.

Again and again, Isaac searched for the ability to resist this young woman, but he couldn't find it! It didn't help that she was patient, like she understood he was going to break no matter what he did. She was going to win each time since she was a girl, he was a boy, and that gave her every advantage. Right then and there, he couldn't even blame the school. Instead, there was something primal and fundamental, as though this was how everything was supposed to work.

Emily was a member of the superior sex.

Instead of talking to her like a rational individual, he arched his back, shoved his shoulders down, dug his elbows into the mattress, and jerked against the cuffs. The rounded edges of those bands pushed against his wrists. He could feel it, and he didn't care if he earned a couple of bruises as he jerked from side to side. He had to break free. All at once, he stopped thinking. He didn't allow pesky thoughts to get in his way, as he bucked and thrashed, throwing himself from side to side, all while that cute blonde watched him. The bed shook beneath him.

He was growling, grunting, and snarling like an animal. He kept fighting with everything he had, all because he thought he could break free.

He couldn't.

"Keep going," she said. "This is fun!" She grinned, and her eyes were bright with that entertainment as he kept at it.

On some level, he needed to believe he actually had a chance, like he’d be able to slip one hand free from his bonds. Maybe he hoped he would break one of the bedposts or something! If so, the bitter disappointment had to well up at the back of his throat, all because he couldn't do it.

Seconds turned to minutes, but he kept going, fighting as hard as he could, until…

His strength gave out.

The last of his reserves were tapped, and he dropped back down, huffing and puffing from one gasped inhalation to the next.

"Are you done? Was that the best you had? That's cute," Emily said. Then she slid forward, and she straddled his face, her knees, pushing down against the mattress near his head. She positioned her pussy against his mouth, and she commanded, "Lick." Emily didn't even need to push any kind of real strength into her voice. Rather, that casual command hit the air, and he raised his head, and he started to lick her. Even as he was breathing in hard and fast through his nostrils, his tongue darted along her pussy. He served her, worshiping her, licking with quick, desperate little movements.

"It feels incredible," she told him as she closed her eyes, raised her chin, and let the sensations wash over her. "There is something so amazing about his watching a boy struggle and fail right before you ride his face."

Isaac didn't answer; he couldn't.

As she had pointed out before, his mouth had another purpose; it wasn't talking.

Savoring her authority, Emily rode him, sliding forward, then back. Her body tensed as he continued to serve her, giving her everything she could have wanted. Of course, Emily was a gorgeous girl, so there were lots of guys who had hit on her at one point or another. Ultimately, however, they had all been disappointing in one way or another. For the most part, those young men always seemed so selfish. They told her what they wanted; they promised what they could do to her (for their pleasure). But right then and there, with this bound boy locked underneath her, she could have whatever she wanted.

Still, she understood how to toy with him. Not only that, she might reciprocate just a little bit…

Following her own impulses, Emily reached back, and she traced her fingers along his inner thighs. Her nails scraped across his skin. He shivered, yet the frantic rhythm of his tongue against her pussy didn't stop or even slow. Then she brushed her fingers along his balls. She squeezed on his chastity cage, not that he could feel that. Moment by moment, she traced random patterns between his legs, along his scrotum, then up toward his cage. She played with him, listening as he whimpered and moaned.

"Look at that," she said. "You’re begging again."

He winced; he grimaced. Isaac hated how she was right about this. Back at the Student Union, he had begged for a girl to pet him. He’d ultimately succeeded. And now, his owner was petting him, but Emily enjoyed those taunting caresses as well. She loved the way he squirmed and wiggled underneath her. He was fighting so hard. He hated this, yet there was nothing he could do to stop it!

The taste of her excitement raced across his tongue. It subsumed every other sensation, at least until she started stroking his balls. She played with him, and he kept licking with those frantic, desperate little movements gliding along the walls of her opening and all the way to her clit as he served her. He gave her everything she wanted. She claimed him. She took him, and there was no way for this boy to fight back!

"Keep going," she commanded. "Faster. Faster, boy!" A term like "slave" might been considered rude, but "boy" sounded so good to her. She loved the way he continued to lick, worshiping her. He gave her everything he had. He surrendered completely and utterly.

At least, that was what she thought.

Deep down, he knew he had to do this, yet there was that other possibility. If he pleased her, he could talk to her. After her orgasm, maybe he could get her to give him permission. Maybe she would share his key. He didn't know exactly how the arrangement worked, but there were so many different options...

As young women, they could work it out.

Then again, she could have just gotten jealous instead. Despite the heat rampaging across his skin, there was that cold shard of ice at the pit of his abdomen, all because he understood exactly what kind of authority Emily wielded.

He envisioned the scenario where he pleaded with her, begging for the chance to date Hannah. Emily was just his keyholder, after all. Even if she decided to use him like this, he had no illusions about her feelings for him. He was a toy. Maybe he was a pet. At times, he could even be a beloved servant, especially when she was feeling particularly generous or playful. But overall, it wasn't like she wanted to date him; she didn't care about him, not beyond the realms of her responsibility as his keyholder.

He had to hold onto those points. He needs to focus hard, to concentrate on this and nothing else.

At the same time, he continued to lick, gliding his tongue up and down, left and right, and in tight little patterns. Most of all, he focused on the sounds she made. At one point, he slowed down. She stopped moaning. He sped up, and the ecstasy seemed to shoot from her lips. She was panting, crying out, and savoring every gliding movement of his tongue. He had been reduced to the status of a living vibrator.

He didn't care.

If he did a good job, then he could talk to her.

That was his plan. It had to be his plan.

Only then she had something else in mind.

She grabbed the key from her nightstand. She pulled away, and she was still gasping as she looked right down into his eyes. "I'm going to let you out," she said. "Then there's going to be a really big question. What are we going to do with you once I do?"

Isaac could barely keep up. For Emily, it was easy. After all, she was in control, and she could follow her instincts and impulses wherever they led. For this boy, however, it was nearly impossible to follow.

She didn't answer her question, not right away. Instead, she unlocked his cage, and the pieces came off one by one as she removed them. Then there was that flash of excitement. Before that taste of freedom, the denial and desire had rushed hot beneath the surface of his skin as a constant reminder. Whether he was trying to study, listen to a teacher, answer a question, clean this girl's room, or perform any other task, it had always been there.

Now it got so much worse!

He arched his back again without thinking. She grinned. "Oh, does that change how you feel? Do you like getting all excited like this?" She reached down, gliding her fingers along his cock. This was his most sensitive body part, and it was finally free!

"I think I want another orgasm," she said. "Don't worry. If I feel like it, I'm going to touch you."

...If she felt like it.

He understood that he was being manipulated; he knew that she was just toying with him. She could have squeezed his shaft, making him climaxed almost instantly.

Instead, she was having fun with him. She rode his face again as he worshiped her. His tongue played along her crevice; he went in deep. He pulled back. He used those tight little spirals, those eager circles, and those quick lines up and down or left and right. He worshiped her, focusing. Again and again, he did his best, guessing what she wanted from the sounds she made.

He knew he was getting used. He knew he was getting owned.

Back in high school, Isaac had sincerely believed he could be in control of his own life. Now he knew the truth. He was a boy, and he was eager to serve. He had no choice. As a member of the inferior sex, he’d do whatever the women around him commanded. It all seemed so inevitable and inescapable. More than that, it felt right and natural and true. Maybe they had re-sculpted his instincts. Maybe this was a different kind of training altogether. It didn't matter. He just needed to make her happy!

He served her with everything he had right until that moment when he thought of Hannah, her smile, the sound of her voice, the way the light played along her hair, and how she had teased him. He thought of asking her out, hearing her say yes, and…

He kept licking. He didn't slow down. He was serving Emily with everything he had, as was expected. Simultaneously, however, he was thinking about that other girl and concentrating on his one goal. He had to succeed. He could fail. He couldn't allow himself to fail!

"This is incredible," she told him. "This is perfect! I love having you right here, just like this. Every boy should know how to do this! Every boy should get the chance to serve the way you’re serving me right now! Where do you belong? That's right, you belong on your back! You belong beneath a girl like me!" As she called out her declarations and promises, Isaac got the distinct impression that she didn't even care whether or not he understood what was happening. She didn't need him to listen, so long as he kept licking. He gave this girl exactly what she wanted, and she reached back, her fingers sliding along his balls, down between his legs, making him quiver, making him shake, and making him so incredibly desperate.

Her body tensed, and he could feel that exact moment when she climaxed. The explosion of pleasure must've been so incredible for her. It must've been everything she wanted! Emily howled out and screamed as the bliss searched through her body in that incredible tsunami.

Jealousy wracked her chastity slave, but there was nothing they could do about it.

Then she pulled away, and she was looking right down at him. Her eyes glistened, and her face was flushed.

He kept his eyes closed as he had serviced her, but now he couldn't help but look back up at her.

"You did very well," she said. "Now I think you deserve a little treat."

He closed his eyes again, if only because he needed to decide exactly what he was going to do. He had to hope; he had to strategize. At the same time, there was that roaring temptation at the back of his mind. With every moment and between each heartbeat, he knew what he craved. He knew just how badly he wanted it, and how he could take that moment to ask for it.

Maybe, just maybe, she would give it to him…

That possibility seemed to flare through his body.

Technically, there was no reason why she had to do this. She didn't need to reciprocate. And yet, there were so many different possibilities for her.

Emily seemed to come to the exact same conclusion because she grinned, brushed her fingers down his chest, and stroked him. By now, she had freed his manhood, and he was hard, and it felt so good!

Restrained against her bed, this boy couldn't move, not really. Even so, he felt breathless. His heart kept kicking, and the wild desires pulsated all along his frame. He didn't understand how this could happen or how she could provoke this kind of reaction.

"Are you hoping I'm going to be generous with you?" Emily wanted to know.

"Yes," he gasped back at her.

"That's an interesting idea. And why do you think I would be generous with you?" Of course, she was still teasing him. She was playing with him. For a moment, he almost preferred her other persona, the one where she just looked at him like he really was nothing but a servant. As a boy, it was his responsibility to do as she said, to clean, to fetch her coffee, and to handle all those annoying little tasks that were beneath a girl like her.

"I, I'm hoping that maybe I did a good job serving you," he said. He couldn't try to lie to her. He couldn't try to manipulate her either. Instead, he was just honest. He was honest and helpful.

She surprised him, "Yes. You did. You did a very good job," she said, still straddling him. Her knees were pushed up against the sides of his chest, making it easy for her to run her fingers down along his torso. "You made me come so hard, which means…I'm thinking that maybe there's something you want right now?"

Isaac didn't answer.

The words were right there, straining at the back of his throat. He needed to call out his eager plea, except he didn't know how to do it, especially because she still had her other hand between his legs, and she casually fondled his balls before running the pad of her thumb along the base of his shaft. Fresh sensations shot across his skin, burrowing down into the center of his being.

He wanted this; he wanted this so badly! He needed her!

And if he looked up into her eyes and told her that he could be a good boy, maybe she would ride him right there.

She was blonde, petite, beautifully sculpted, and perfect in every way. She was definitely the kind of girl who could have been an actress, a model, or an influencer. Normally, he respected the hustle those people had to put into creating their content. But for a girl like Emily, it would have been so easy. Simply turning on her camera and smiling or waving would have been enough to bring in hundreds or thousands of followers. And if she really tried, he was sure she could have been the kind of girl who ensnared entire subcultures.

That temptation boomed through his body; he could feel it along every inch of his skin, every muscle, every cell and neuron. He ached for this so badly; he wanted her.

Only then, he bit down. His lips shaped a word, but it wasn't what that girl expected.

"Is there something you’d like to request?" Emily asked, her lips tight as she asked her very simple question.

"Hannah," he said again. Forcing his eyes open, he stared up at this girl. "Please. Please, I know you’re my keyholder and you're in charge and make every important decision for me because you're a woman, and you’re smarter than me, and you get to decide. I, I understand all of this," he said, letting the words flow from his mouth. "But I need to ask for the chance to go out with her. Please. Please, would you let me?"

"That's what you want?"

"Yes!"

For one or two or three full seconds, Emily didn't respond. Still, gasping for breath, those short moments still felt like torturous eternity to the bound boy. Isaac waited. He waited and hoped, unsure of what this girl would decide. After all, it was her prerogative, and she could make whichever decision she liked best.

A wicked little smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. "Are you sure?"

"Yes," Isaac started to say, only that single word fractured along his lips as she casually reached down and stroked his balls again. She massaged that spot beneath his scrotum, and his eyes widened. She drew her hand higher, gently fondling the base of his shaft.

"Are you sure you don't like this more? Are you sure you don't want me to keep touching you? Because I can. I can just touch you, Isaac. I can touch you just like this."

His nostrils flared, his lips pulled back, and he slammed his head against the soft mattress beneath him. Almost every part of him desperately needed to jerk his hips up so he could run his shaft against her softly smooth palm. Then she could squeeze him, and there would be that rush of completion! He’d experience it with every nerve in his body, so the long hours and days and weeks of denial could culminate in this.

Even if almost every part of his body needed that completion, he thought of something else. He thought of that girl, her name, her smile, the way she teased him, and just how badly he wanted her.

Hannah.

He had to think about Hannah. He couldn't allow himself to consider anything else. Through that foggy haze of electric need, her name glowed like a beacon.

"Please! Please, I'm just asking for the chance to go out with her!"

"Have you asked her out yet?"

"No," he admitted, swinging his head from side to side.

"Do you know how she feels about you?"

He didn't.

"I don't," he said. "But please! Please, I want to try, and I know I'm going to need your permission. Please. Please, I can't have a relationship with Hannah unless you say it's okay!"

"If that's what you really want?"

"That's what I really want," he said, his eyes clenched shut as he struggled so hard to block out all of the sensations because his keyholder didn’t stop. She kept stroking and squeezing him.

Emily didn't stop; she kept touching him, and just one more grip, her fingers tight around his shaft, and he would’ve lost control. No matter how hard he attempted to resist, he would fail totally.

Only then, she drew her hands back, and she gazed down at him.

Finally, he got his eyes open. He found her peering down at her captive male. "I think that's really sweet, so this is what I'm going to do. Isaac, I'm going to think about it."

She was going to think about it?

That wasn't good enough. He needed something better!

She grinned, leaned down, and stared right into his eyes, "Say thank you."

Because he had been trained in because he couldn't allow himself to mess this up at the last second, he gazed up at that girl who effectively owned him, "Thank you," he said.

Judge Poised to Issue Injunction Against Minerva University

By Katherine Ellis, Correspond for The Sentinel Tribune

In what could be a landmark decision, Judge Raymond Calloway appears ready to take the extraordinary step of issuing an injunction against Minerva University, the controversial women-led institution founded by billionaire hedge fund manager Rebecca Connor. If the court rules in favor of the plaintiffs, the university could be forced to cease operations immediately, sending shockwaves through the academic and political spheres alike.

The lawsuit, spearheaded by Harold Timber and a coalition of traditionalist advocacy groups, claims that Minerva University is discriminatory and unethical in its treatment of male students. The plaintiffs argue that the institution's policies, which relegate men to second-class status on campus, violate basic principles of equality and fairness.

“This is a huge moment,” Timber said in a statement to reporters outside the courthouse. “For too long, we've watched as Minerva University has indoctrinated young women with radical ideas while systematically degrading and controlling young men. This lawsuit is about restoring balance. If this injunction is granted, it will be the first step toward ending this absurd social experiment.”

Connor, who has poured billions into the university’s creation and legal defense, has remained defiant. Her team has countered the lawsuit, arguing that Minerva University, as a private institution, has every right to design its educational model as it sees fit. Her lawyers maintain that the university’s structure is not only legal but necessary to correct historical inequities.

Currently, legal experts suggest the university’s accreditation could be a liability. While Minerva University is not subject to federal oversight, its accreditation does open the door to legal challenges. Judge Calloway’s looming decision could set a precedent for future cases regarding gendered education policies.

The online response has been nothing short of explosive. On social media, the hashtags #ShutDownMinerva and #SaveMinerva have been trending simultaneously as both men’s rights activists and feminist organizations clash over the case. “This is about basic human rights,” tweeted one prominent activist against the school. “Minerva’s entire philosophy is built on exclusion and control. It should never have been allowed to exist in the first place.”

Meanwhile, Minerva’s students remain determined, even as the court case threatens to dismantle their school. “This place is about empowerment,” said sophomore Leah Jennings. “We’re being given the tools to lead, to reshape the world. No judge, no lawsuit, no group of angry men is going to take that away from us.” She also added, “Seriously, do you want the government telling us how we can educate out young people?”

Another student, Claire Atkinson, echoed those sentiments but acknowledged the uncertainty. “It’s terrifying,” she admitted. “We don’t know if we’ll even have a school next week. But if they shut us down, we’ll find another way. We’re not going to stop.”

Despite their determination, legal analysts suggest that if the injunction is granted, the school’s closure may be inevitable. Without a favorable ruling on appeal, students like Jennings and Atkinson may not have a choice in the matter. Of course, it is difficult to make any certain predictions considering the political and financial influence a woman like Rebecca Connor can bring to any argument.

With a decision expected in the coming days, all eyes remain on the courtroom as Minerva University becomes the latest battleground in an intensifying culture war. Whether the school survives or not, one thing is clear—this case has sparked a national debate that won’t be fading anytime soon.

Waiting Pain: Isaac

He had made his choice.

Isaac could have taken that easy burst of pleasure. But if he had, he already knew what Emily would have told him. Then she would've smiled and said, "No." Perhaps she would have pretended to consider his request.

Only this was so much worse. He hadn't anticipated this kind of torture. After he had made his request, Emily announced her decision to wait, so now he had no idea what was going to happen. She had left him there on her bed, still restrained and helpless. Minute by minute, he had forced himself to relax. Eventually, his shaft softened. Somehow, that felt like an achievement all on its own, and he had to redouble his efforts to remain relaxed as Emily climbed back up onto the bed and forced him into his chastity cage again.

Once she locked him up, she sent him on his way. That was it.

He hadn’t gotten to come, nor had she promised that he could date Hannah.

In spite of his best efforts, Isaac now had to…wait.

It felt like there was a nuclear reactor pounding at the center of his body now. The desires and arousal had been bad before, but he sometimes seriously wondered whether or not a human cock would be strong enough to tear through the steel of a chastity cage. Obviously, this was a ridiculous idea, and it was never going to work.

But…

And now, like a good boy, he had to go through his normal routine.

Isaac shuffled through the corridors of Minerva University, his backpack slung over one shoulder, his mind only half-engaged in his surroundings at any given point. The hallways bustled with students—mostly young women moving confidently between classes, while the handful of male students, himself included, kept their heads down and their voices low. He was supposed to be heading to his economics lecture, but his thoughts kept drifting back to Hannah, and more specifically, to Emily. Those two girls occupied the solar system of his mind; every thought or idea got caught in their gravity.

Could he ask Hannah out? Would Emily even allow it? He had no way of knowing...not yet. Waiting felt like burning. For now, all he could do was wait and hope that when he finally brought it up, she wouldn’t reject him outright.

He slid into his usual seat in the back of the classroom. Professor Lawson, a woman in her mid-forties with sharp eyes and a no-nonsense tone, was already setting up her slides. Today’s topic was labor markets, but as much as Isaac tried to focus, the words felt distant. The only thing that played through his mind was the uncertainty of what Emily might say. Would she consider it inappropriate? Would she see his request as some kind of insubordination? The thought alone made his stomach twist.

After class, Isaac went straight to Emily’s dorm, where his duties awaited. Her room was pristine as always (because he kept it clean), though she seemed to take pleasure in making him tidy it anyway. He carefully folded her clothes, dusted the shelves, and made sure her coffee machine was stocked with fresh pods. His hands moved mechanically, but his mind raced.

Hannah had been his best friend for so long. If this had been any other place, any other time, he would have simply asked her out with just a little bit of hesitation, but this was a very specific kind of college, and he still wore that miniature prison between his legs. Minerva University wasn’t like any other place. Here, every male student was assigned a keyholder, and Emily held control over so many aspects of his life—including his social interactions. It would be a mistake to defy her authority. He understood all of the simple points. As hard he tried, he couldn't escape any of them.

For several days, this uncertainty gnawed at him. He moved through his classes, took notes, performed his duties for Emily, all while waiting for the right moment to ask again. At night, he lay in his dorm staring at the ceiling, replaying different scenarios in his head. If she said no, what would he do? Would Hannah be disappointed? Or had she never thought of him that way at all?

The waiting ate through his patience, but there was nothing else he could do. He would just have to hold on and hope that Emily’s decision, whatever it was, wouldn’t upend everything he held dear.

New Judge Announced

By Katherine Ellis, Correspond for The Sentinel Tribune

In a surprising turn of events, the judge overseeing the lawsuit against Minerva University has announced that he is recusing himself from the case. His departure has ignited a firestorm of debate, as a new female judge is expected to take his place. Traditionalist leader Harold Timber reacted with outrage, calling the decision a "shameless maneuver to protect an unethical institution."

"This is nothing short of judicial interference," Timber fumed during a press conference. "We were on the verge of justice being served, and now, at the eleventh hour, they bring in a judge who will be far more sympathetic to Minerva’s radical agenda."

Legal experts are divided on what the recusal means for the case. Some argue that the previous judge was under immense pressure from both sides and that his withdrawal was a necessary step to ensure impartiality. Others believe that a new judge—especially one who may be more sympathetic to Minerva’s mission—could shift the tide in favor of the university.

“This drastically increases Minerva’s chances of survival,” said legal analyst Daniel Whitmore. “A fresh judge will bring a new perspective, and given the school’s private status and accreditation, it will be difficult to prove they are acting unlawfully.”

Meanwhile, Minerva University supporters are expressing cautious optimism.

“We won’t back down,” said sophomore Emma Lane. “We have the right to an education, and no lawsuit or judge should take that away from us.”

However, the legal battle is far from over, and many believe this latest development will only escalate tensions in the ongoing culture war surrounding Minerva University. All eyes will now turn to the new judge’s courtroom, where the future of the controversial institution will be decided.

Boy Patience: Isaac

Hour by hour and day by day, Isaac did his best to be patient. It was supposed to be easy. It was supposed to be simple. He just had to wait. Besides, he still had plenty of other distractions to occupy his attention: chores, activities around campus, his classes and his homework. All of this should have completely sucked up his focus.

Those other parts of his life couldn't outshine either of those girls. He kept thinking about Emily. Each morning, he came to her dorm room, and he knocked, and she opened the door. Sometimes, he expected to see her without her makeup or one of those sleek, sexy skirts. Sometimes, he thought he would catch her in her pajamas. Instead, she was always so refined and gorgeous whenever he saw her.

Although she could still amplify his desires, he couldn't stop thinking about the girl he really wanted.

Emily knew how to look gorgeous; she knew how to be ridiculously hot, and maybe his eyes would drift toward her, but that wasn't enough to really make him think of her as anything other than his keyholder.

Whenever he hung out with Hannah, however, he kept thinking about the other guys on campus. He kept thinking about how one of them would obviously see Hannah, decide that he really liked her, and would go for it.

Isaac had not been brave enough, not yet. Then again, he still needed Emily's permission!

Again and again, he bounced back between those different ideas. He couldn't have one girl without the permission of the other. And even then, if Emily permitted this, he understood that his relationship with Hannah would have to be different. It would change, which was what he wanted, and yet…

Then there were those nights when he closed his eyes, and he thought about those girls. His thoughts always started with Emily. He thought of her blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and that wicked smile. He thought of getting back down onto his knees and pleading with her again.

In his fantasies, he would have been able to drop down before her, gaze up, and declare, "Please, I'm willing to do whatever it takes. Please, I want to be with her. Please, let me be with her! She is so smart. She knows how things work. It's not like she would allow me to develop any bad habits…"

That was something a lot of their professors liked to talk about. Some of the teachers would go on and on about men and their worst tendencies: selfishness and narcissism, cruelty and incompetence, laziness and impulsiveness. When Isaac had first arrived at the school, he had sat up straight the first time one of those teachers went on her tangent to talk about masculine inferiority and corruption. Muscles tightening, he had only been seated in a college classroom, yet that fight or flight reaction kicked in, and he had desperately raised his arm into the air. Of course, the teacher had ignored him. She didn't need to acknowledge this boy. Besides, there were lots of girls in the room who wanted to talk.

The discussion proceeded, and he didn't get to contribute. None of the boys did.

At the same time, he had watched as the young women around him absorbed these new ideas. Maybe they had seemed nervous and uncertain at first, like they weren't sure this was something they "were supposed to say". Then, little by little, they started talking about their experiences with the inferior sex. They talked about the boys they knew (boyfriends, fathers, husbands, brothers and friends) and their different deficiencies.

By the end of that lecture, Isaac has been uncertain of his own beliefs. If all of those girls have made it clear that the men around them really were so inferior, then maybe they were right? At first, he had shaken his head, determined to defy those expectations. After all, Isaac wasn't great at academics or whatever, but he could've still sense the weight of social expectations. He knew that a group of people could make almost any idea sound reasonable and rational. The popularity itself seemed to carry its own momentum. Sometimes, it could become so powerful that it became almost impossible for any individual to stand up to it.

But he wasn't thinking about that at night when he touched himself.

Although he knew at the very core of his being and along every cell within his body that this wasn't going to make a difference, he still couldn't resist. Maybe that said something about him and his gender. When his fingers slid down between his legs and along his scrotum, he knew what he was doing to himself; he still couldn't stop it. The urges sharpened, growing more and more powerful!

At some point, he finally forced his arms away, and he grabbed onto the sheets. He punched the fabric underneath his nails, and he glared up into the dark.

At that moment, he desperately wanted to be on his knees in front of her: Hannah. He wanted to nuzzle her feet, to slide his lips along her shin to her knees. He wanted to slide his head between her legs, and he wasn't even thinking about his pleasure or satisfaction. After the weeks and months of the semester, he was learning.

Sex wasn't about his satisfaction; it wasn't about anything he could enjoy without her approval. In fact, he imagined himself collared again, naked and ready to pleasure her. He wanted to touch her. He yearned for the chance to satisfy her. Before he had arrived at Minerva University, he had been like so many other men. That fundamental selfishness had soaked into him. He didn't know if it had been biological or socially ingrained. Either way, his teachers and classmates had taken all of that away from him.

He was going to be good; he was going to be obedient. He was going to do whatever he could to please these women.

In the collar, he missed knowing that he could get down on his knees in front of that girl who had been his friend. Most of all, he wanted to see her and to know that he could be that special boy who was entrusted with the privilege of pleasuring her. The ideas swirled around inside of his head. At this point, he stopped fighting them.

Those physical urges remained, thrumming, throbbing, hot and impossible to ignore. They seemed to suffuse his very being, yet he still knew how to behave and how to set the best priorities.

This was subjugation. This was something primal and irresistible.

He didn't need to explain it to anyone else.

Like the other boys on campus, he couldn't help himself! Right then and there, he didn't want to fight this. Instead, it became a part of him. He understood where he belonged. He knew what he needed to do.

Finally, something inside of them broke, and he stopped trying to sleep.

Instead, he waited. Alone in the dark, he waited for the right moment. Eventually, the sun started to rise, and Isaac knew what he had to do.

Judge Rules in Favor of Minverva University, Opening Door for Gender-Specific Education Policies

By Katherine Ellis, Correspond for The Sentinel Tribune

In a historic and controversial decision, a U.S. District Judge ruled in favor of Minerva University on Friday, affirming the private institution’s right to encourage female leadership and supremacy within its curriculum. The decision not only solidifies Minerva’s standing as a pioneer in gendered education but also sets a shocking precedent for public schools across the nation.

According to many scholars, nothing in education will ever be the same again.

The lawsuit, filed by a coalition of traditionalist organizations, sought to shut down Minerva University, claiming that its policies—such as requiring male students to adhere to stricter behavioral regulations and granting female students leadership privileges—constituted illegal discrimination. However, the judge ruled that, as a private university, Minerva has the right to implement educational models that emphasize female leadership, so long as they do not violate accreditation standards.

After recent cuts to the local accreditation body, The Future is Female Political Action Committees is currently providing funding.

The most surprising aspect of the judge’s decision came in her broader interpretation of the legal framework surrounding gendered education. In an unexpected move, the judge asserted that public schools also have the right to implement similar female-focused leadership curricula, provided that such programs are presented as “enhanced learning opportunities” rather than explicit discrimination against male students.

“Public institutions are granted significant leeway in developing programs that cater to the specific needs of their student body,” wrote the judge in her ruling. “If state educators determine that young women would benefit from specialized leadership tracks, there is no inherent constitutional barrier preventing them from offering such programs.”

Legal experts and education analysts were quick to point out that this ruling could pave the way for a new era in public education. Several governors, particularly those in affluent states, have already hinted at incorporating elements of Minerva’s curriculum into their own public-school systems, arguing that a structured, female-centric approach could foster the next generation of women leaders.

Unsurprisingly, the ruling has sparked outrage among many lawmakers, men’s rights activists, and traditionalist organizations, who see it as a judicial overreach that enshrines gender inequality into the educational system. James Calloway, a spokesperson for the National Family Values Association, decried the decision as a “direct assault on fairness.”

“This ruling tells young men that they are second-class citizens in their own schools,” Calloway stated. “We are now entering an era where boys will be systematically placed in a position of subordination, all under the guise of ‘educational equity.’”

Legal challenges are already in the works. Multiple appeals have been filed in federal courts, and some organizations have vowed to take the case to the Supreme Court. However, legal scholars note that with Minerva’s repeated victories and its status as a private institution, any attempt to overturn the decision faces an uphill battle.

“It doesn’t matter if people think this is unfair,” said Dr. Dianna Fisher, a legal analyst at Georgetown University. “The judge has spoken, and as it stands, Minerva University is well within its rights. If public schools choose to follow suit, those policies will likely need to be litigated individually.”

While the legal fight continues, whispers of corruption and undue influence have begun circulating in political and academic circles. Repeated accusations of bribery on the Supreme Court have resurfaced, with some alleging that billionaire Rebecca Connor, Minerva University’s founder and chief benefactor, has secured judicial backing for her vision of education.

Anonymous sources have suggested that Connor has used her vast wealth and connections to ensure Minerva’s continued legal success. Some even claim that she has met privately with key Supreme Court justices, leading to speculation that the highest court in the land may already be leaning in her favor should the case escalate.

“There are a lot of unanswered questions here,” said political strategist Mark Reynolds. “Minerva has won every legal challenge, and now we’re hearing that major public-school systems are ready to implement similar curricula. That doesn’t happen without serious political maneuvering.”

Critics argue that if Connor has indeed influenced the judiciary, it would represent a deep and troubling breach of judicial ethics. Then again, observers have been noting gifts to members of the judiciary for more than ten years. Legislative overhaul of the Supreme Court has so far gone nowhere. Most of all, no concrete evidence has emerged to support these claims, and Connor herself has dismissed such accusations as “baseless conspiracy theories.”

“We have built Minerva University on the principles of academic excellence and leadership,” Connor said in a recent interview. “Our success in the courts is a reflection of the strength of our educational model—not the result of backroom dealings.”

As Minerva University celebrates this legal victory, the broader implications of the judge’s ruling are only beginning to unfold. With public schools now given tacit approval to experiment with gendered education policies, states and districts will likely become battlegrounds for competing visions of the future of education.

Will other private institutions follow Minerva’s lead? Will states begin introducing female-focused leadership programs into public education? And will the Supreme Court intervene if the case reaches its doorstep? These are the questions that will define the next chapter in this rapidly evolving legal and cultural battle. For now, one thing is certain: Minerva University is not going anywhere, and the impact of this ruling will be felt for years to come.

The Sensations: Isaac

Isaac actually had to wait outside of the coffee shop this time. It wasn't open yet. The sun had started to rise, and it was still dark out. He itched to pull out his phone, to call Hannah, and to talk to her. Yes, he actually wanted to have that kind of conversation through his phone. Or better yet, he could have rushed over to her room, knocked on her door, and hoped she would let him in.

Then again, nothing had officially changed between them. They were still friends, so that was supposed to be his right. Granted, she was a girl, but that actually added to the appropriate nature of his question. As a boy, if he was stuck, then he needed to look to the women around him. Hannah was someone he could trust, and she would talk to him, and she would offer him good advice. As a boy, he was supposed to listen to her.

The coffee shop finally opened, and he rushed inside, placed his order for his keyholder, and nervously waited.

Since it was so early, there weren't any other students in line for once.

"Is everything okay?" Today, there was a young woman standing behind the cash register. She had already entered the information, so her colleagues were gathering up the different parts of his order.

"I'm okay," he said. "Just nervous."

"And why is that?" The coffee shop girl didn't like she actually cared; rather, it was early, she was tired, bored, and in need of a distraction.

"I need to go talk to my keyholder," he said.

"Actually, I've been wondering about that," she said. "You’re always in here early. I guess you're getting something for her?"

"Yes," he said. Desperately nervous from what he was going to do when he talked to Emily, he didn't think he had the energy or focus to chat with a stranger.

Then again, this was Minerva University, so he didn't get that kind of option. He couldn't just shrug her off. When a woman decided to talk to him, he was obliged to respond. Simultaneously, he needed to be energetic and cheerful.

Like a good boy, he forced himself to smile back at her. Maybe it wasn't as strong as he could have done, but it was early and neither one of them were really worried.

Besides, this girl was just looking for some entertainment as she said, "I think that's really sweet. Maybe I should make my boy do the same thing." He glanced off into the distance as she nodded to herself. "So how does it feel?"

"How does what feel?" Isaac asked.

"At this school, you’re basically a chastity slave, right?"

Because he couldn't think of any other appropriate answer, he said, "Right."

"So how does that feel?"

"It feels…" Isaac swallowed. He understood that he could get in trouble. After all, it would have been easy enough for this young woman to pull out her phone, scan the nearby devices, and learn everything she needed to know about him. Then she could contact his keyholder, report his bad behavior, and make sure he got into a lot of trouble. Considering what he hoped for, he had to be good. "It keeps me in line."

The girl chuckled, "I know it does that. I want to know what it feels like. When you wake up in the morning, how are things different for you? Obviously, I’m not a boy, so I don’t know what it’s like." A little giggle passed her lips.

Isaac didn't need to think about it. "I'm focused," he said. "Getting distracted is a lot harder. Back when I could make my own choices, I guess I was just left drifting." He had heard that kind of language before, especially from some of his classmates when their professors required them to speak. "This way, I always know what I need to do. I know who I am supposed to be."

"That sounds nice and simple," she said.

"I guess it is," he agreed.

"So help me out with something then," she continued. The young woman leaned forward against the counter, and she dropped her voice to a playful whisper. She wasn't actually trying to hide anything from anyone. He could tell that right away. "Should I be rough her with my boy?"

"I don't know," he said.

"Come on," she coaxed him. "It's still going to be a little while before your coffee is ready. Should I be rough with him? So far, I feel like I haven't really taken advantage. I make sure that he’s getting good grades and everything, but should I be using him the way your keyholder is using you? How does that make you feel?"

"I don’t know," he said.

"But how does it feel?"

Clearly, she expected a real answer, so he closed his eyes, he exhaled, relaxed, and he waited for the answer to come to him. Within moments, it did. "It feels different," he told her. "It feels like a completely different emotion."

"Seriously?"

"Seriously," he told her.

"Okay then. What does that emotion feel like?" The coffee shop girl sounded skeptical, but she was still intrigued.

Between those seconds, Isaac searched for the right words. His lips parted, and he glanced up toward the ceiling this time. "I guess it feels like a different drive. It’s not another emotion. Maybe it's something more like thirst or hunger? It’s this sensation, and you can feel it all over your body, and you know you need to do as you're told."

"Fascinating."

"How is that fascinating?" Isaac blurted out.

At some other place or time, he might have gotten in trouble for his presumptuous tone. This time, she didn't seem to notice. Or if she did, she didn't care. Instead, she nodded to herself, "I think it's a little bit like that for us.” She smirked. She shook her head. At first, Isaac didn't think she was actually going to share anything with him, only then she leveled her eyes on the boy in front of her. "For us, I think it’s something similar. We get a new sensation too."

Again, he waited. He wondered what she had in mind. Or maybe she was just going to shake her head and dismiss the idea. It wasn't like she had to share anything with him, after all. Then she said, "When you are in control, there is this amazing feeling. I mean, yes, there is a sense of responsibility, and pretty much every keyholder wants to be good for the boy who has been entrusted with her, but it's different." Again, her eyes slid up toward the ceiling. "For me, I guess it really just comes down to this question of trusting myself. Can I take what I want? Am I entitled to take what I want?"

"According to the school, you are," he said.

"Is that what you think?"

This felt like a test, he realized. That was why he said, "I mean, you’re a keyholder. It's your responsibility to do what you want to do." He didn't even know if that was true, but it was early, and he had to be cautious anyway.

"Okay," she said. "Oh, and hey, your order is ready." She grabbed a bag from her colleague along with a cardboard tray containing the coffee for his keyholder. He took it, thanked her, and headed out.

The Surrender of Tradition: How Conspiracy Theories Are Shifting as Minerva University Expands Its Influence

By Katherine Ellis, Correspond for The Sentinel Tribune

Archival Article

For just four short years, Minerva University has been at the center of heated debates, legal challenges, and organized protests by traditionalist groups who saw the institution as a fundamental threat to their ideals. But now, in a surprising turn of events, many of those same groups are backing down, their influence diminishing, their voices growing quieter. Conspiracy theorists who once rallied against Minerva’s mission are either retreating or desperately pivoting to new narratives as the university's power and influence continue to rise.

From the very inception, Minerva University was a battleground. Conservative organizations and so-called “traditionalist” advocacy groups waged relentless campaigns against the institution, filing lawsuits, organizing protests, and attempting to sway public opinion against its progressive academic model. They argued that Minerva’s female-led educational structure and philosophy of gender equity threatened the so-called “natural order.”

Yet, in the face of this resistance, Minerva University continued to thrive. Court case after court case fell in the university’s favor with judges ruling that, as a private institution, Minerva was within its rights to design its own curriculum and policies. Despite public outcry from its critics, the institution remained fully accredited, and its graduates were highly sought after by top companies and research institutions.

Over time, the opposition began to falter. Major traditionalist organizations that once funneled millions into legal battles against the school have quietly shut down their campaigns. Their resources dried up, their legal teams moved on, and their public statements grew more infrequent. Some figures who were once at the forefront of the fight have abandoned their positions altogether, citing exhaustion or shifting priorities.

With their old battles lost, conspiracy theorists have turned to new angles in their attempts to undermine Minerva’s growing presence. Some claim that Minerva is secretly backed by a cabal of ultra-wealthy feminists plotting to overthrow traditional governance. Others allege that the university is conducting social experiments aimed at permanently altering gender dynamics worldwide. The most bizarre theories suggest that Minerva’s leadership has ties to shadowy global elites who intend to reshape society in their own image.

These theories, however, are gaining little traction. The public perception of Minerva has evolved beyond the controversy. Parents now eagerly send their children to the university, and many high school counselors actively encourage young women to apply. Even major corporations are offering partnerships, internships, and scholarships specifically for Minerva graduates. The world is moving on, and the conspiracy theorists are being left behind despite the furor playing out along the darkest corners of the internet.

As Minerva’s opposition wanes, the university is taking ambitious steps to broaden its influence. No longer content with being a singular institution, Minerva is now forging alliances with other universities, both in the U.S. and abroad. Several prominent colleges have begun adopting Minerva-style policies, integrating elements of its gender-focused curriculum and leadership training.

More radically, Minerva is designing new curricula tailored not just for higher education, but for K-12 schooling as well. The university has already unveiled pilot programs in select middle and high schools that emphasize female empowerment, leadership skills, and new frameworks for understanding history and politics. If these programs prove successful, they could soon become a nationwide—or even global—phenomenon.

This shift has sparked renewed alarm among Minerva’s remaining critics. The idea that the university’s philosophy could shape young minds before they even reach college has led to fresh accusations of “indoctrination” and “social engineering.” Yet, for many educators and policymakers, this expansion represents progress. Advocates argue that these curricula are long overdue, providing young women with the confidence and skills to excel in leadership roles from an early age.

As Minerva’s reach continues to grow, the last remnants of resistance appear to be fading into obscurity. The university has not only survived but thrived, weathering years of attacks and emerging stronger than ever. With legal battles behind it and institutional expansion ahead, Minerva is no longer just a university—it is an educational revolution in motion.

The question now is not whether Minerva will survive, but rather how far it will go. With the integration of its principles into K-12 education, partnerships with other universities, and a generation of graduates entering the workforce with a new vision for leadership, the impact of Minerva University may be only just beginning.

Serious Question: Hannah

When she woke up, her skin was hot, sweat clung to her brow, and she knew it was just a question of wearing heavy pajamas to bed and maybe feeling a little too cozy last night when she pulled her coverlet over herself. Still, the extra heat had provoked that strange dream. Even now, as Hannah rolled onto her side and grabbed her phone to check the time, the images were dissipating.

Within a few more seconds, she would completely forget about the dream, whatever it had been.

And yet, that twitching and anxious irritation remained lodged between her thoughts.

She rolled onto her back, closed her eyes again, stretched, and tried to focus. She didn't want to think about the dream. Instead, she was concentrating on her schoolwork. She ran through that checklist: her different classes and the requisite assignments. She tried to remember if she had any major tasks that required her attention today. There was homework, and the constant stream of assigned readings, but that was it. She nodded to herself, grateful that she didn't have to worry about any tests or presentations.

Frankly, she wasn't in the mood.

Was he serious?

That was the question that popped into her head and seemed to spread through her body. She could feel it like a chill, as though someone had just opened a window and a rush of cold air had washed over her body. Only moments ago, she had been overheated, like the warmth permeated every inch of her skin uncomfortably. But now, little goosebumps appeared down her neck and along her shoulders. Her fingers tightened because Hannah didn't want to ask herself that one question.

Still, she couldn't let it go.

Was he serious?

When they went for that walk, it has been so sweet. Simultaneously, she had felt his eyes on her. He had checked her out, admiring her hair, her face, her breasts and maybe even her butt. He liked her. That was what her intuition told her. That was what she also wanted to believe.

And yet…nothing had happened between.

Then again, it wasn't like Hannah had a perfect access to information, especially when it came to a boy like Isaac. Males could be so mercurial, she knew. They were unreliable in so many different ways, strange and erratic like exotic beasts that no woman could really comprehend. Maybe men could be domesticated, but that was a different question.

Worse, she came back to that other question. Was he serious?

She locked her teeth together, suddenly very, very annoyed. Her mood got even worse as she began to get ready for her day.

Asking (Again): Isaac and Emily

When he placed his feet outside of Emily's door, he held the bag and cardboard tray in one hand. He raised his other arm, made a fist, and he hesitated. It was still early, a lot earlier than when he normally showed up. Even so, he thought she would be awake. "Come on," he whispered to himself. He could do this. He had to do this.

Even so, there was still that other image that kept flashing behind his eyes: he could have turned around, thrown away the breakfast he had bought for her, and returned to the coffee shop, only to make another purchase. He could have come back at his usual time.

Not today. This time, it was impossible.

He puffed out his cheeks and knocked. It wasn't loud. It wasn't rushed or aggressive. He wasn't trying to snap her out of sleep in case she was still in her bed.

Only then, the door opened, and he saw her there in her pajamas. She had her blonde hair tied back into a messy ponytail, and she wasn't wearing any makeup either.

Somehow, that didn't matter. Emily was one of those girls who could look exquisite, expensive, and utterly unstoppable when she prepared herself. At moments like this, she was relaxed and cute even if she had that little frown cresting her lips. "You're early," she said.

"I know," he said. "I'm sorry. But I got you some special stuff.” Like a good servant, Isaac held out the cardboard tray, and she plucked the cup free before taking a sip.

"Okay, so this is good, and what else did you bring me?" She checked out the bag he also held. She saw the bagel, the donut, and the small container of yogurt.

"This is my usual breakfast," she told him.

"But you said you wanted to try their yogurt the other day, and I know you like their bagels. Plus, donuts are always popular?" He knew how silly he sounded, but Isaac still couldn't help himself.

"So what? You want to get an early start on your chores?"

"May I come in?"

Emily stepped aside, extended her arm, and motioned for him to enter. He did. As soon as she closed the door behind him, he felt trapped as though he had somehow been lured here.

No, he reminded himself. He had to be serious about this. If he left the question hanging in the air, Isaac suspected that Emily might never give him a response. He had waited and waited and waited. Now, he had to take matters into his own hands. He didn't see any other choice! And while he fought to cling to those ideas, his chest tightened. He took several steps to the middle of her room, turned back, and dropped to his knees.

Emily raised an eyebrow. A little smile quirked at her lips. Clearly, she approved.

As she sipped her coffee, he said, "I’m here to beg. I'm here to beg for an answer. Please! Please, I can't take this! I'm in love with her, okay? I've been thinking about her so much, I want to be with her. But I can't do that without your permission."

"Is that because you want me to give her keyholder access?"

He didn't know if there could be a right answer to this. "I don't think I can satisfy her if you keep you locked up," he said.

"You still have a mouth and fingers, don't you?" Emily taunted him. She was enjoying this, he could tell. Even though he didn't dare glance up from his spot on his knees and at her feet, he envisioned that curve of her mouth as she continued to smirk.

"I know, yes, but…"

"But what?" Emily asked him. "You're not serious about this? Maybe you’re just hoping to manipulate her?"

"No," he breathed out. "That's not it. That's not it at all."

"Interesting," she said. "Somehow, I don't believe you."

"What? Why not?" When he had awoken that morning, Isaac had promised himself that he could think about this capably and rationally; despite everything the teachers and his female classmates told him, he didn't have to be some impetuous, impulsive boy incapable of thinking about how to strategize. Even so, this girl was teasing him, and he didn't know what to do! The frustration flared through him, and he could feel his emotions slide out of control, all because it was so easy for her to play with him.

Then again, Emily wasn't really playing with him, not right then or there. Instead, there was something else written across her face. He couldn't tell if it was genuine skepticism, concern for another girl, or something else altogether. One way or the other, his lungs locked up, his elbows pushed against his sides, and he didn't know what to do. That scattered the sense of helpless frustration that flared through his body, making it more and more difficult for him to think clearly.

"Why not? Because you're a boy," she said. "Why not? Because you’re trustworthy."

For a moment, he just wanted to open his mouth and call back to her, "You can trust me!" Obviously, that sort of blanket declaration wasn't going to work. Instead, he had to think through this. That was why he fought back his trepidation, glanced back at her, and asked, "What can I do?"

"A test," she said. This was when she clapped her hands together, and he flinched. Instantly, he knew he wasn't going to like this. More importantly, the fear shot through his body. It flared out from the center of his being up into his shoulders and down his arms, along his legs, and all the way to the tips of his toes. "What are you talking about?"

"You want to be with someone else? You want me to consider handing your key over to another girl. Am I right?"

"I just want you to share me with her?" Isaac knew he was supposed to state that point emphatically. Instead, there was that lilting uncertainty at the edge of his answer.

"Exactly," she said. "You want me to share, and that raises an interesting question about manipulation. You’re a boy. Boys might be silly most of the time, but you get lucky occasionally." She was talking about the entirety of his sex. Maybe the girls at Minerva University held every drop of relevant authority, yet they still understood their vulnerabilities. Boys could be cute and sweet; they could be cuddly and manipulative. They could be like sweet little dogs, down on their knees, begging and whimpering for treats. It wasn't much, but it was still a type of power after a fashion, so these young women needed to be on guard. They couldn't allow themselves to get tricked.

"What kind of question?"

"Are you trying to play her? Are you trying to play me?"

"No!"

"Then you have to prove it," she decided. In fact, it was obvious she was making this up as she went along. Apparently, Emily hadn't really considered the possibility. More than that, she flashed this piranha smile back at him. "And of course, I'm going to give you the opportunity to back out."

"Anything," he promised her.

"Anything? Seriously?" Emily shook her head from side to side. "That’s probably going to be a very big mistake, young man."

"I don't care," he said and tried to mean it.

"What if I decide that I want to take a belt and swing it down against your tight little bottom? What if I want to turn your ass a bright shade of red? What if I decide I want to see you cry?" This wasn’t how Emily usually spoke.

He gulped and waited. Isaac hesitated, but only for a fraction of a second. "Anything."

"Look into my eyes and say that," she instructed.

He forced his gaze up, and he hated how this beautiful girl could be so frightening. She was just a young woman. Back before he had arrived at this school, Isaac would've been able to face her with no problem. Like so many men, he ran through those same thoughts and assumptions. Theoretically, he was bigger and taller. He had thicker muscles and broader shoulders. Despite that physical advantage, he was still a boy, and the nature of his sex alone made him vulnerable to her control. As a young woman, she outranked him; according to the bylaws of this institution, she was his superior.

Even if there had been young men who arrived at the school and insisted that those kinds of regulations didn't really change anything, everyone learned the truth soon enough. Before too long, it was obvious. When an institution was dedicated to the supremacy of one group over another, that kind of understanding simply permeated the air. It became a part of the atmosphere, automatic, instinctive, and inescapable. Just like the other men, Isaac discovered that for himself.

Plus, there was always the question of the chastity cage and the influence it had on the male psyche...

Despite her overwhelming authority, he looked up at her. There wasn't any kind of real defiance or challenging his gaze. Rather, it was something else, something subservient and servile. He was a boy who needed to ask a question. He was a young man who desperately hoped for something from his superior; as such, he knew he had to do anything and everything he could to succeed.

He had to do it for her; he had to do it for the woman who was at the center of his life: Hannah. His best friend became something more, and he couldn't give up. He yearned to be there for her; even if that meant dropping to his knees in front of that young woman, he would have done it.

"I care about her," he said. "I want to do whatever it takes to be with her."

"You’ll take your punishment? You will take this little test of mine?"

It wasn't just a little test, he could already tell. Maybe there was something in the glint of her eyes, but there was a different kind of hunger that seemed to permeate this young woman. She knew what she wanted. More importantly, she was going to get it one way or the other.

"I’ll do whatever it takes," he said.

"Good," she said. “Then let's get you ready."

At first, he hadn't really understood what that meant. After all, she grabbed him by his hair, tilted his head to the side, leaned in, and she started to whisper to him. Her voice flooded across his senses, overwhelming him. Of course, Isaac hadn't really wanted to believe that could happen, not here, not again, not when he was trying so hard to think only of Hannah.

Then again, he'd do this for her…for this chance.

Before long, Emily had him in position. He understood what was happening. He recognized what this meant. Even so, his heart shuddered, fear spread through his body, and he tugged against the fresh restraints locked around his wrists. She had stripped him naked, positioned against the foot of her bed, ordered him to spread his arms, and tied him to the bedposts. It was done. He was spread out and vulnerable.

"I've been wanting to do this for a while," she said, lifting the paddle and smacking it down against the palm of her hand. "Are you sure you want this? Are you sure you need it?"

"If this is what I have to do to prove myself to you and to her, then I’ll do it," he said. At the same time, Isaac detected the trembling fear in his own voice. On some level, he knew he needed to sound bold and brave and ferocious, like he was some knight from a medieval epic. In reality, however, he was just a college boy. He didn't have any special skills or training. He didn't have any kind of talent for this.

"If you want to apologize and tell me that you aren't really serious about her right now, then I’ll you the chance," Emily dangled that possibility over him. She had approached him, and now she was right there, positioned immediately behind him. With casual ease, she stroked her nail down along his neck, between his shoulder blades, and toward the small of his back. "You can just walk away," she purred like a cat offering some mouse one final chance to escape.

The temptation shined bright inside of his head and along every inch of his body. It didn't help that she was touching him; with each soft caress, his body responded to her proximity. Even if he wasn't in love with this girl, he couldn't deny the effect she had on him.

"No," he said and fervently swung his head from side to side. "I'm not going to mess this up. I want to be with her."

"Okay," Emily said right before she raised the paddle and swung down, striking hard. The pain exploded along his skin! The agony stabbed along every nerve! His breathing caught in his throat as he locked his teeth together and peeled his lips back. He sucked in a breath; his body temperature spiked, and the oxygen rushed up against the roof of his mouth then down his throat.

His eyes had already started to water.

Isaac didn't care. At least, that was what he tried to believe. He fought hard to get his emotions under control. His heart was pounding faster and faster, but he didn't care. He had to handle this. He had to tolerate and endure it.

For Hannah, he could do anything.

"That was the first taste," she said. "Are you sure this is what you want? Are you sure this is what you need? I mean, you can just be like all of the other boys."

"Never," he answered.

"You don't even know what I was going to say," Emily replied. Wisely, he remained silent as the blonde started to stroke him again. Her fingernails scratched down the nape of his neck, over his shoulders, then along his reddened ass. She squeezed, and there was that other flinch; another flash pain started along his flesh, but he didn't cry out or tell her to stop. He didn't apologize, nor was he going to back down.

He could do this.

Isaac thought of that girl, and he thought of how badly he wanted to be with her.

"Never is a very long time," she said before she angled the paddle down, touched the smooth, wooden surface to his skin, then got ready. She lifted it up into the air, and he went instantly still.

She waited. The seconds trickled by, one after another.

Finally, she swung down!

Maybe Isaac wished to believe he had prepared himself for this as though he could take whatever she gave him. He couldn't. Perhaps he could tolerate it, but that wasn't the same. There was no way for him to shrug off the sensations as she tested him. The snaps of agony burned down across his nerves as she struck once, twice, again and again. Within seconds, he lost track. He couldn't keep count! His world shrank down as she punished him.

Then again, this wasn't a punishment. "Punishment" implied that he had done something wrong. This was something else altogether. It was his desire, his ambition, and his drive to see that other girl.

Isaac had chosen this.

He knew it was foolish. He understood that he was messing up. He could have just gone straight to Hannah, and maybe she could have negotiated on his behalf. After all, it would have been different if these girls were talking to one another. Instead, he had pushed hard. He had asked for something special.

Then it stopped, and Emily was giggling behind him. "You know, I'm starting to wonder if I should do this every day."

"Every day?" Isaac gasped out. The words left his mouth, but he couldn't speak clearly.

"That's right," she said. "I'm wondering if maybe this would be good for you. If you just need this kind of discipline? Maybe that would help you with some of your excess energy?"

"It's not excess energy," he said. Contradicting her was a risk, yet he still had to take it.

She casually reached down and grabbed him by his hair. She jerked his head up. "Oh?"

"I want to do this because I care about her," he said.

"Are you sure about that? Are you sure you're not just a dumb and horny boy? Men have a hard time with that, don't they? They can't think clearly, especially when the libido gets involved. You silly boys just run off and do whatever you want. That's why you chose to come to a school just like this one, isn't it?"

"I'm better because I'm coming here, but I still want to dedicate myself to her. I want to be with her. Please, will you let me?"

"I could leave you locked up," she said. "You could still confess your feelings. No one is stopping you."

"But it wouldn't be as good for her," he protested. Isaac shoved those points out onto the air, one after another. "I want this to be good for her. I want this to be everything she could ever want. If I’m locked up, and if she doesn't have access, then it won't be the same."

"And you want to give her that gift? Is that it?"

"Yes," he answered. "Please."

"That's cute," she said. His keyholder almost sounded genuinely touched, as though he had impressed her. Only then, she must’ve reconsidered all of those other potential problems with what he told her. After all, he was still just a boy. Untrustworthy, unreliable, and in desperate need of control, he needed her guidance. Luckily for him, she was there, and she’d give it to him whether he wanted it or not.

A ferocious smile curved along her mouth, she tightened her grip, and she told him, "You need this. It's good for you. Here. Enjoy another dose."

She brought the paddle down hard, slashing the wood through the air. It crashed against his naked flesh, the pain reverberated across his skin, and he tightened his muscles as his toes dug it down. Hot frustration bit into him, but there was nothing he could do about it. Then it was done, and she stroked the paddle along his tormented the skin.

"You can still give up," she reminded him. "You can still give up right now. In fact, maybe I will give you a little reward just as a consolation prize? Would you like that?" As she spoke, she came up close to him and pressed her body against his. She leaned down, so he must've been able to feel the fabric of her top against his back. Her breasts squeezed into him.

His breath hitched, heat burned across his body, and then she made it even worse. She casually reached down, and she touched his device; she stroked the outline of his cage and enjoyed it as he squirmed. He was twisting there, tugging and pulling against his restraints. In every meaningful sense, he didn't actually think he was going to break free; this boy didn't believe he could tear himself away, but he still had to try. He needed to vent those frustrations as she played with him.

"This must be so frustrating," she said. "But you know, you’re something of a leader here."

"I'm a boy," he protested. "I can't be a leader!"

Emily chuckled. "Not a political leader, but you are one of the first boys. Don't you think that makes you special? You came here, and now you're learning, and you can serve as a role model for the boys who come after you."

"I don't care about that," he said. "I'll do whatever you tell me, but I'm still asking. I'm asking for the chance to be with her."

"Stubborn boy," she said. "So is this really genuine affection? Or is it something else?"

He had never heard her speak this much. Most of the time, Emily just gave him his commands and told him to get started. But this was different as she questioned him and explored his feelings.

Even as his heart pounded, Isaac had to wonder whether or not this was something she had picked up from the other girls on campus. Maybe she absorbed this from her teachers. Or maybe these were her own conclusions.

Before he could come to a conclusion, she struck again, grabbing the paddle, lifting it high, and swinging down with more force than ever before. The solid wood struck that sensitive surface. The sensations reverberated across his nerves all over again. He locked his eyes shut tight, but the tears sprang forward anyway as she drew the paddle back.

"You can always back down," she taunted him.

"No," he said again. He didn't even know if he understood what that word meant. Instead, it became something like a muscle memory.

"Okay," she said with a shrug. That was when she resumed. She tightened her grip, raised the paddle, swung down, and delivered another staccato rhythm. She struck over and over again, turning the curves of his backside from a shade of pink to bright red. She kept working him. The heat cascaded along his skin, and he tugged against his restraints, but this boy couldn't escape, and she knew it.

Isaac grunted and growled and whimpered. He made all of those pathetic little animal noises. He made those bestial sounds because he couldn't help himself!

Emily kept going. Along every second, she knew she didn't have any particular need to test him. Then again, it didn't matter because she was grinning, and the excitement flared through her body as she struck over and over again.

"What is it?" Emily asked. "What is this? Why are you doing this?"

"For her," he said.

"Say it," she said. The punishment would make it so much harder for him to lie.

"I care about her. I, I think I might be in love with her," he said. "I don't know, but I want to find out. That's it. I just want to find out. I want to see if she can care about me, and I want to be there for her."

"More," Emily said.

"If she wants me, then I’ll dedicate myself to her. I, I want to be there for her. I want to be the kind of guy she can rely on. I want to touch her and make her feel good. I want to make her happy. That's all I want!"

"Good," she said.

Studio Lights: The Experts

The studio lights beamed down on the glossy desk as the debate began. The moderator, a composed woman in a sleek navy suit, turned toward her guests. "Tonight, we discuss the impact of Minerva University and whether its model is the future of education. We have several esteemed guests here. Let’s start with two individuals coming from different sides of the debate. Joining us tonight, we begin with Dr. Elaine Porter, an educational specialist advocating for progressive curricula, and James Calloway, a traditionalist critic who believes Minerva is a step too far."

Dr. Porter gave a warm and confident smile; clearly, she felt like she was already going to win. Since this was a cable news debate, it would be an argument. This wasn't a discussion, no matter what the perfectly coiffed hosts or producers claimed. "Thank you for having me. The rise of Minerva University represents a necessary evolution in education. The reality is that we need genuine competition. Institutions that have long been led by men have shaped the world in their image. Now, we finally have a school that challenges that, and it’s thriving. Women in leadership roles aren’t a threat—they’re an opportunity for progress."

James Calloway scoffed. "Minerva University is nothing more than social engineering. Women can’t rule at a school like this. It’s unnatural."

Dr. Porter lifted an eyebrow. "Unnatural? Tell me, Mr. Calloway, what exactly is unnatural about women leading? Women have been leading households, businesses, and even governments for centuries. They were doing it even when their contributions were marginalized, neglected, and ignored. The issue isn’t about capability—it’s about entrenched bias."

Calloway’s face turned red. "That’s not the same! Men have always been better at making tough decisions."

The moderator tilted her head. "Do you have any empirical evidence for that claim?"

Calloway fumbled, visibly flustered. "It’s just…common sense! Look at history!" James already looked tired. Maybe he had participated in too many debates already. More likely, he had already burned through most of his enthusiasm on his phone. Like lots of so-called "thought leaders," James Calloway was the kind of man who knew how to communicate with a receptive audience online, but he didn't know what to do when he faced someone like Dr. Elaine Porter. She was an expert. She knew what she was talking about. She had read through the textbooks, published the papers, and carefully considered the flaws in his arguments.

An easy smile curved along her lips as Dr. Porter nodded. "Exactly. Look at history. For most of it, women were barred from explicit leadership. Yet, when they were given the chance—Margaret Thatcher, Angela Merkel, Tamara Harris—they proved more than capable. Minerva University is ensuring that more women get those opportunities. If you’re afraid of competition, Mr. Calloway, perhaps it’s because you doubt the competence of men."

Calloway’s jaw tightened. "That’s ridiculous! Men have built civilization!"

Another panelist, a younger woman in a sharp red blazer, interjected with a smirk. "Oh, James. Do calm down. You’re getting emotional."

The patronizing tone made Calloway’s hands curl into fists on the table. "I am not emotional!"

Dr. Porter chuckled. "And yet, you’re raising your voice. Isn’t it interesting how men like to accuse women of being too emotional for leadership, yet when challenged, they resort to outbursts?"

It was easy to imagine the viewers chuckling at that. Maybe James didn't realize it, but he was something of a strawman; the producers wanted to bring him on, fully aware that he couldn't compete with a woman like Dr. Elaine Porter. He thought he was her equal; he wasn't. More importantly, he never would be, especially while he clung to those antiquated beliefs.

The moderator nodded. "Let’s bring this back to the main point. Minerva University has won every legal challenge against it. Now, several governors are considering adopting its model to remain competitive. Dr. Porter, how do you see this shaping the future?"

Dr. Porter leaned forward. "I see a world where women are finally allowed to reach their full potential, one where young girls grow up knowing that their ambitions won’t be stifled. And, yes, I see a world where men and women truly compete on equal footing. That’s not something to fear. That’s something to celebrate."

Calloway muttered under his breath. "It’s a disaster."

The woman in the red blazer gave him a pitying look. "Oh, James. It must be so hard realizing the world is moving on without you."

The segment ended with the camera focusing on Calloway’s frustrated expression while Dr. Porter and the other women continued discussing the bright future ahead. The audience as he watched were probably smiling or laughing (unless they were frustrated boys).

Permission: Hannah, Isaac and Emily

"Does that, does that mean I have permission to go talk to her? Will you give her access to my cage?" Almost completely naked and utterly spent, he felt like he didn't have anything left. He had already pushed so hard to hold out. He had channeled every ounce of endurance he possessed, but he wasn't sure it had been enough.

After all, she could certainly toy with him and play with him for as long as she wished, but Isaac knew there would come a point when the exhaustion would overwhelm him.

He couldn't persist forever.

"No more questions," she said. Then she stepped aside, she went to her closet, and she came back. When she held up the collar and leash for him to see, he wasn't sure what to do or say. He didn't know how to handle something like this. Then again, he remained restrained against her bed, so it was easy for her to slide the band around his neck. Even if he had tried, Isaac wouldn’t have been able to stop her. Next, she attached to the lead; that was when she finally freed him. "Come on," she said. "You and I are going for a walk."

Emily allowed her chastity slave to get back up on his feet. Then she stepped back into the hallway, and soon they were outside. It was cold, but he wasn't worried about that. Instead, he kept his head bowed down as he tried to figure out what all of this meant.

He didn't have permission, Isaac quickly decided. Apparently, he had pushed too hard. Even if he had endured her "test," I didn't mean she had to give him any kind of fair opportunity to actually win.

It had all been for nothing.

The bite of failure clawed at his insides.

In the meantime, he didn't even pay attention to where they were going. Instead, he watched this young woman in front of him. Simultaneously, he did his best to ignore the glances, the giggles, and the pointing fingers from some of the other students. The guys mostly ignored him, probably because they didn't ever want to end up in that kind of position.

As the semester rolled on, it was becoming more and more common, either because the boys were misbehaving and acting up (thus deserving this kind of humiliating punishment) or because the girls needed to blow off some of their stress. They got tired of taking their tests in classes and writing their papers. Those girls needed and deserved some fun distractions, and the boys were able to provide just that.

They kept walking, and then they headed into the Student Union.

They went up to the second floor, where she tugged on his leash, and he glanced up away from the industrial carpeting. There, he saw her.

His breath stopped. He froze. Cold grabbed him. He was there, collared and leashed and unable to process what he saw. Everything turned to a blur as he blinked and fought to get his thoughts under control.

Hannah!

His eyes widened.

"What, what are we doing here?" Of course, Isaac had understood that there’d been a possibility that his friend would see him. Obviously, they went to the same school. Then again, he had hoped that it would just be a quick glance as a worst-case scenario. Besides, she probably had classes during these hours. At least, that was what he had assumed. Isaac had never memorized her schedule or anything like that.

"You wanted to talk to her, didn't you?" Emily said. "This is your chance."

"What? No, not like this," he hissed under his breath.

"Do you want me to take you back to my bedroom?" Emily asked him. He gulped and glanced over at his keyholder as she grinned.

Hannah was seated there at the small table. She had her phone out, and she was scrolling through one of her social feeds. She was probably checking out some silly video or a funny meme; at the same time, he understood what Emily was offering him.

The test wasn't over, he realized.

In that instant, he could have looked right back at that beautiful blonde, stared into her blue eyes, and told her that he needed to go back. Isaac needed to get dressed, and…

That would be it. He would have messed up. She could tease him with pain; she could also taunt him with this kind of exposure. All of those different details came into focus as he tried to figure out what to do. Eyes wide, he glanced around like a frantic animal, but this girl held onto his leash. She wasn't going to let go, no matter what he did or said.

"No," he finally answered.

"Then it's time for you and Hannah to go have a conversation." She must've already texted with his best friend. Emily had contacted Hannah, making sure they could meet up. He took those tentative steps forward, and he still had the collar around his neck and the leash leading back to Emily's hold.

All at once, the dread pulsed through his body and came to a stop. For a couple of steps, Emily strode past him, only to turn back. "What is it?"

"I can't," he hissed. There was just barely enough distance between them and that other girl for him to hope that Hannah wouldn't glance up. Better yet, her focus remained locked on her device.

At any second, she could have glanced up. But if they just turned around and walked away tight then and there, then he could come up with some other excuse. Or better yet, it would be up to Emily to tell his friend what had happened.

Surprisingly, Emily didn't tease him by raising her voice or drawing out the conversation. Instead, she cocked her head to the side and asked, "What's wrong? What’re you thinking right now?" Clearly, she was enjoying this. She had changed, and she looked so amazing in those black tights and that red dress. With the glistening, leather belt around her waist, she looked like some young aristocrat.

"I'm thinking I can't do this," he said. "I'm thinking I messed up!"

"Nope," she said with a pop of her lips. “Sorry. That isn’t how this works."

She yanked on his leash, he stumbled forward, and then he was right there in front of her.

"Hello, Hannah," Emily said, every word polite and professionally friendly. "This boy here has something he wants to say to you."

Hannah glanced up.

If she was surprised to see this boy naked except for that collar, the leash, and the chastity cage, she didn't say anything. Then again, she was a student here as well. More importantly, she was a young woman, so she had witnessed plenty of boys as they were humiliated around her. Only this time, it was someone she knew very well.

If she experienced any twinge of conscience or regret, she didn't let it show. On the contrary, Hannah smiled at him. There was something beneficent, gentle, and playful in the way she watched him now.

"Hello, Isaac," she said a little too formally. She made it sound as though they barely already knew each other, as though they hadn't walked home from school together, done projects, and talked about the different phases of growing up together. But now, he had to speak. His mouth opened, and he tried to force out the words, but they refused to hit the air. Those sounds were locked at the back of his throat, weighing him down. His fingers flexed, and his toes pushed down against the stiff carpeting, but he still couldn't tell her what he needed to say.

"I think he's feeling just a little bit shy," Emily pointed out. "I wonder if he's feeling a little bit shellshocked after his punishment this morning."

"Punishment?"

"Tell her," Emily said.

Isaac still couldn't bring himself to speak.

"If you don't," said his keyholder, "I’ll have to give her a demonstration."

"No!" Isaac squawk out.

"Then you know what you have to do," Emily said.

This felt so childish, like he was back in middle school, and there was a girl he had a crush on, and he needed his friends to grab him and drag him across the room, so he could tell her. But then, this wasn't middle school; this wasn't even high school. They were in college. They were adults, and he was a boy at Minerva University, which meant he was little more than a plaything for these young women. He hated knowing how uneven and unbalanced and unfair all of this was. Those girls could make whatever decision they liked, and he had to go along with it.

It didn't matter. That was what he tried to remember from one second to the next as he contemplated Hannah. She was right there. He had been thinking about her that morning as he endured one humiliation after another, the sharp bite of the paddle, and so much more.

"Hannah…"

"Yes, Isaac?"

She knew; she had to know.

Even so, he still couldn't see past her features. All at once, his insides tightened, and there was this flash of annoyance, all because he had to wonder whether or not these girls had already talked about him, his feelings, and Hannah's final decision. Worse, he wondered if this girl had already decided that she was going to politely and kindly reject him. Maybe this was just another test.

He couldn't take it.

All at once, that bitter unfairness soaked into him. His throat tightened. Angry dread lanced through his body, making impossible for this boy to behave himself. All at once, he knew he didn't want to be polite, kind, docile or obedient. He didn't want to be a good boy at this school. He didn't want to be trained. All at once, he wanted to grab the device, break through his chastity cage, and escape the campus, no matter what it took. He envisioned himself leading a rebellion, fighting back, and demonstrating just how futile it was to try to hem in the boys. They were men, warriors, barbarians and fighters!

"Come on," Hannah said, her voice low and gentle. "You can do it." With those simple words, she soothed his frustrations, and he understood. In that moment, he could see it in her eyes.

But when Isaac exhaled, he let go of that frustration. The heat dissipated from his body, and he bowed his head down for another moment. Then he looked up at her. This was it; he’d take the risk.

Hannah’s friend stepped forward, he lowered himself down onto his knees, and he said, "Hannah, I like you. I really like you. I'm not just talking about being your friend." Once he started, he didn't know how to stop. "I want to be with you. Please, can I be with you? Can I be your boyfriend? Please!"

"Isaac…"

He knew he wasn't supposed to talk over her, but he kept going. "I want to be the guy who makes you feel better after a bad day. I want to be the boy who gives you a massage every morning. I want to be the boy who cleans your room, who does your laundry, who makes you feel better after a bad day. I want to be there to celebrate every win with you. Please, I just want to be your boyfriend however you want me. Hannah, I want to be there for you. Please?"

As he spoke, he understood that he was volunteering for so much more than just a relationship. He was promising himself as her enslaved and obedient boyfriend. But even when the revelation hit him, he didn't try to take any of it back. He knew what he had said, and now he could just hope.

"Should we talk?" Emily asked.

"We should talk," Hannah agreed. Then she smiled. "You want to tie his leash to the table?"

"We could just leave him here," Emily said. "I think you’ve done a pretty good job of training him. Isn't that right, Isaac?"

On his very best behavior. At that moment, he quickly called out, "Yes!"

"But I think this would be more fun anyway," answered Emily before she tied his leash to the table like he really was just a dog. Then the two young women walked off, and Isaac had to sit there. He had to kneel, wait and wonder exactly what they’d decide.

The Negotiation: Hannah and Emily (and Joel)

Giddy excitement flooded through her body, but Hannah didn't know what to do about it, especially because he didn't belong to her. At this school, there was definitely a sense of proprietary behavior. This came down to so much more than just respecting the girls on campus. Instead, each young woman had a boy, and those boys could be bought or sold, traded and borrowed. But this was different because she knew she couldn’t settle for just a couple of hours or a single night together.

The two girls walked around the Student Union. They passed the arcade, some of the study rooms, and the dining area downstairs. They walked past the different fast-food restaurants. The aroma of hamburgers, Chinese food, sushi and burritos all mixed together.

"Do you really like him?" Emily finally asked.

"I do," Hannah said. That probably wasn't the best way to start off a negotiation, but she didn't care because she wanted to be honest.

"You know, he is a good boy. I've been working on him, and I think he has a lot of potential."

"I have someone to show you," Hannah said and took out her phone. She found his picture, held out her screen, and waited.

Hannah did her very best not to appear nervous. She understood that her professors probably wouldn't have been impressed by this moment or her behavior. She didn't look like some businesswoman eager to go out and to cut the very best deal possible. Instead, she was proposing a simple trade.

"Tell me about him," Emily said.

"He's a good boy," Hannah replied. "He’s sweet, he has some pretty good oral skills, and I'm sure you could have a lot of fun training him."

"You don't like him?"

"He isn't Isaac," Hannah replied.

Emily considered the girl in front of her. "He's cute. He's handsome."

"He's not bad," Hannah answered. "But if you take Joel, you can have a lot of fun with him. He is dedicated, and I'm sure he would be very grateful for the chance to worship you."

"Worship?"

"You know how there are some boys on campus who just have an intuitive sense for how they belong here?"

"Yeah," Emily agreed with a knowing smile.

"That's Joel," she said. "He is the kind of boy who can get locked up in chastity, but it doesn't really matter. If you just raise your voice to him, I'm sure you could bend him or break him however you want."

"And you really want to trade him away? Isaac is loyal, but I'm sure you know all about his faults."

"I do," Hannah said with a smile. "And I'm looking forward to training him. I want to shape him into the perfect boyfriend."

"How long have you known?"

Hannah couldn't help but smile. "A little while," she confessed.

"I see," Emily said. At the same time, she glanced down at the screen again. "Okay then. Let's do it."

Elsewhere on campus, Joel was studying when his phone vibrated. At first, he probably assumed that Hannah wanted something from him. He was already up and on his feet and ready to obey when he saw the notification. His keyholder had just been changed. It was no longer Hannah Denton. Instead, he saw the beautiful picture of a girl with bright blue eyes, long blonde hair, and a wicked smile. His shaft twitched, and a different sense of fear must've coursed through his body. Soon enough, however, he would learn to be grateful.

New Boy: Hannah and Isaac

"It was a pleasure doing business with you," Emily said as she turned around and strode away to go find her new slave.

After that, Hannah stood in front of Isaac for a little while. Then she crouched down, she cupped the underside of his chin, and she peered right into his eyes. "I bought you," she said. "From now on, this belongs to me." That was when she casually reached down and grabbed him by his balls. Her fingers tightened around his scrotum, and he shivered. At the same time, he dared to look up and stare back into her face. "How do you feel? How do you feel about knowing you belong to me now?"

She was his friend. But more than that, she was his owner. Throughout his short time at this school, she had guided him. Then again, she had only ever offered him advice. Now her comments would become commands, and he needed to obey.

"Thank you," he said.

Then she grabbed him, tilted his head back, and kissed him hard. She pressed her mouth to his. They were making out just like this, and it was supposed to feel wrong and twisted because they’d known each other throughout high school. There'd always been that barrier between them, but now she shattered it, tearing it down even as she enjoyed herself. She was tempted to just grab him and shove him down onto his back and ride him there.

Of course, this was the Student Union, and she may have outranked him, but that didn't mean she couldn't get in trouble for playing with her boy out in public.

"We’re going back to my room right now," she said, grabbing his leash, wrapping it around her wrist, and pulling even as she jumped to her feet.

Then they were jogging back across campus, and she held onto his leash with one hand. With the other, she grabbed his fingers. This was amazing! She had her leashed boy!

It didn't take them long to get back. They were laughing and giggling, and suddenly she was through the door to her room, and she shoved it shut, locking it. "Now you're trapped," she said.

"I wouldn't want to be trapped anywhere else," he began to say romantically. She didn't allow him to finish. Instead, she grabbed him, pushed him down, and he hit the mattress. She clambered on top of him, shoving him onto her sheets before she started to kiss him again. In an instant, she unleashed all of those instincts. She scratched at him, groped him, stroked and caressed him. She ran her fingers over every inch of his body as she learned about her new possession. She wanted to understand this boy. More than that, she could finally release all of that curiosity, all of that passion, and all of that desire.

Maybe she had held it back for a long time. Maybe she hadn't been sure of what he really wanted.

"You took the test for me," she said. "That is so hot. I can't wait to punish you myself."

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

She pulled back. She looked down into his eyes.

Mistress.

There was something arcane, mystical, and utterly entrancing about those syllables when they left his mouth. "Perfect," she said.

Then she grinned, and she told him, "I want to take my new toy for a ride."

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

Her newly acquired slave didn't resist as she pulled his arms toward the corners of the bed. For most every girl on campus, this had become a standard practice. After all, sex was so much better when the male specimen was spread out and helpless. These boys needed to understand captivity. More importantly, the restraints put them in the proper frame of mind, helping them comprehend exactly how the relationship was supposed to work. The boy with the property. He was the slave. The girl was the owner. She took command and told him what to do. And of course, he could try to resist or fight back, but that just meant inviting punishment.

This was better than her other boy. This was better than Joel. This was so much better!

That superficial idea kept reverberating behind her eyes. She tightened down, she kissed him, and she ran her hands all over his body again until she grabbed her phone and freed him from his chastity cage. She pulled it off, and she looked back down at him.

"Let's see just how much I can make you promise to be a good boy," she said. With access to his most sensitive flesh, she played with him, using those gentle caresses. She started teasing him, her hands gliding along the sides and curves of his shaft. She toyed with his manhood, stimulating him. Raw desire pounded through her boy's body.

He had started out early that morning, yet there was that energizing excitement that came from being close to this girl. She wasn't just his friend any longer. She was his girlfriend? She was his owner. He belonged to her? He’d become her property. Questions and answers fluttered behind his eyes. They swirled together, interlocking into his new understanding of the world.

Another pair of students had mastered the most important concepts taught at Minerva University.

The End
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My favorite games:

Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge.

Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same.

Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine.

Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control.

Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation.

Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost.

Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is.

These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com.
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Do you have a fantasy you just have to explore? If you’re interested in hiring me for a commission, you can get started by sending me an email.
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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!

OEBPS/image_rsrc30Y.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Welcome!

		Lower Status

		Final Status: Hannah

		Acceptance

		The Choice: Hannah

		In the News

		Impatient: Hannah

		Welcome Ceremony: Hannah and Isaac

		Caging: Hannah and Isaac

		Locked: Hannah and Isaac

		Her Other Boy: Hannah

		Isaac’s Keyholder: Isaac and Emily

		First Day Reports: Hannah and Isaac

		Hopeful Distractions: Isaac

		The Keyholders: Hannah and Emily

		Isaac’s Outburst: Isaac and Emily

		Building Blocks: Hannah

		Fundamentals of Communication: Isaac

		College Party: Hannah and Issac

		Inspection Fun: Hannah and Joel

		Longing: Every Boy

		Satisfaction: Every Girl

		Around Campus: Academic Service

		Isaac’s Tasks: Isaac

		The Real Task: Isaac

		Around Campus: Digital Tracking

		Around Campus: Digital Discourse

		Mobile Movie Night: Hannah and Isaac

		Around Campus: Voting Rights

		Stroll: Hannah and Issac

		Aftereffects: Isaac

		Traditionalists File Lawsuit Against Minerva University

		An Obedient Boy’s Need to Plea: Emily and Issac

		The Question: Hannah

		Distractions: Hannah and Joel

		The Real Request: Emily and Isaac

		Judge Poised to Issue Injunction Against Minerva University

		Waiting Pain: Isaac

		New Judge Announced

		Boy Patience: Isaac

		Judge Rules in Favor of Minverva University, Opening Door for Gender-Specific Education Policies

		The Sensations: Isaac

		The Surrender of Tradition: How Conspiracy Theories Are Shifting as Minerva University Expands Its Influence

		Serious Question: Hannah

		Asking (Again): Isaac and Emily

		Studio Lights: The Experts

		Permission: Hannah, Isaac and Emily

		The Negotiation: Hannah and Emily (and Joel)

		New Boy: Hannah and Isaac

		Connect with Me

		Other Works by Anna Ritter




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214

		215

		216

		217

		218

		219

		220

		221

		222

		223

		224

		225

		226

		227

		228

		229

		230

		231

		232

		233

		234

		235

		236

		237

		238

		239

		240

		241

		242

		243

		244

		245

		246

		247

		248

		249

		250

		251

		252

		253

		254

		255

		256

		257

		258

		259

		260

		261

		262

		263

		264

		265

		266

		267

		268

		269

		270

		271

		272

		273

		274

		275

		276

		277

		278

		279

		280

		281

		282

		283

		284

		285

		286

		287

		288

		289

		290

		291

		292

		293

		294

		295

		296

		297

		298

		299

		300

		301

		302

		303

		304

		305

		306

		307

		308

		309

		310

		311

		312

		313

		314

		315

		316

		317

		318

		319

		320

		321

		322






